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PREFACE. 


FLet  not  any  reader  open  this  little  work 
in  the  expectation  of  meeting,  amid  its 
pages,  with  subject  for  scientific  specula- 
tion or  political  argument.  An  affectation 
of  the  first  had  been  in  me  presumptuous, 
and  the  second,  alike  impertinent  and 
unfeminine. 

The  narrative  is  a  mere  simple  record 
I  of  scenes  and  incidents  which  I  have  veii- 
I  tared  to  hope  may  not,  in  losing  much  of 


their  interest  by  recapitulation,  be  divi 
ed  of  all.  My  only  aim  has  been  to  de- 
pict  every.thing  as  it  appeared  to  me  at 
the  moment :  to  preserve  the  spirit  of  the 
adventure,  or  the  features  of  the  locality, 
without  suffering  myself  to  weaken  either 
by  the  digressions  of  an  idle  imagination  ; 
and,  trusting  to  their  impression  upon  iny-| 
seU,  to  record  them  as  simpiv  and  as  faith-'^ 
fully  as  their  immediate  transcription  would 
enable  me  to  do.  Where  I  looked  and 
listened,  even  there,  in  most  cases,  did  I 
sketch  alike  the  scene  and  tiie  story :  and 
I  now  offer  those  records  to  the  public, 
trusting  that  I  may  not  have  been  whollyj 
unsuccessful  in  my  efforts  to  impart 
others  some  portion  of  the  amusement 
which  I  then  and  thence  derived. 

Should  I  have  unfortunately  failed  ill 
the  attempt,  I  shall  at  least  have  failed  ial 
a  good  cause;  as  the  generosity  and  hig 
feeling   of  the    Portuguese    character  an 
not,   1   think,    suiKciently   appreciated 
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this  country :  and  [  am  happy  that  the  op- 
portunity is  thus  afforded  to  me  of  proving 
that  I  am  not  ungrateful  for  the  courtesy 
and  kindness  which  I  universally  expe- 
rienced during  the  whole  period  of  my 
Peninsular  sojourn. 

Jermyn  Street,  St.  Jameses, 
Oct.  lOth,  1833. 


a  2 


CONTENTS  OF  VOL.  I. 


FIRST  IMPRESSIONS. 

Apostrophe  to  Portugal. — Style. — First  attempts  rt 
acquiring  the  language. — The  Voyage. — Mafra, — The 
Pilot-boat.— Lisbon  from  the  Tagua.— The  River.— The 
shores  of  the  Alemtajo. — Supineness  of  tlie  Portuguese. 
— Our  Residence. — The  Infanta  Regent. — Description 
of  the  State  Carriage. — Filthiness  of  the  City. — Father 
Aatonio. — A  Portuguese  Funeral. — Burial  of  Inftmts  at 
St.Jeronymo. — The  Tagua  by  moonlight. — Fishing  with 
Torches. — ^The  Opera  House. — Mercandante's  Ciaude  et 
ff&e.— The  Prima  Donna.— The  lay-brothcr  of  the  Be- 
pedjctines.— The  landing  of  Dom  Miguel  at  Belem. — 
The  Vine-dreaser's  wife. — Disembarkation  resumed. — 
Arrival  of  the  Queen  from  Queluz. — Her  departure  to 
the   Botanical  Gardens. — Embarkation  of  the   Infanta 


Regent  on  board  the  State  Barge,  to  deliver  up  the  Seep-  j 
tre. — The  Pombal  Palace. — The  Procession. — Visit  of  J 
Dom  Miguel  to  the  Queen. — Supper  at  his  ^yo's.—  | 

Singular  Partiality. 

THE  BROTHERS, 

A  LEGEND  OF  ST.  JERONYMO. 

DONNA  RETA, 

A  LEGEND  OF  LISBON. 

A  ROYAL  QUINTA  AND  ITS  GOVERNOR.  ' 
Remarks  un  Roada. — Sir  John  MiUey  Doyle's  road  | 
to  Cintra. — Portuguese  distaste  to  paying  Tolls.— 
▼erca. — Baggage  Mules. — The  Quinta  D'Alverca. — ^Tlw  " 
Widow's  House. —  Bucellas, — Portuguese  Pohteness. — 
Self-payment. — Nervoua  attack. — A  nocturnal  Vieitor. 
—The  Widow's  Son.— The  Quinta  Gardens  .—A  rahbit- 
hunt. — Villa  Nova, —  The  JuU  de  Fru. — The  Q«Ma 
dog  raurM.— The  Terracc.—Thc  Goading  CcIIb.— Court 
etiquette. — The  Bull  on  the  staircase. — The  Governor, 
—The  Breakfaat.— The  Kids.— Departure. 


THE  MAID  AND  THE  MARQUIS, 
A  LEGEND  OF  VILLA  NOVA. 


CONTESTS. 

A  DAY  AT  RIO  MAYOR. 

Alcoentra. — Fleas. — Entrance  to  our  Qaarters.- 
Pariah  Priest. — The  flite  of  Los  Santos  Bemavenlaradot, 
— PeaMnts  of  Alcoentra. — A  Wolf. — Country  between 
Alcoentra  and  Rio  Mayor. — Rio  Mayor. — Local  popula- 
rity of  the  English.— The  Rector.— His  House.  — His 
display  of  Erudition. — His  Authorship. — His  monastic 
and  courtly  Anecdotes. — His  Appearance. — The  Local 
Tradition. — The  gai-mlity  of  Old  Age. — Dinner.— The 
Rector's  Nephew. — His  Wife. — Portuguese  Hospitality. 
The  Source  of  the  River.— The  wolf's  lair.— The  Mule 

THE  FIDALGO'S  DAUGHTER, 

A  LEGEND  OF  RIO  MAYOR, 


AN  ESTRALAGEM  AND  A  MONASTERY. 

Vendos  df  log  Carvatlios. — Government  Acconunoda- 

tiona, — A  Bivouac. —  The  EslraUigem  at   Carvalkos. —  I 

The  Host.- The  English  TraveUers.- Night  Signals  rf  1 

the  Banditti. — Toilette  of  the  Portuguese  Peasantry. —  [ 

Suspicions. — Threats. — Pacific  Resolutions. — The  Rob-  ] 

ber-landlord. — Travelling  arrangements  with  the  Ban-  J 
ditti. — Anecdote  of  a  Friend. — Honor  among  Thieves, — 

Portuguese  Prisons. — Journey  to  Batalha. — The  Monas-  | 


XB  CONTENTS. 

tery. — Monastic  Politenesa. —  Recollections. — Tlie  Cha- 
pel.—The  Pantheon.— The  Chapter  HalL— Tradition  at- 
tached to  it — Monastic  MSS. — The  Octagon  Chapel, 
Vandalism  of  English  TraveUere. — The  Brotherhood  vf  j 
Batalha. — Father  Lawrence. — Arrival  of  the  Court 
Batalha. — The  Beautiful  Peasant. — The  King's  Maetw 
of  the  horse. — The  Meeting. — Love  and  Jealousy. — Th* 
Murder.— The  Sentence.— The  Prison  Vault.- Retreat 
of  the  French  Army. — Mitigated  Punishment. — Monas- 
tic Revenge. — Prison  Occupations. — Catholic  Ladies  in 
a  Monasten,*.  —  Excommunication. — Miraculous  Image 
of  the  Virgin.- T^te-k-tCte  with  a  Murderer.- PB[a»- 
tical  Superstition.- Convent  of  SanfAnna.  —  Taibg* 
Lawrence  at  Leiria. 


1 


FATHER  EUSTACIO, 

A  MONASTIC  LEGEND. 


TRAITS    AND    TRADITIONS 
PORTUGAL. 


FIRST   IMPRESSIONS. 

PlEI&akt  Portugal !  How  many  delightful 
memories  do  I  owe  you !  How  often  do  my 
thoughts  revert  lo  the  sunny  hours  which  I 
passed  on  your  mountains  and  in  your  valleys ; 
among  your  kind-hearted  and  friendly  peasantry, 
and  amid  the  lordly  halls  and  cloisters  of  your 
palaces  and  convents!  To  myself  the  reminis- 
cences of  the  time  which  I  spent  in  Portugal  are 
an  unceasing  enjoyment — resting-places  for  the 
memory,  where  the  heart  loves  to  linger;  but  how 
far  I  may  succeed  in  rendering  them  amusing  to 
*~%tfiers,  it  is  not  for  me  to  determine ;  they  will 
nt  least  be  faithful,  unexaggerated,  and,  1  think, 
in    many  instances,   novel. 


FIRST    IMPREseiONg. 


When  1  travel,  I  i 


,  unless  compelled  by 


ttecessity,  keep  the  high  road:  I  wander  hither 
and  thither,  hy  hedge-row  and  hillock ;  now  lin- 
lingering  to  enjoy  a  fine  prospect,  now  turning 
aside  to  saunter  down  a  green  lane,  or  to  follov. 
the  course  of  a  clear  Btream — perhaps  my  pro>i 
gresB  on  paper  may  possess  much  of  the  same 
irregularity  ;  for  I  have  luigered  the  longest  over 
those  green  spots  of  memory  which  to  me  ap- 
peared the  plcaeantest;  and  have  consequently 
Bometimes  set  tlie  uuities  of  time  and  place 
fearfully  at  defiance. 

The  fact  of  my  having  rapidly  acquired 
euSiL'ient  knowledge  of  their  language  to  enal 
me  to  comprehend  and  to  converse  with  themj 
soon  won  for  me  the  hearts  of  most  of  the  Por- 
tuguese with  whom  I  came  in  contact ;  for,  with 
all  their  faults,  they  are  never  insensihle  to  any 
ellort  to  please  or  to  conciliate  them :  and  thf 
cii-cumstancc  of  my  having  been  educated  in  » 
convent  on  the  Continent,  and  being  consequent^, 
perfectly  coavereant  with  most  of  their  religit 


ace     


FIR9T    IHFHEeSIOl-'S.  t) 

observances,  whence  they  invariably  infen-ed^hat 
I  was  a  Catholic,  opened  to  me  the  doors  of 
many  convents  and  monasteries  which  are  her- 
metically closed  against  casual  visitoi-s ;  and 
many  a  happy  hour  have  I  spent  before  the  grate 
of  a  nunnery,  conversing  with  the  pale,  sallow- 
looking  nunst  answering  qneations,  at  times  8o 
simple  that  I  smiled,  in  ^pite  of  myself,  at  their 
puerility :  and  at  others,  attempting  for  their 
amusement,  to  describe  to  them,  in  a  mixture  of 
bad  Portuguese  aii-l  Italian,  the  manners  of  my 
own  country.  When  once  I  had  gained  admit- 
tance to  the  parlour,  they  were  never  weary  of 
listening  to  my  details,  rendered  doubly  entertain- 
ing to  them  by  the  perseverance  with  which  I 
I  '  tabonred  on  making  a  thousand  laughable  blun- 
ders, and  yet  coutriving  to  he  understood;  now 
they  explained,  and  rectified  the  error ;  and  now 
they  laughed,  and  praised  my  imcompromising 
wdetermination  to  make  myself,  if  not  intelligible 
at  the  first  hearing,  at  least  perfectly  compre- 
hended before  I  quitted  tbera. 

B  2 


But  I  am  here  speaking  of  ray  first  efforts  in 
Portuguese  : — and  this  remindB  me  that  I  have, 
iu  a  most  uuauthor-like  manner,  done  any  thinf  1 
but  begun  at  the  beginning,     N'iniporle :  I  caD,! 
lit  least,  to  use  a  military  phrase,  countermarch :  ■ 
lUid  having  so  done,  I  commence  my  narrative. 

Every   one   knows   that   a  body   of  English 
troops,    under    the    command    of   Sir  William 
Clinton,  sailed  for  Portugal  in  the  December  of 
1826,  and  the  January  of  1827 — my  father  wei 
ivith  these,  and  I  accompanied  him.      I  shall  eua 
veiy  little  about  the  voyage,  except  that  it  lasteda 
upwards  of  three  weeks;  that  we  put  into  Pl^ 
moutli  from  stress  of  weather,  mid  drifted  in  th9  I 
Soimd — tliat  we  spoke   a  vessel  whose  crew  v 
reduced  to  half  a  biscuit  a  day  each,  which  ir^  J 
sapplieu  with  bread — that  we  bought  three  John  I 
Dorys  for  a  shilling  at  Torbay — that  we  were^J 
with  very  few  exceptions,  all  sick   most  of  tlw  j 
time  we  were  at  sea — and  finally,  that  after  ¥ 
dixijit  anchor  in  the  Tagua,  we  were  obliged  1 
leuiuin  three  days  on  board  before  we  could  pro-.l 
re  accooimodationa  on  shore.     We  passed  tfa»l 


FIRST   IMPRESSIONS. 

rock  of  Lisbon  in  fine  style ;  and  had  a  glorious 
view  of  it,  fts  it  rose,  tall  and  dark,  under  a 
clear  spring  sun,  every  chasm  and  cleft  fully 
revealed,  and  the  little  town  of  Mafra,  with  it^ 
extensive  and  lordly  monastery,  distinctly  visiblei 
Owing  to  the  heavy  sea,  no  pilot  would  corns 
out,  and  we  were  consequently  obliged  to  lie  off  tho 
laud  all  night;  the  vessel  lurching  tremendously} 
to  the  great  discomfiture  of  both  passengers  and 
crockery ;  and  not  until  nine  o'clock  on  the 
foilowiag  morning  did  the  Senhor  Pilate  board  us, 
from  an  ill-looking  barco  de  pescar,  or  fishing 
boat,  which  rolled  from  side  to  side  like  a  tub, 
and  yet  contrived  to  look  picturesque,  with  its 
slaotti^  most,  and  the  bright-coloured  costnme 
of  its  crew.  The  pilot  had  not  made  above  three 
bows  to  the  Captain,  before  his  companions  be- 
gan, according  to  custom,  to  beg :  it  signified  not 
for  what — beef,  rum,  in  fact  any  thing  :  the  two  I 
former  were  given  to  them;  and  they  left  us  with  I 


« 


a   Viva  I  to  the  $ 


i  of  their   countryman. ' 


A   very    consequential  -  looking   pei'sonage   wa^  J 


FtBST  IMPBEIJSIONG. 
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this  said  Senkor,  in  huge  boots,  and  a  vest  of 
fcllk  plush,  KB  dissimilar  as  possible  to  the  sea- 
man-like, respectable  pilots  of  our  own  ports ; 
and  he  lost  no  time,  after  his  companions  had 
quitted  him,  in  resuming  the  praisewortljy  avo- 
cation of  begging  on  his  own  account,  but  ht 
solicited  with  a  somewlmt  more  aristocratic  feel- 
ing than  they  had  exhibited,  merely  an  addition 
to  his  wardrolie.  He,  however,  took  us  safely 
over  the  Bar,  and  departed  highly  delighted  with 
the  treasures  which  his  pertinacity  had  enabled 
him  to  accumulate  while  on  board. 

(t  was  under  a  glonoue  sky,  bine,  deep  blM 
without  a  cloud,  that  we  sailed  up  tlieTagus;  and 
nothing  can,  1  think,  exceed  the  enjoj-ment  which 
1  then  experienced,  1  had  heard,  I  had  imagined 
so  nmcli,  of  the  beauty  of  this  kingly  river,  glid- 
ing between  its  golden  shores,  that  I  almoGt 
dreaded  less  the  reality  should  prove  less  glowing 
than  the  anticipation  ;  but  it  was  not  so ;  and  I 
felt  for  a  time  as  though  the  scene  before  and 
and  around  me  ought  to  ba>-c  mode  me  a  poet — 


FIRET    IMPRESSIONS. 

in  tniib  il  was  delightful !  Here,  an  island,  i 
fair)'-like  and  diminutive,  that  it  seems  to  hnv*  1 
grown  out  of  the  ocean  purposely  to  afford  ft  ] 
foundation  to  the  fort  (Bougit,)  which  almotf  I 
coven  it;  there,  hills  swelling  above  hille,  stud*  | 
ded  and  surmouoted  by  QuvUas*  and  Convents— r  ] 
ihe  dark  and  sombre  folit^e  of  the  olive-grove%  , 
in  itrtking  coutrai^t  to  the  bright  green  of  ttu  | 
Indian  com  and  barley — the  orange-trees,  redou  J 
lent  at  once  of  Bower,  fruit,  and  perfume — Foft  \ 
St.  Julian  and  Beleoi  castle  stretching  into  tho  J 
river,  like  the  giaut  centinels  of  the  gleamii^'J 
city — the  houses  clustered  upon  the  heights — tluJ 
fishing-boata  studding  the  bright  bosom  of  tbA  I 
water — the  fine  wing  of  the  new  palace  {t}u  J 
Adjuda)  looking  proudly  down  on  the  mass  of  J 
buildings  beneath  it^ — the  euperb  towers  of  iha  I 
Patriarchial  chui-cli;  and  the  extenrive  and  timfr-  I 
worn  walls  of  the  Estrella  convent — the  ven^  \ 
raMe  monastery  of  St.  Jeronymo,  witli  its  magnifi- 
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cent  portal,  and  goi^eoua  architecture,  epreat 
lar  along  the  bank  of  the  river :— all  combinec 
to  present  a  picture  alike  splendid  and  impoetn] 
And  yet,  as  our  veesel  sailed  slowly  aloug,  mjn! 
eye  turned  with  a  proud   and    Eiigiiih  feeling 
from  the   "golden  shores,"  to  contemplate   the 
little   fleet  of  British  craft  of  different  descrip-  j 
tions  which  were  then  home  upon  the  breast  t 
the  imperial  Tagus :  the  fiag-ship,  gay  with  i 
flowing  signals:  the  agent-ships,  with  their  long 
pennants  sti'eaming  in  the  wind ;  and  the  lettered 
transports    anchored    closely,   their    tall 
looking  in   the  distance  like  a  forest  of  wiiu 
stripped  trees;  and  here  and  there  a  ship  of  war^ 
seated  like  some  stupendous  bird  upon  the  water, 
her  graceful   shadow   stretcliing   far  along  the 
waves.     Tlie    opposite    shore    of   the   Alemtajo 
formed  a  singular  contrast  to  the  thickly-inha- 
bited hills  on  which  Lisbon  is  so  picturesqueljfl 
built:  tlic  long  range  of  heights,  clefi  as  if  by  g 
powder  at  almost  regular  intervals,  with  scarcelj^ 
half  a  dozen  buildings  at  their  base ;   and  ter>  J 
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tninating,  as  they  neared  the  sea,  in  a  long  tract 
of  sand.  I  am  not  about  to  ^ve  a  deecripiion  of 
Lisbon :  my  business  is  rather  with  the  people 
than  with  their  city;  which  has,  moreover,  al- 
ready been  much  better  delineated  than  it  would 
now  be  by  my  pen,  were  I  disposed  to  sucli  a 
work  of  eupe refection. 

The  enthusiasm  of  the  Lisbonese,  if  indeed 
they  had  ever  exhibited  any,  had  most  effectually 
8ubaided  before  it  could  avail  any  thing  to  thetr 
"  ancient  allies : "  For  at  the  time  we  dropped 
anchor  in  the  Ti^us,  the  Colonel  of  a  Hussar 
regiment  was  living  in  on^  room  in  the  cavalry 
barrack  at  Belcm ;  with,  for  all  furniture,  a 
chair,  a  table,  and  a  trunk,  the  latter  serving  as 
a  dressing-stand  :  all  the  inhabitants  pleading 
some  privilege,  principally  situations  about  the 
Court,  from  chamberlains  to  ostlers,  to  exonci'ate 
them  from  receiving  the  English  into  their 
I  houses,  The  hotels,  meanwhile,  were  full  to 
I  oreTflowing,  and  both  dear  and  dirty. 

Our   billet  was  situated   in   one   of  the  best 
B  5 
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streets  in  Belem  (Rita  do  JunqueiraJ,  and  con- 
sisted of  the  Jburth  floor  of  a  lai^e  houBe,  from 
which  exalted  situation  we  overlooked  the  Tagai^  j 
and  escaped  a  great  portion  of  the   usual   pei^l 
fumes  of  a  Portuguese  city. 

The  very  day  I  landed  1  was  fortunate  enou^,1 
to  meet  the  Infanta  Regent,  her  two  sisters,  and  \ 
a  lady  of  the  Court,  who  had  been  driving  in  o 
of  the  royal  carnages.     1  will  endeavour  to  d^  J 
scribe  it.     It  was  a  four-wheeled  vehicle,  painteAl 
a  doll,   tawny  red,    the   panels   bordered   witk  1 
wreaths  of  flowers :  tliree  of  the  wheels  were  of  I 
the  same  colour,  the  fourth  bad  apparently  juK  I 
"  eflected  an  exchange "  from  another  carriage; 
and  was  not  yet  provided  with  its  new  uniform ; 
tlie  hammer -cloth  wss  of  faded  silk   damask, 
which   had  once  been  crimson ;   the  postillions 
who  rode  the  males,  of  which  there  were  four, 
wore  lai^  cloaks  of  coarse  cloth,  and  cocked 
hats;  anrl  the  animals  themselves  were  capari- 
soned with  a  gorgeous  mixture  of  crimson  velvet   j 
md  worsted   lace:    the   outrider  carried   before 
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fcim  a  footetool,  which  fitted  to  the  front  of  his  i 
saddle,  and  which  was  covered  with  tlireadbare 
velvet;  and  the  breeching  of  hia  mule  wa3  of 
brown  canvass,  worked  with  etars  of  coloured 
worsted,  and  fringed  with  the  aame  costly  mate- 
rial.    It  was  quite  Craickshaokish ! 

Providence  has  wisely  ordered  that  the  pigs, 
which  literally  swarm  in  the  streets  of  Lisbon, 
and  feed  upon  the  filth  (of  all  descriptions  under 
heaven!)  which  is  to  be  met  with  there,  are 
almost  uaiversaUy  black,  or  dark  russet;  for  I 
am  sure  that  the  complexion  of  an  English  pig 
would  not  stand  one  month's  good  practice  in 
Lisbon.  In  my  first  day's  ramble  through  Be- 
lem  (the  Westminster  of  the  metropolis,  as 
Boenos  Ayrea  is  its  St.  James's),  I  encountered 
about  a  hundred  dogs,  all  of  them  without  a 
prt^er  owner,  literally  "on  the  parish."  I  may 
as  weU  remark  in  this  place,  par  parentheie,  that 
hydrophobia  is  tmknown  in  the  country;  and 
that  daring  all  the  hot  months,  a  certain  number 
of  ihe  tradesmen  place  vessels  of  water  at  their 


13 


FIRST  IMPRESSIONS. 


shop  doors  for  the  use  of  these  wandering  qna*  | 
drupeds,   who,   in  the  article   of  food,   are  not 
more  nice  than  the  pigs.     Necesaitj,  it  ia  said, 
has  no  law;   and  were  it  not  for  the  revolting  i 
and   unnameable  garbage   to  which  I  have  al- 
ready  alluded,   nine -tenths   of  these   wretched 
animale  must  starve,  or  take  to  the  mountains; 
the  latter  altematiTe  being  decidedly  a  most  un- 
desirable one  for  the  biped  population,  as  thoM  I 
Aoga  which  have  from  time  to  time  done  so  front  I 
instinct,  have  become  as  wild  and  almost  as  dan-  | 
gerouB  as  the  wolves. 

The   Li^bonese,  or  rather  I  should  say   i 
Portuguese  generally,   are  very  proud   of  their  1 
Capital,  which  they  incessantly  call  upon  you  to 
admire;  and  which  might  certainly,  with  other   ' 
inhabitants,  be  a  world's  wonder ;    but  unfortu* 
nately,  the  dolce  for  nientt  of  the  Italians  is  oa 
well  nnderatood  in  Lisbon  as  it  ever  was  at  Flo> 
rence  or  Naples  ;  and  from  tJie  disgusting  prac- 
tice of  accumulaUng  dirt,  dead  animals,  &c.,  bt.  I 
Ihc  streets,  they  have  rendered  their  boasted  city 
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'saU  "-celestial.  There  was  one  iiistanca 
of  this  which  struck  rae  forcibly  while  I  w<a  at 
Belem:  a  lai^  dog  was  killed  in  the  principal 
ttreet  leading  (o  the  Adjuda  Palace :  the  Prin- 
cesses drove  through  that  street  certainly  three 
liinee  a  week ;  it  was  the  great  thoroughfare  for 
the  Attaches  of  the  Court ;  and  yet  all  that  re- 
mained of  it,  despite  the  sun  by  day,  and  th^ 
ventUD  by  nigbt,  was  to  be  found  in  the  same 
spot  when  1  left  the  city,  which  was  ab™t  a> 
fortnight  afterwards. 

One  little  adventure  befel  me  on  my  second' 
visit  to  Belem,  which,  however  trivial  in  iteelfT 
nevertheless  made  a  very  unpleasant  impression 
on  rae  at  the  time  ;  and  indeed  I  never  rocur  to 
it  without  a  strong  feeling  of  disgust,  I  had 
made  acquaintance  with  a  Monk  of  the  order  of 
Mendicant  Friars ;  he  was  good  humoured  and 
garrulous,  and  was  frequently  the  human  whet- 
stODie  on  which  I  sharpened  my  dull  Portuguese : 
this  man,  accompanied  by  three  more  of  the  bro- 
therhood,  and   attended   by  two   boys   in   whita 
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surplices,  beanng  torch«3,  was  ia  the   habit  of  1 
prerambulating    the  streeta  at  Digbt,  tinkling  W  J 
Utile  handbell,  and  carrying  a  basket,  into  whi^  I 
tlie  pious  cast  such  coins  as  they  could  epare  I 
the  wants  of  the  community,  and  for  wbicb  they  1 
received  a  veiy   civil   aud   concise   blessing.     I  | 
made  a  point  of  obtaining  one  of  tliese  cheaply-r 
purchased  benieons  on  every  occasion,  not  from 
any  great  faith  in  its  efficacy,  but  to  gratify  my 
friend  Fradi  Antonio,    Oue    eveaiug  the  shai|^| 
ring  of  the  bell  summoiied  me  to  the  balconjy  1 
but  I  at  once  saw  that  there  was  something  ua^  J 
tuual  in  the  procession ;  the  number  of  pereoBt  1 
was   greater,  and  they  were  travelling  at  a  jog*  I 
trot,  very  inimical  to  the  interests    of  charityi  I 
•a  they  came  nearer,  I  saw  by  the  fierce  hgbl  | 
ttung  by  tlie  torches,  of  which  there  were  six 
eight,  that  four  of  llie  men   bore  some  burtbent 
and  looking  more  attentively,  I  soon  discovered   , 
ila  nature — it  was  a  corpse,  stretched  on  its  bacAt 
iu  a  long  wooden  tray,  precisely  similar  to  those 
made  use  of  in  England  by  butchers — the  dea(i 
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mao  vae  in  full   costume,  evidently  dressed  ia  I 
his  best,  but  what  excited  the  greatest  horror 
me,  was  the  fact  that  the  tmy  was  far  too  short 
for  the  body;  and  the  head,  the  arms,  and  the   I 
legs  were  hanging  over  it,  and  jirking  up  and 
down  Bfi  the  bearers  carelessly  scrambled  along 
the  roughly  paved  street.     Tlie  |trocess  of  inter- 
ment,  I   was   told  by  an  Officer  who   had  th« 
curiosity  to  leave    our    house,   and    follow    th« 
proceesion,  was  as  summary  as    the  journey  to 
tfa«  grave — the  "  narrow  bed"  was  also  a  fright- 
fiilly  shallow  one,  the  face  of  the  corpse  not  beii^  J 
more  than  three  inches  lower  than  the  surfaoAs 
of  the    earth ;     into    this  misshapen    grave  he  1 
was  flung  without  the  least  ceremony,  a  slight  J 
covering  of  soil  was  scattered  over  him,  and  then  j 
eajne  the  last  horror  of  this  revolting,  this  humi-  J 
liatiog  mode  of  interment— the   sexton  jumped  I 
upon  tlie  body,  and  with  a  heavy  wooden  rant*  \ 
nier  literally  reduced  it  to  a  jelly ! 

The  reason  given  to  my  friend  for  tlus  savage*  I 
proceeding,  was  that  it  would  prevent  the  iogi  J 
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from  tearing  up  the  body — and  this  because  they 
lacked  the  energy  to  bestow  upon  a  fellow  Chris- 
tian, a  coffin  and  a  grave  ! 

The  beautiful  Monastery  of  Saint  Jeronymo  ib 
a  favourite  buriaUplace  for  infants ;  I  cannot  now 
charge  my  memory  with  the  reason  of  this  prefer- 
ence but  I  know  tliat  some  superstition  is  attached 
to  it.  It  is  a  very  common  thing  to  meet  four  or 
Hve  Cejaa*  on  the  same  morning,  each  holding 
a  lady  and  gentleman  in  full  dress,  and  a  Utile 
wooden  tray  containing  a  dead  infant  gaily  attired 
in  flowers  and  coloured  ribbons.  These  Ce- 
Jm  drive  to  the  Monastery  ;  the  occupants  alight, 
remain  for  a  time  in  prayer  before  the  high 
altar,  and  then  quietly  taking  the  child  out  of  the 
tray,  they  lay  it  down  on  the  marble  pavement 
of  the  Chapel  wherever  they  please,  leaving 
money  beside  it  to  renumerate  the  monks  for 
the  trouble  of  its  burial ;  and  so  depart  without 
a  tear,  or  that  "  longing,  lingering  look"  which 
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Slight  create  for  after-yeftra  another,  later  me- 
mory of  the  early  lost!  And  yet  it  is,  I  was  told, 
terally  the  parents  who  thus  bear  the  children 
their  cold  resting-place  in  that  proud  pile. 
The  little  creatures  clad  in  their  revolting  finery, 
have  precisely  the  appearance  of  waxen  i 
and  a  friend  of  ours,  who  one  day  walked  into 
the  chapel,  and  saw  as  many  as  sis  of  these  poor 
little  beings  on  tlie  pavement,  actually  lifted  one 
look  at  if — he  said  afterwards  that  he  never 
rienced  so  sickly  a  sensation  as  he  did  when 
be  discovered  that  it  was  a  dead  child !  As  I 
knew  the  nature  of  tliese  gaudy  deposits,  I  never 
rentured  sufRciendy  near  to  them  to  inspect  the 
materials  of  their  ahowy  apparel ;  and  was  very 
much  surprized,  on  expostulating  with  a  Por- 
tnguese  lady  on  the  folly  of  burying  infants  in 
flieh  costly  clollies,  by  her  assuring  me  that  all 
Ais  finery  coat  no  more  than  six  Vintem,  seven- 
ice  hallpemiy,  and  was  invariably  purchased 
a  dep6t  for   such   articles,   as   it   made  the 


^iittle 

Hft»  lo 


I 


FIHST    IMFRESSIOICg. 


^ 


memno^    look   pretty !       Further    expostulation 
would  have  been  idle ! 

Tlie  Ta^3  by  moonlight  I  What  a  host  of 
memories  does  the  sentence  conjure  up  ! — We  had 
I  al  tlie  Opera ;  and  iui^tead  of  rattling  over 
iserably  paved  streets,  aud  arriving  at  Saint 
riOi  aching  heads  and  shattered  nerves ; 
we  embarked  at  Belem  steps  on  board  a  boat, 
and  slowly,  beautifully,  we  sailed  along  the  bright 
river;  watching  the  reflection  of  the  thousand 
lights  of  the  Lill-seated  city,  as  they  Hashed  upon 
the  ripple :  sometimes  the  boatmen  were  obliged 
to  use  their  oars;  and  then  they  sang,  as  they 
plied  them,  some  of  those  wild,  pci^uliar  airs 
which  are  so  dit&cult  of  acquirement  by  a  foreigner. 
And  we  often  caught  the  tinkle  of  a  guitar,  and 
the  sweet  sounds  of  eong ;  and  often  the  light 
laughter  of  a  glad  heart  swept  over  the  water, 
and  reached  us  in  the  moonlight.  This  wa? 
really  luxury !  The  sky  above  our  heads  was  like 
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asheet  of  turquoise,  studded  with  diamond-drops;  I 
the  waves  of  the  river  ran  sparkliug  and  shiver- 
ing along  like  liquid  silver— the  perfume  of  the   ; 
orange  and  citron  gjovea   came  like  a  clond  i 
we  passed  the  Quinta  gardens )  and  often,  very   ' 
often,  did  the  midnight  chant  of  the  nuns,  of  a 
convent  which  is  washed  by  the  river,  fall  like  a 
spell  npon  our  ears,  and  sober  for  a  brief  interval 
our  light  and  worldy  spirits ! 

Sometimes  we  passed  the    fishing-boats  with 
lights  bung  low  at  their  stem,  to  attract  the  fish  j 
which    leapt   unwarily  into  the    nets,   attracted  j 
and  dazzled  by  the  flame  of  the  torches — nothing  I 
could  he  more  picturesque ;  and  I  am  not  quits   ' 
inre  that  the  passage  to  and  from  Lisbon  wai 
not,   in  many  cases,  hy  far  the  most   agreeable 
portion  of  the  evening's  amusement.     I  rememl»er 
the  first  representation  of  Mercandante's  Opera 
of    "Claude  el  Elise" — I    mention    it,    simply 
because  it  is  impressed  upon  my  memorj-  by  a 
very  singular  and  melancholy  fact — at  the  close 
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of  tlie  Opera,  the  composer  was  loudly  called  for, 
Hiid  after  some  little  delay,  he  came  forward, 
leading  the  Prima  Donna  and  the  First  Tenor — 
the  one  with  eyes  like  a  gazel,  and  tones  like  a 
nightiii|i;ale — and  the  other  with  ancles  like  an 
ttlcphant,  and  a  voice  as  wiry  as  a  Portuguese 
Guitar.  Poor  Touheau !  we  never  saw  her  again : 
she  was  not  eighteen  years  of  age,  and  had  been 
Prima  Donna  at  Lisbon  for  two  seasons.  It 
was  her  last  appearance,  and  when  we  left  the 
country  she  was  in  a  confirmed  consumption. 
A  siiort  time  previously,  a  consultation  of  Phy- 
sicians had  been  held  on  the  case  of  this  interest- 
ing  woman ;  when  they  unanimously  agreed, 
that  in  the  event  of  her  persevering  in  her  great 
and  unceasing  exertions,  her  life  must  inevitably 
be  the  sacrifice  :  her  reply  to  the  comnninication 
was  at  once  touching  and  characteristic:  "  I  am 
devoted  to  my  profession," she  said  finnly;  "it  is 
my  existence — and  if  it  indeed  shorten  my  days. 
I  shall  at  least  die  in  long !"     On  that  evening 
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I  also  the  Premiere  Danseuse,  a  lovely  and  graceful 
Frenchwoman  whose  name  1  have  forgotten,  trod 
I  the  stage  for  the  last  time — she  died  about  a 
I  week  afterwardB. 

There  is  a  magnificent  monastery  midway 
I  between  Belem  and  Lisbon,  that  of  the  Santo 
\  Sacramento ;  the  brotherhood  are  Benedictines, 
I  ud  the  commimitj  is  sutEciently  wealtliy  to  be 
I  atill  very  influential  in  the  neighbourhood,  though 
I  h  Is  now  sbom  of  much  of  its  original  power.  In 
I  this  monastery  was  a  lay-brother  whose  history 
lis  so  singular  as  to  be  well  worthy  of  relation 

Thi»  Santo  Frade*  waa  the  elder,  indeed  I 
r&ink  I  am  correct  in  saying  the  o«/y,  son  of  a 
^  Tcry  powerful  Fidalgo — be  was  nevertheless,  (o 
the  words  of  my  informant,  "  -f-  muilo  mat- 
I  tado :"  a  very  faint  term  to  express  that  which 
I' he  really  was.  The  youthful  noble  commenced 
[  fcis  career  l<y  all  those  fatal  excesses  which  how- 
[  ever  di^raceful  to  the  individual,  are  not  the 
■  less  tolerated,  although  they  may  not  be  counte- 
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nnnced,  by  society — cards  and  dice,  and  every 
variety  of  dissipation,  were  the  business  of  his  life 
«ine  was  his  Lethe,  his  associates  were  worthy 
of  his  pursuits — his  life  was  one  continual,  one 
dis^sting,  orgie.  The  remonstranceB  of  his  father, 
and  the  tear^  of  liis  mother  alike  failed  to  re- 
claim him ;  and  after  having  been  more  than  once 
suiipccted  of  committing,  or  of  conniTing  at,  as- 
sassination, he  at  length,  in  a  momentof  uncalcu- 
latmg  intemperance  was  so  openly  guilty  of  the 
crime  of  blood,  that  even  in  a  country  where  the 
laxity  of  the  laws  is  subject  for  a  proverb — where 
justice  eo  unblushiiigly  gloves  its  iron  band 
when  it  is  compelled  to  grasp  a  noble  or  a  wealthy 
victim — even  in  Portugal  —  he  was  tried  and 
formally  condemned  to  lose  his  head  by  the 
axe. 

But  the  Lisbonese  have  an  old  saw  whicli 
says:  "vivaei  rei,  «  dacha  capa:"* — and  certain  it 
is  in  this  case,  that  with  whatsoever  the  cloak 
was  lined,  or  by  whomsoever  it  was  worn,  the 
king  did  live — for  the   fentcnce,  by  the   interest 

*  Lei  Ihe  kiiig  \vn,  uul  give  roe  ihe  cloak. 
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of  the  criminal's  arigtocratic  connections,  was  com- 
muted ;  and  in  lieu  of  Buffeiing  by  the  law  which 
has  required  "blood  for  blood,"  the  young  mar- 
quis, then  only  in  his  twenty-third  year,  took  the 
vows  in  the  Benedictine  luonastery  at  Alcantara 
—not  however  as  a  father,  but  as  a  mere  lay-brother 
of  the  order ;  whose  life  was  to  be  one  of  ceaseless 
vigil,  labour,  and  mortification.  It  will  readily 
be  believed  that  the  prodigal,  however  dearly  he 
might  value  his  poor  and  profitless  remain  of 
life,  could  not  coldly  contemplate  the  career  . 
Upon  which  he  was  about  to  enter ;  and  to  enter 
loo  as  a  pardoned  felon,  for  even  this  repelling 
tRylum  had  been  with  ditBculty  purchased  by 
tears,  and  prayers,  and  above  all,  by  gold.  The 
brand  was  on  him !  and  though  he  wore  the 
turoa*  he  stood  not  the  leas  Cain-like  and  dit- 
liuct  among  the  brethren.  He  bad  vowed  his 
Ufe  to  vigil,  to  labour,  and  to  mortification.  It 
now  remains  to  be  seen  how  he  preformed  his 
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VOW.     Fop  a  lime,  though  a  very  brief  one,  he 
secluded  himself  within  the  walls  of  his  moDns- 
tery — he  contented  himeelf  with  sleeping  through 
the  midnight  mass,  and  the  mid-day  devotions — 
for  a  time  haughtily  and  scornfully  he  obeyed  the 
bidding  of  the  Abbade*— and  bent  the  knee,  if 
not  the  spirit,  in  penance; — but  at   length  the 
serpent  uncoiled  itself  once  more  within  liim — 
he  spumed  all  rule,  he  mocked  at  all  controul, 
and  in  despair  of  ever  rendering  tlie  reclaimed 
murderer  worthy  of  canonization, — overborne  by 

his  indomitable  spirit,  the  ease-loving  Abbot  de- 
termined partially  to  rid  the  brotherhood  of  his 
reWIlious  and  scandalizing  com  pans  ion  ship,  by 
deputing  him   agent  to  Our  Latlj/  vf  the  Seven 
Agonies,  whose  well-frequented  and  well-dowried 
sbriue  formed  a  conspicuous  object  in  the  chapel 
of  rbe  monastcrj-.     This  duty  consisted  of  wan- 
dering from  sun-rise   to  sunset,  from  street  to      ,. 
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street,  and  from  house   to  house,  with  a   8mall| 
image    of   the    Virgin  enclosed  within   a   glas 
case,  which  every  pious  Catholic  was  at  liberty   ' 
to  press  to  his  lips,  on  presenting  some  piece  of   | 
coin,  however  small  its  value,  to  the  friar  who 
carried  it.     For  a  short  time,  the  portly  Abbot 
had  every  reason  to  congratulate  himself  on  this 
arrangement;  his  avarice,  as  well  as  his   indo-  | 
lence,  profited   by  these  pious  peregrinations  of  j 
the  worthy  lay  -  brother  :  never  had  Oup  Lady 
of  the  Seven  Agonies  been  more  popular  among   ^ 
the  devout!  And  although  her  agent  occasionally, 
mid  not  unfrequently,  gave  unequivocal  proofs  in 
what  utter  contempt  he  held  the  law  of  Maho- 
met, which  forbids  the  use  of  wine  to  his  fol- 
lowers, the  goodly  abbot  turned  his  eyes  away, 
and  thought  only,  pious  man !  of  the  interests  of 
'    Xotta  Seiihora  dos  Dolos.    Nevertheless,  the  rid- 
I  die  was  easily  read  ;    the  young  noble  collected 
coin  enough  among  any  half  dozen  of  his  con- 
nections to  satisfy  the  Sacrista6*  that  Our  l.ady 


had  made  a  profitable  day's  journey — the  re- 
maining hours  were  spent  at  table,  and  in  the 
eujoTnient  of  all  the  anholy  purBuits  to  which  he 
had  been  long  habituated.  But  at  length 
change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  hia  dream. 
Sossa  Senhora  suddenly  ceased  to  be  proej 
oils  :  for  awhile  she  returned  to  her  niche  in  the 
chapel  with  a  few  of  the  paltry  copper  coins 
which  had  been  presented  to  her  by  the  poorest 
of  the  population  ;  but  at  leugth  even  these  were 
wanting — she  came  beck  as  pennilesa  as  she 
went.  The  Abbot  crossed  himself,  and  shook  his 
head — the  Sacristan  openly  munnured  :  bat  the 
fttct  remained  unaltered.  The  approach  to  the 
(•htt|iel  of  the  monastery  of  which  I  am  now 
K])eaking,  is  peculiarly  line;  it  consists  of  three 
disUncl  flights  of  steps,  cut  in  unpolished  marble, 
each  flight  terminated  by  a  platfonn.  The  Sa- 
eriatan  was  a  suspicious  man — he  should  have 
been  in  the  refectory  witli  the  brethren  at  the 
accustomed  hour  of  Our  Lady's  return  ;  but  one 
iii(;lit  he  lingered.      His  vigilance   did   not   go 
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unrewarded ;  booh  came  the  cowled 
who,  without  a  moment's  hesitation,  seated  Iiim- 
self  upon  the  centre  platform  of  the  chspel 
Bteps;  bis  next  proceeding  was  to  withdraw 
Kossa  Senhora  from  her  case,  and  to  place  her 
opposite  to  him ;  and  this  done,  he  drew  from 
his  frock  of  coarse  sei^e,  a  pack  of  well- 
"ds.  The  next  ceremony  was  to  empty 
■-^•g  of  a  goodly  collection  of  coins,  of  ditfer- 
eat  descriptions,  which  he  arranged  at  an  equal 
distance  between  bis  holy  antagonist  and  him- 
•elf;  and  he  then  proceeded  deliberately  to 
I  ihuffle,  cut,  and  divide  the  pack  into  two  equal 
I  pftrtB. 

The  Sacristan  rubbed  his  eyes  to  be  cei-tain 
that  he  did  not  dream.  Our  Lady  of  the  Seven 
'  Agonies  at  cards  with  a  lay-brolher  of  the  Be- 
[  oedictines  !  He  could  not,  he  dared  not  trust  to 
.  his  own  powers  of  vision ;  so  he  whispered  a 
I  nmunons  to  the  Abbot  and  some  few  individuals 
L  of  the  community,  which  they  obeyed  in  silence, 
1  on  tiptoe :  but,  alas  1  for  the  chapel  shiiue — 
c2 
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AoMfl  Senkora  had  lost  every  vtntem,*  by  the 
time   that   they  stood  with   raised    eye-lids   and 
dilated  eyes,  gazing  on  the  unwonted  and  unwel- 
come sight.— Every  vintem  !   the  Abbot  crossed 
himself   again,   and   the    Sacristan    groaned   a- 
loud. 

The  lay-brother,  when   put   on   his  defence, 
vowed   that,    like    St.  Anthony,   he    had    been 
IciniJted ;  though  not  like  that  holy  saint,  by  a 
devil.     IVosso  Senhvra  would  gamble  each  night 
with  the  money  which  she  had  collected  during 
the  day — he  had  exiKistulated  with  her— he  hod 

holy  Benedictines  to   decorate   her   shrine — she 
hiid  persisted — he  had  urged  that  it  was  the  hour 
(ii-duined  for  tJieir  entrance  into  the  chapel — e)ie 
hnd  but  become  more  resolute— in  fine,  be  wore 
n  cowl  and  a  cassock  ;  and  he  had  not  dared  to 
contradict  the  will  of  Our  Lady.     She  was  a  bad 
player;  knewnolhingof  thegame;  and  thus  night 
after  night  he   had  won  from  her,  even  to  her 

•One  jwnny  lartJiirg,  Fngliih  currency.              ^^H 
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last  fttrthing !     "  Eu  na6  ereio  isto ! "  *  cried  the   ' 
Abbot,  thrown  o£f  his  guard  hy  the  unblushing 
declaratioii. 

"\rtda,'  nada!"-f  growled  the  Sacristan,  as 
he  looked  piteously  towards  the  defrauded 
shrine. 

"  Is  not  Our  Lady  a  free  agent?"  demanded 
the  undaunted  lay-brother :  "  is  there  one  among 
us  who  will  dare  to  say  that  she  may  not  follow 
ber  own  pleasure  in  all  things!  Only  tell  me 
that  it  is  not  so,  and  I  will  at  once  declare  that  1  | 
have  uttered  an  untruth." 

The  community  stood  aghast !  Could  they  ' 
deny  the  divinity  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Seven  Ago-  ■ 
nieet  Coidd  they  gainsay  the  possibility  of  ' 
miracles  ?  The  Abbot  slowly  gathered  his  robea 
about  him,  and  led  the  way  back  to  the  re-  , 
feelory. 

Tbe  next  day  there  was  a  solemn  high  mass   i 
in  the  chapel  of  the  Benedictines  of  Alcantara, 
in  honor  of  Our   Lady  of  the  Seven  Agonies ;   , 

"  I  doBi  belieTG  ii.  t  '*'>>  "<>■ 
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and  the  voice  of  fnjer  and  praise  yne  beard 
amid  the  breathings  of  incense,  and  the  flashings 
of  waxen  tapers,  upon  gilded  shrines  and  jewelled 
altars :  and  when  the  service  was  concluded,  and 
all  strangers  had  departed  from  among  the 
brotherhood,  the  Abbot  gave  to  them  Ihe  comfort- 
able assurance  that  Nossa  Senhora  dot  Doha  had 
confided  to  him,  at  the  altar,  her  firm  resolution 
never  again  to  divert  any,  even  the  moit  tnfiing 
portion,  of  the  money  offered  to  her  by  the  pious, 
from  its  legitimate  purpose ;  and  that  she  had 
moreover  commanded  him  to  appoint  another  of 
the  order  to  bear  her  image.  The  brother- 
hood crossed  tlteir  breasts,  and  bent  their  heads 
in  reverence,  as  tJicy  listened  to  this  new  mar- 
vel ;  and  none  bowed  lower  than  the  Sacristan, 
or  signed  the  holy  symbol  with  more  edifying 
zeal.  The  deposed  lay-brother  glanced  at  his 
Superior,  and  smiled,  but  he  could  not  catch  bis 
eye.  Two  miracles  within  a  week  ! — He  was  in- 
clined to  be  somewhat  sceptical,  hut  "he  made 
no   sijni,"   and     thenceforth    Our   Lady   of 
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\  Seven  Agonies  was  consigned  to  less  ensanguined 
\  iuuids. 

The  miscreaat  of  whom  I  have  related  lliis 
i  anecdote  still  lives,  and  is  an  embodyment  or 
l>  profligacy  and  disorder :  time  has  now  touched 
r  bis  hair  slightly  with  grey,  and  his  cheeks  are 
I  fiirrowed  by  intemperate  vigils :  but  his  frock  of 
I  aerge  is  his  protection ;  and  he,  at  least,  hn? 
I  fonod  the  church  to  be  no  stepdame  !  * 

1  never  shall  forget  the  landing  of  Dom 
I  Miguel  in  his  bom  Cidade  de  Lisboaf — what  a 
laoene  it  was!  such  speculations  for  days  before 
f  Ik  arrired  !     Would  he  land  at  Belem  ?  or    at 

[  am  aware  that  an  anecdote,  somenbatsioiilaT  to  the  oiu-. 
which  I  have  jiut  related,  U  told  of  a  soldier  of  the  Imperial 
Army ;  wbo  Ja  said  to  have  protested  that  Our  lady  presented 
to  him,  while  he  was  paying  his  devotions  at  her  shrine,  the 
dnmood  necklace  which  she  wore  upon  her  neck  ;  whether 
ihi;  coilly  idea  ever  really  grew  in  the  brain  of  the  "  brave  " 
of  whom  it  is  recorded,  or  whether  the  whole  tale  was  the  in- 
vention of  a  sportive,  sceptical,  and  sarcastic  tiuicy,  I  know 
niit :  It  is  sufhcieut  for  me  to  aiGrm  the  pcrfea  veracity  of 
that  which  I  have  myself  told. 

f  Good  city  of  Lisbon. 


Lisbon?  Would  he  uphold  the  constitution,  or 
overthrow  it?  Nobres  and  I'idalgos*  looked  Qenx 
or  frightened,  according  to  their  politics,  and 
their  reminiscences  of  his  Rojal  Highness  before 
he  left  the  country :  and  they  goesipped,  and 
gesticulated,  and  prophecied,  until  Belem  resem- 
bled a  hire  of  bees  which  had  been  disturbed. 
'^Aguia!"f  cried    a   Miguelite   at  your  deift«r 


;  eyes. 


elbow,  with  a  flushed  brow,  and  Hashin 
"Abutre.'"X  murmured  a  Constitutionalist,  on 
your  sinister  side,  with  hands  and  teeth  forcibly 
clenched  —  tbe  women  looked  excited  and  co- 
quettish :  the  men  anxious,  and  uncomfortable : 
and  on  the  surface  of  the  thousand  feelings 
which  agitated  the  population  of  Lisbon,  it  was 
curious  to  remark  the  universal  attempt  at  ease 
aud  self-possession  assumed  by  every  individual 
whom  you  encountered.  Some  smiled,  others 
laughed  outright,  and  the  excitement  went  for 
something  with  all :  but  1  shall  always  be  per:  _ 
Buaded,  that  with  the  exception  of  Miguel's  o 


•  Nobles  and  gentlemen. 
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creatures,  who  depended  on  him  for  advance- 
ment, and  io  many  cases,  almost  for  existence, 
and  whose  lip-deep  prayers  were  no  benizen,  it 
may  be  truly  said  that  no  man  cried  "  God  ble&s 

One  little  groupe  passed  through  Belem,  and 
took  refuge  on  board  an  English  transport  on  the 
.rery  day  when  the  intelligence  arrived  that  Doni 
Miguel  was  on  his  way  Io  Portugal.  It  consisted 
of  a  Vinhateiro,"  his  very  handsome  wife,  and 
two  lovely  children.  The  man  was  a  fine,  well- 
knit,  hardy  peasant,  but  there  was  a  scowl  on  his 
brow,  and  a  glitter  in  his  eye,  which  it  was  fearful 
to  look  upon ;  there  was  no  suppressed  passiou 
I  on  the  pale  brow  of  the  wife,  but  there  was  deep, 

p  sorrow,  as  though  she  had  been  smitten  by 
a  grief  which  she  had  not  yet  conquered ;  the 
children  were  black-eyed,  laughing  fairies,  whose 
eager    gaze    turned,    wild   and    wondering,  on 

novel  objects  which  surrounded  them  as  they 
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passed  on,  clinging  to  the  gannenta  of  tfieif 
mother.  My  curioeity  was  strongly  excited — 
I  soon  leamt  their  story.  They  had  Ijeen  mar- 
ried about  three  months  whea  the  Vitikateira 
jeft  his  home  as  usual  for  the  lineyard  where  he 
was  employed  ;  and  his  yoimg  and  lovely  wife,  a 
^irl  of  sixteen  years  of  age,  and  beautiful  as  ft 
houri.  was  gaily  singing  as  she  prepared  the 
evening  meal;  glancing  at  intervals  from  the 
narrow  casement  to  watch  for  the  return  of  her 
husband ;  when  a  young  sportsman  entered  the 
cottage,  and  requested  a  cup  of  wine :  thi 
tager  hastened  to  bring  the  welcome  draught 
6he  had  the  cheek  of  a  Hebe  and  the  arm  of 
Ganymede,  and  the  youth  forgot  his  thirst  as 
gaeed  upon  her :  he  was  a  mere  stripling ; 
deep  and  satiated  passion  had  leti  their  imprint 
npon  his  countenance,  and  the  Vinhateira  shrank 
abashed  from  his  bold  sture,  and  the  fearleia 
effrontery  of  his  smiles — his  tale  was  soon  told— • 
he  increased  in  insolence  as  he  extended  hu 
stay,  but  the  pretiy  peasant  was  a 


cot-     

:ht.J 

1 


FIBST   lUPRBSSIOKH. 

she  was  atti-active;  and  he  finally  left  her,  j 
breathing  vows  of  vengeance.  On  the  return  of  | 
her  husband,  she  told  him  all  that  had  occurred; 
and  for  seremi  daye  the  man  did  not  leave  his 
home,  wuting  to  receive  the  bold  youth  on  his 
Second  vi^t :  as  he  did  not  appear,  the  yotmg 
couple  came  at  last  to  a  conclusion  that  he  was 
a  stranger  who  had  only  resided  temporarily  in 
Llslwn,  and  that  he  had  proljably  returned  to  fiis 
province.  They  were  deceived :  the  Vinkatfiro 
returned  his  avocations,  and  once  more  the 
nranger,  aa  if  apprised  of  the  circumstance,  made 
liis  appearance  at  the  cottage,  to  the  dismay  of 
the  wife.  He  tried  Sattery,  but  she  was  deaf  tu 
hia  compliments ;  a  kind  word  from  her  has- 
band  oatralued  them  all — Ue  proffered  bribes — 
extravagant  ones — so  extravagant,  that  the  woman 
smiled  even  amid  her  fear,  at  what  she  believed 
to  be  ao  impossible  to  him — he  broke  forth  into 
threats,  but  she  langhed  at  him  for  a  ptmy  boy 
whom   her  strong-limbed  husband    could  grind 
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source  left — violence — and  maddened  as  1 
alike  hy  her  beauty  and  by  ber  contempt,  he  did 
not  hesitate  to  have  recourse  to  it,  vile  expedient 
as  it  was — but  the  heart-wrang  ehriek  of  his 
young  wife  met  the  ear  of  the  Vinhateiro,  and  her 
insolent  visitor  did  not  escape  him  without  a  clias- 
tisement  which  threatened  to  dislocate  every  limb 
— in  vain  did  the  writhing  victim  stniggle  in  his 
grasp;  in  vain  did  he  in  his  coward -fear  betray 
himself  by  exclaim'mg  "  Olha  tnarolo!*  estou 
Dom  Miguel!" — the  enraged  vine-dresser  either 
did  not  believe,  or  did  not  care ;  and  only  rephed 
by  a  grim  smile,  aa  he  remarked  to  his  trembling 
wife  "Olfia  que  velhacu  he  es(e.'+  he  has  the  as- 
surance to  call  himself  His  Highness  Dom  Mi- 
guel !  "  down  fell  another  shower  of  blows  from 
the  heavy  paw  — (a  long  pole  used  by  the  peasantry 
in  leaping,  as  a  goad,  kc.)  "  This  is  to  teach  you, 
(nbarde !  *  to  shelter  yourself  under  the  august 
name  of  the  excellent  sonofDomJohn  of  Portugal." 


•  Vou  rogue  1  I  am  Dom  Miguel. 
t  Do  1)UI  behold  the  meal ! 
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At  length  the  exasperated  hughand  suffered 
j  the  stranger  to  depart,  which  he  did  in  very  soiTy 
I  guise ;  for  his  gay  jacket  and  sasli  had  been  fear- 
fully demolished  by  the  wife,  and  Ills  subsequent 
treatment  by  the  Vinhatelro  himself  had  by  no 
I  tneane  improved  either  his  appearance  or  his 
I  flensations. 

The  next  day  Lisbon  rung  with  the  account  of 
in  attack  which  had  been  made  upon  His  Royal 
Highness  Dom  Miguel,  by  the  Banditti,  when 
after  haring  defended  himself  most  gallantly 
against  a  host,  he  had  slain  and  wounded  heaven 
knows  how  many!  and  was  now  sufiering  from 
the  effects  of  his  brave  resistance.  Bulletins  v 
bsaed  for  several  days — the  Palace  was  besieged 
by  the  carriages  of  the  Fida/gos,  and  masses  were 
offered  up  in  the  churches  for  his  speedy  r 
yerj. 

The  Vinhateiru  understood  it  all  ;  and  he 
knew  that  Portugal  was  no  longer  a  home  for 
him,  while  so  relentless  a  spirit  as  that  of  Dom 
Miguel    breathed  the  same    air.      He  prepared 
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with  &  heavy  heart  to  quit  his  birth-place;  I 
was  not  to  be ;  within  a  we«k,  His  Highni 
on  board  the  Windsor  Castle. 

Dom  Miguel  was  now  said  to  be  returning  to 
Lisbon ;  and  the  little  family,  the  very  day  on 
which  I  heard  the  story,  hade  adieu,  with  tears  and 
lamentations,  to  their  native  country,  and  embark- 
ed, as  I  before  stated,  in  an  English  Transpc 
to  seek  a  new  home  among  strangers. 

The   actual  landing   of  His  Royal    Higbnefl 
was  as  pretty  a  farce  as  ever  was  enacted  !    Firs 
he  would    disembark  at    Beleni  Stairs — then  i 
the    Arsenal    at  Lisbon- — then  at   Fort  St.  Juliei 
-  tlic  fact  being  simply  that,   quite    conscious  ( 
the  fceUng  which  existed  towards  him  tliroughouta 
the  Capital,  he  was,  through  fear,  anxious  to  ke« 
his  "loving  subjects"  in  ignorance  of  his  actu 
intentions  as  long  as  possible  ;  in  order  that  ihq 
might  be  in  some  degree  dispersed  by  folIowiDgS 
their  own  ideas  as  to  the  expediency  and  prohaU-'l 
lity  of  tliese  three  several  points  of  disembarkation  1 
being  ultimately  decided  upon.     Tlie  scheme  i 
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some  slight  measure  answered  the  purpose ;  unJ 
tneonnbtle,  we,  who  ae  foreigners,  merely  looked 
on  for  amusement,  caring  little  by  whom  the 
strings  of  the  poppets  were  pulled,  kept  our 
horses  ready  saddled  to  gallop  off  to  Lisbon, 
should  Miguel  actually  disembark  at  the  Arsenal; 
and  meauwhile  we  loitered  about  the  square, 
highly  diverted  by  the  multitudinous  and  contra- 
dictory reports  which  were  everj'  five  minuter 
brought  by  the  boatmen  who  had  flocked  towards 
the  frigates  as  soon  as  they  had  crossed  the  Bar. 
At  length  the  bark  which  bore  "  Caesar  and  his 
fortunes"  dropped  anchor  opposite  Belem  Steps, 
and  instantly  a  Brigade  of  Portuguese  Artillery 
which  was  stationed  on  either  side  the  landing- 
place,  fired  a  royal  salute,  which  was  echoed 
and  re-echoed  from  the  opposite  shores  of  the 
Aiemlajo,  and  was  the  only  sublime  portion  of 
the  whole  ceremony. 

The  English  soldiers  had  received  orders  to 
keep  in  their  quarters ;  and  in  the  Square  of  the 
cavalry  barrack,  which  is  skirted   by  the  higli- 
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road  to  the  Adjuda  Palace,  the  whole  P 
drawn  up  to  salute  Dom  Miguel  as  he  passed. 

The  anchor  had  not  been  dropped  ten  minutes, 
when  one  of  the  state  carriages  came  rattling 
along  the  Calfada,*  followed  hy  half  a  dozen 
Cgas :  the  carriage,  which  was  drawn  by  four 
black  Andalusian  horses,  contained  the  Infanta 
Regent,  bearing  tlie  Sceptre ;  and  looking  as  pale, 
and  trembling  as  Tiolently,  as  though  she  were 
on  her  way  to  the  scaSbld,  instead  of  being  about 
to  welcome  a.  brother,  and  to  resign  into  his  hands 
an  authority  of  which  she  bad  long  been  weary. 
Beside  her  sat  her  sister,  a  second  embodj-ment 
of  silent  terror ;  and  one  of  the  ladies  of  tlie  court 
was  their  vis-a-vis.  1  should  have  mentioneil 
that  the  old  Queen,  the  widow  of  Dom  John,  had 
continued  in  honorable  custody  at  tlie  Palace  of 
Quelaz  from  the  period  of  Miguel's  compulsatory 
embarkatiou  on  boai-d  the  Windsor  Castle ; 
liaving  been  implicated,  as  well  as  her  hopeful 
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BOB,  in  the  conspiracy  for   poisoning  the  King, 
her  husband  [  immediately  however  that  she  waB   I 
satisfied  of  the  speedy  arrival  of  the  Infante  she 
broke  her  parole,  and   to  the  great   dismay   of 
the   Princesses,    her   daughters,  arrived    at  the 
Adjuda  Palace  in  her  travelling  carriage ;  where 
she  instantly  installed  herself  in  what  had   for- 
merly  been  her  own  suite  of  apartments.      All   i 
expostulations   on  the  part  of  the   Regent  wers  ,  ] 
diwegarded ;    Her  Majesty,  in  the  plenitude  of  I 
her  new  hopes,  turned  a  deaf  ear  to  her  royal 
daughter's  entreaties,  and  fairly  laughed  outright   i 
at  her  threats ;  her  personal  lu^age  lumbered,   i 
with  a  disorder  which  bore  all  the  appearance  of 
design,  the  state  entrance  of  the  Palace  ;  and  her 
own  creatures  prowled  like  jackalls  throughout 
its  Yidnity — the  confusion  among  the  household 
was  extreme :  the  consternation  of  the  Princesses 
excessive;   it  had  been  their  policy  to  gain  the 
ear  of  their  wayward  brother   before ;  from  her 
superior  tact  and  ruthlessness,  their  mother  could 
Bway  his  weaker  mind  by  her  counsels ;  but  her 
sudden  and  unexpected  arrival  overthrew  all  their 
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hopes ;  and  it  was  with  tenfold  dismay  tlmt  they 
learnt  from  lier  chamberlain,  on  the  announce- 
ment that  the  frigate  which  had  his  Highness  on 
board,  had  anchored  at  Belem  stairs,    that  h«rl 
Majesty  would  receive  her  son  in  the  Botanical  1 
Palace,  whither  she  instantly  repaired;    leaving  i 
the  Princesses  to  meet  him  as  they  might. 

When  the  state  carriage,  which  contained  the  \ 
Regent  and  her  sister,  arrived  at  Belem  eturs,  - 
Princesses  immediately  embarked  on  board  i 
royal  barge,  and  rowed  for  the  frigate,  llieri 
was  nut  a  cheer — not  a  sound  of  welcome  ;  a  loir 
murmur,  the  wordless  whispering  of  an  excite 
mob  alone  met  the  ear,  and  the  quick  stro 
of  the  oarsmen,  as  the  light  boat  bounded  swifl 
over  the  still  river,  might  l»e  distinctly  faeard,1 
even  though  we  stood  among  a  dense  crowd.  Tha  | 
Princesses  boarded  the  frigate,  and  in  a  com- 
paratively short  space  of  time  the  barge  returned, 
the  party  being  increased  by  his  Highness  Dom 
Miguel,  who  looked  as  pale,  and  quite  as  much 
frightened  aa  the  Infantas,  Great  pains  were 
taken  by  ibe   military,   and   the  othcers  of  1 
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Palace,  to  induce  the  crowd  to  vociferate  "  Viva 
Dom  Miguel"  tut  their  success  was  very  in- 
difierent :  the  more  ragged  the  individuals,  tlie 
louder  they  shouted,  for  they  were  paid  for  their 
pains;  but  the  unore  respectable  portion  of  the 
people  contented  themselves  with  simply  lifKng 
their  bats,  and  moving  their  lips, nitliout  uttering 
a  sound. 

While  Miguel  and  his  suite  were  thus  disem- 
barking, our  party  hastened  up  the  Calfada 
^Adjuda  to  the  Pombal  Palace,  from  the  terrace 
of  which  we  were  sure  of  an  uninternipted  view  of 
tbe  procession.  I  may  as  well  remark  here  en 
foisanl,  that  this  miniature  barrack,  for  I  know 
not  to  what  I  can  more  aptly  compare  the  build- 
ing dignified  by  the  high  sounding  title  of  the 
Pombal  Palace,  was  built  for,  and  occupied, 
durii^  a  considerable  time,  by  a  mistress  of  that 
celebrated  man,  under  the  very  eyes  of  the  court ; 
the  gardens  attached  to  the  house  were  pleasant 
rather  than  extensive,  but  completely  overlooked 
^  the  windows  of  the  Adjuda. 
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Truly  this  royal  cortege  was 
illustration  of  "  confusion  worse  confounded !' 
The  rabble,  who  formed  about  four-fifths  of  the 
visible  population  were  mixed  up  pelt  melt  with 
the  body-guard — horsemen  galloped  to  and 
forcing  their  way  to  the  very  windows  of  thft] 
state  coach.  A  few  well-dressed  men  preceded' 
Dom  Miguel,  waving  white  handkerchiefs 
looking  precisely  like  what  they  were,  poUtiet 
claqueurs,  for  their  exertions  seemed,  from 
rueful  and  anxious  countenances,  to  he  any  thing 
but  a  "labour  of  love!"  Miguel  had  evidently 
y;iven  orders  that  as  little  time  as  possible  should 
be  consumed  on  the  road  to  the  palace,  for 
carri^es  proceeded  at  any  thing  but  a  state  paco. 
As  tlie  coach  passetl  the  terrace  on  which  we  were 
standing,  the  Infanta  made  some  remark  to  her 
royal  brother,  who  was  seated  beside  her,  bearing 
the  sceptre  which  she  had  resigned,  and  he  im- 
mediately gave  us  a  very  gracious  smile,  as  he 
bowed  to  our  party  ;  but  the  smile  soon  vanished  ; 

vaa  his  appeamnce  at  a'"  ' 
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diietab«rk.fttion,  tlie  mob  having  presecd  eo  rougti- 

Ij  on  him  as  to  disorder  his  dress  very  consider- 

•hly :  indeed,  we  otlerwards  found,  thai  be  had  lost 

one  of  the  ekirts  of  hia  uniform  coat,  which,  oa 

getting  into  the  c«ach,  he  had  left  in  ihe  grasp 

of  the  rabble.     About  thirty  red  and  yellow  Ct- 

j^u  followed  the  state  coach,  containing  officers  of 

the  court,  and  individuals  of  Dom  Miguel's  suite; 

and  the  bcautifid  black  horse  which  was  presented 

br  his  Majesly  Geon;e  the  Fourth,  to  the  hifanlr^ 

\  during  his  sojourn  in  England,  was  led  splendidly 

caparisoned,   its   velvet   housing    richly  embroi- 

deru-d  with  the  amis  of  Braganza  in  gold,  by  two 

cms  in  state  liveries ;  in  shoil,  the  whole  atTair 

.  wa*  a  pntchwork  pageant — the  diamonds  of  the 

Pruiceeaes,  and  the  goi^eous  gilding  of  the  vehicle 

.  in  which  they  sat,   blending  hut  hadly  with  the 

r  disorder,  squalour,  and  confusion,  by  which  they 

■  were  surrounded.     On  arriving  at  the  Adjudu, 

I  M^el  suffered  hie  sisters  to  alight  ;  and  at  once, 

to  their  dismay,  ordered  the  carriage  to  the  Iwtan- 

icml  (wlacc,   where  he  continued  closeted  with  the 
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Queen,  &r  into  the  night.      Oa  leaving  her  Ma- 
jesty, he  went  to  the  apartment  of  his  Aya,*  to 
whom  he  had  always  been  much  attached ;  be 
found   ber  busied  in  dtewing   a  chicken  in   an 
earthen  panel/a,f  which  he  immediately  appro- 
priated to  his  own  use ;  nor  did  be  partake  of  any  I 
food  save  what  waa  prepared  by  this  woman,  what  J 
is  devoted  to  him,  until  his  own  domestics  i 
landed.     So  great  was  the  fear  which  he  enteral 
tamed  of  poison,  that  he  always  caused  the  v 
that  was  served  to  him  to  be  tasted  by  one  or  moi 
persons  before  he  would  put  it   to  his  lips.      His  | 
detestation  of  the  English  was  excessive :  and  I 
had  been  in  Lisbon  but  a  few  days  when  be  told 
bis  Ai/a,  that  there  was  only  one  thing  worth 
mention  in  England,  and  that  was,  proh  pudor!— 
tlio  gin !     I  never  heard  if  he  converted  her  to  hit'] 
creed ;  but  it  is  certain  that  it  was  in  his  power 
to  do  so ;  as  tliat  article  formed  no  insignificant 
item  in  bis  list  of  importations;  a  fact  of  which 
he  daily  afforded  manifestation  in  his  own  royal  . 
person. 

•  NniM.  t  Pipkin. 
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A  LEGEND  OF  ST.  JERONYMO. 

Mart  years  before  1  ever  expected  to  visit  Por- 
tugal, my  cariosity  was  considerably  excited  by 
the  description  of  a  monk  of  the  splendid  monas- 
tery of  Saint  Jeronymo,  at  Belem.  This  monk 
was  said,  by  those  who  remembered  him  at  the 
time   of  the  Peninsular   war,   to   have  been  as 

iScent  a  man  as  can  well  be  imagined  ; 
of  my  infonimnts, — the  nearest  and  the 

il  to  me  of  all  the  narrators, — had  describtd 
to  me  so  perfectly  the  appearance  of  the  band- 
some  friar,  thai  I  am  sure  1  should  have  recog- 
nised him  on  a  thronged  highway ;  but  she  had 
also,  with   true  feminine  quick-eightednesa,  dift- 
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CQvered  more  than  mere  pereonal  beauty  in  the 
nioak ;  ehe  always  aven'ed  that  his  history,  were 
it  known,  would  be  no  common  one — and  she 
was  right. 

He  was  described  to  me  as  a  man  of  about 
eighl-and-twenty  years  of  age,  with  lai^,  dark, 
melancholy  eyes,  almost  veiled  by  tlieir  long 
silken  lashes;  coal-black  hair,  clustering  richly 
in  heavy  curls  rotmd  bis  high  pale  forehead,  in 
striking  contrast  to  the  shaven  crown  and  pntlid 
brow  ;  his  muscular  and  finely-turned  throat  fully 
developed  by  the  falling  back  of  the  ample  mo- 
nastic robe,  whose  dense  and  graceful  folds  himg 
about  him  like  those  which  drape  an  antique 
statue ;  while  the  commanding  step,  and  the  com- 
jiosed  and  almost  haughty  consciousness  of  look 
and  gesture  with  which  he  paced  to  and  fro  the 
terraced  length  of  (he  monaster}',  made  him  ap- 
pear, as  he  fell  into  the  deep  shadow  cast  by 
the  projections  of  the  building,  and  then  again 
emerged  at  intervals  into  the  broad  light,  the 
very  personiScatlon  of  the  monk  in  which  romance 
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'  delights.  So  general  vas  the  impres&ion  pro- 
doeed  17  his  peculi&r  and  striking  appearance 
that  be  was  commonly  known  among  the  British 
officers  at  Belem  by  the  soubriquet  of  "  AnibroBio." 
I  bad  been  but  a  short  time  in  Lisbon  before 
I  became  anxious  to  obtain  a  sight  of  this  far- 
fomed  religieux :  I  did  not,  of  course,  expect  to 
see  many  remains  of  the  extreme  personal  beauty 
for  which  be  had  once  been  60  conspicuous ;  for 
I  remembered  amid  all  my  curiosity,  that  seven- 
teen years  had  elapsed  since  those  who  sketched 

1  bis  portrait  for  me  had  looked  on  the  original ; 

I  and  that  those  seventeen  years  had  been  passed 
fa  a  Portuguese  Cloister;  nevertheless,  I  felt  that 
even  the  very  wreck  of  an  individual  about  whom 
T  bed  heard  so  much,  would  possess  an  interest, 
and  I  resolved  if  possible  to  obtain  a  sight  of  bim. 
For  some  time  I  could  not  make  the  good-hu- 
moured, well-fed,  laughter-loving  old  monk,  to 
whom  I  effected  an  introduction  on  a  fine  after- 
noon, as  he  was  sunning  himself  upon  one  of  the 
commodious  stone  benches  which  are  scattered 
TOL.I  D 
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Bt  interrals  along  the  fafade  of  the  monastery 
comprehend  the  identity  of  the  individual  about 
whom  I  was  making  so  many  aud  euch  earnest 
enquiries ;  I  knew  him  only  by  his  toubriquet  of 
Ambrosio ;  and  this,  I  was  aware,  would  avail 
me  nothing  with  one  of  the  brotherhood.  Almost 
in  despair  of  accomplishing  my  purpose,  I  de- 
scribed him  again  and  again  to  Padre  Antonio, 
who  every  6ve  seconds  broke  in  upon  my  oratoij 
by  a  cheerful  "  Viva !"  to  some  passing  peai 
or  a  more  sustained  salutation  to  a  sauntei 
acquaintance ;  hut  at  length,  afler  an  unusually 
long  interval  of  attention,  he  interrupted  me  with 
an  energetic,  "  Ha'.*  sim,  sim,  miiiha  senhora :  U 
padre  Jose,  il  padre  Jose — hUende  muilo  bent — " 
then  suddenly  dropping  his  voice,  he  added  more 
gravely,  as  he  signed  the  cross  upon  his  breast, 
"liar  nior(e/+  star  morte!  requiacal  in  pace." 
And  this  was  all ;  for  although  In  the  excess 
of  my  curiosity,  I  overwhelmed  him  witli  ques- 

*  Vcs,  yes,  my  lady — Father  Joseph — Father  Ju^ph — I 
undentand  perfoolljr.  f  Dead  I  Oaad  I 


isuri^H 


TBB    BROTHEBS. 


I  lions,  the  portly  monk  did  not  appear  lo  com- 
I  prehend  tbe  utility  of  talking  alx)ut  a  man  who 
8  gathered  to  his  fathera,  while  we  might  dis- 
I  course  of  the  living,  speculate  on  the  times,  and 
I  exchange  a  few  words  with  every  passer-by. 

He  was  ti  fine  specimeii  of  animal  beauty,  that 

I  old   monk,  with  bis   straight  nose,  liis  flashing 

r  black  eyes,  and  his  finely-cut  mouth  ;  high  living 

I  and  deep  lihatione  had,  it  must  be  confessed,  worn 

I  away  the  finer  tints  of  the  picture,  and  you  saw 

tX  a  glance  that  it  was  mere  animal  beauty  with 

which   intellect  bad  nothing  to  do — matter,  not 

I  nund.     The  Padre  Antonio  was,  in  truth,  a  mere 

I  ntonk ;  he  opened  no  book  save  his  breviary — he 

I  ^teculated  u[ioa   nothing  beyond  his  ease — and 

I  divided  all  his  energies  between  the  chapel  and 

L  the   refectory ;    it   is  said   that  some   men  were 

I -expressly  created  to  fill  certain  situations;  if  the 

I  -theory  be  a  correct  one,  then  was  Father  Anto- 

nio  brought  into  the  world  for  the  very  purposes 

of  the  cloister ;  he  knew  no  hope,   no  fear,  no 

I  cnjoymeDt,  and  no  ambition  which  did  not  grow 

D  2 


out  of  his  monastic  duties  and  habits:  as  the 
oyster  fattens  on  its  bed,  so  had  he  fattened  at 
Saint  Jeronymo;  and  I  never  met  with  a  man 
who  had  passed  through  life  in  such  a  dreamy 
state  of  contented  idleness  as  Father  Antonio. 
He  was  Confessor  to  one  or  two  nohle  ladies,  and 
they  could  not  have  found  one  more  acconinio- 
dating  or  considerate ;  penance,  witli  him,  might 
be  compromised  by  a  pasty ;  and  sin  softened  down 
by  supper.  Had  the  portly  friar  been  at  the 
head  of  the  Romish  church,  she  would  certainlj 
never  have  engendered  that  child  of  dar! 
the  Inquisition. 

What  was  to  be  made  of  such  a  man  t  I  r&- 
tnemlicred  that  the  dull  flint  will  emit  a  spark 
when  skilfully  struck ;  and  I  persevered.  Awa- 
kemd  at  length,  to  some  degree  of  interest  by 
my  importunities,  the  monk  slowly  and  thought- 
fully passed  his  band  across  his  brow,  as  if  en- 
deavouring to  recover  some  long-tvbeiidoned  train 
of  thought ;  and  theu  smiling,  as  the  >  ision  of 
past  yoare  floated  dimly  over  his  re-awakening 
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he  said  k. 


ndly : 


"You  ask  me  as  many  questions  as  it  would 
I  require  mj  poor  remains  of  life — our  Lady  and 
I  Saint  Jeronymo  lengthen  it! — to  answer  as  you 

D  to  wish.  1  have  a  poor  head  for  old  tale?, 
[  md  no  wit  to  put  them  into  words ;  but  I  will 
I  ff^^  you  a  letter  when  our  holy  Sacristan  has 
I  tiiue  to  write  one — for,  thanks  be  to  Nona  Scti- 
LAora  da  Rocca!*  I  have  no  worldly  accom- 
I  plishments  to  distract  my  own  thoughts  from 
[■  our  holy  Mother  Church — wail  patiently,  and 
t  I  will  give  you  a  letter  to  one  who  knew  Padre 
I  Josi  before  be  became  a  brother  of  Saint  Jero- 
I  Dymo — he  will  tell  you  all  his  history ;  1  knew 
but  little  of  it,  and  that  little  1  have  forgotten — 
I  decayed  olives  grace  no  man's  table  —  but  as 
I  b-T  as  my  memory  serves  me,  it  will  but  ill 
I  repay  you  for  your  trouble.  Something  there 
I  was  of  love,  if  I  mistake  not,  and  murder  too — 
I  bat  it  was  all  years  ago," 

Suffice  it  that  1  did  wait  with  as  much  pa- 
Itieoce  as   1   could  contrive  to  exert;   and,   that 


■  Our  Lady  of  Ibe  Itock. 
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•ifter  n  week's  delay,  the  little  ill-writtcD,  ill- 
folded,  but  kindly-exprefieed  letter  of  llie  Sacris- 
tan, Introduced  me  to  the  individual  from  whose 
lips  I  listened  to  the  early  history  of  the  hand- 
some monk. 

The  Quiiita  •  of  this  gentleman  wae  small, 
but  beautifully  situated ;  embosomed  in  orange, 
lemon,  and  almond  trees,  and  commanding  a 
noble  view  of  the  Tagus.  I  spent  the  day  on 
the  river  with  himself  and  his  family ;  and  it 
was  not  until  the  moon  was  rising  majestically  in 
the  cloudless  heavens,  and  silvering  the  sw«et 
river  and  the  quivering  foliage  with  her  lovely 
beams ;  while  the  sounds  of  the  neighbouring 
city  were  dying  away  into  occasional  and  sof- 
tened murmurs ;  that,  seated  as  one  of  a  groupe 
which  occupied  the  rovereii  terrace,  breathing 
the  perfume  of  the  citron  flowei-s,  among  whose 
dark  green  leaves  the  fire-flies  flashed  1 
motid  Bjtarkles,  1  prepared  to  listen  to  the  1 
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of  FatJier  Jose,  the    handsome    monk  of  Saint 
Jeronymo. 

This  was  its  Bubatance  : 

In  a  town  in  the  Alemtejo  lived,  many  jearv 
■go,  RD  individual  possessed  of  considerable  wealth 
and  much  beloTed,  by  name  Manuel  Pinto: 
■Ithoogh  of  respectable  family,  he  was  not  of 
Doble  birth;  and  despite  his  wealth,  remained, 
in  a  country  where  titles  are  "  thick  as  the  leaves 
«Q  Valonibroea,"  plain  Senhor  Pinto.  But  na- 
«  bad  bestowed  on  him  a  patent  of  nobility  far 
[  mpcrior  to  that  adventitious  rank  with  which 
Ibmine  endows  her  favorites ;  he  wns  an  upright 
lh  :  and  the  finger  of  acorn,  or  the  scowl  of 
'  bate,  never  tamed  upon  him. 

Senhor  Piato  was  the  father  of  two  song ;  in 
'  becoming  the  mother  of  the  younger  one,  his  wife 
1  widowed  him ;  and  he  loved  the  boys  with  an 
engrossing  affection  which  they  repaid  with  the 
best  feelings  of  their  hearts.  Joachim,  the  elder, 
was  a  fine  youth,  gentle,  hut  fearless,  with  the 
•oftest  eyea  and  the  sweetest  voice  in  the  country ; 
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it  was  delidous  to  listen  to  hU  guitar  in  the  inooB*1 
light,   as  he  sat  beneath  the  pomegranate   tresij 
which  overshadowed  the  fountain  in  hie  father's 
Quinta  garden,  and  sang  in  a  subdued  tone  some 
old  Moorish  romaunt ; — but  Pedro  was  tlie  hope 
of  hia   father's  heart.     You  have  heard  hira  mM 
accurately  described,  lady,  that  of  bis  fine  and" 
haughty  beauty  it  were  needless  to  tell  you ;  but 
Pedro  preferred  the  neighing  of  a  charger  to  the 
tones  of  a  guilar;  and  the  free  breezes  of  the 
mountain   brow  to  the   perfumed  winds  of   the 
valley;  bold,  impetouB,  and  high-spirited,  he  he- 
gitated  not  a  moment  on   the  probable  result  of 
any  actiun  to  which  his  feelings  impelled  him* 
and  the  spirit  of  his  elder  brother  quailed  befov 
his  own.    But  the  time  came  at  length  when  Joa* 
chim  made  the  discovery  that  there  were  circum- 
stances under  which  he  could  dare  even  the  rage 
of  Pedro— that  the  one  heart  was  as  firm  at 
other — though  that  one  had  lain  dormant  1 
time  like  the  cold  iron  which  has  been  cast  abides! 
and  the  otber  bad  emitted  sparkles  of  fire  likcj 
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Ibe  eame   metal,  when  healed  and  beaten  upon 
the  anvil. 

The  touchstone  which  was  applied  to  the  soul 

of  Joachim  was  love.    Beatrice  Bui^os  was  the 

beauty  of  the  city.     The  elder  Pinto  first  beheld 

her  when  his  brother  was  absent  wolf-hunting 

in  the  mountains  :  he  became  at  once  enamoured 

of  her  beauty — he  hung  upon  her  snailes — he  lis- 

'  tened  to  her  soft  voice — he  anticipated  all  her 

-wisim  during  the   long,   long  day — and  when 

night  came,  tlie  sweet,  silent,  starry  night,  he 

a  beneath  her  lattice,  breathing  forth  his  pas- 

I  Bon   in   song ;     and   if  by   accident  the  flower 

which  she  had  worn  in  her  hair,  or  the  small 

glove  which  had  covered  her  delicate  hand,  fell 

fluttering  in  the  light  night-wind  from  the  bal- 

I  cony  where  she  stood,  concealed  by  tlie  clinging 

I  parasites  with  which  it  was  covered,  then  Joa- 

3  k\t  his  heart  heat  high  as  he  retraced  his 

I  ltep«  to  the  house  of  hia  father — for  he  trusted 

f  that  he  was  beloved !     Beatrice  was  young  and 

E'lKautifal ;  fairer  than  the  generality  of  her  coun- 
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try-women,  and,  conscions  of  her  surpassing 
loveliness ;  her  heart  beat  triumphantly  when  she 
first  discovered  Joachim  Pinto  beneath  ber  case- 
ment; for  he  was  the  handsomest  youth  who  had 
ytt  sought  her  favor:  she  ku£w  also  that  hJi 
father  was  a  wealthy  and  an  influential  mailipj 
and,  girl  as  she  was,  for  Beatrice  was  barely 
sixteen  years  of  age,  she  already  know  the 
power  of  gold.  Many  times  had  she  stood  before 
the  mirror,  and  marvelled  if  the  fair  face  and 
perfect  figure  which  it  reflected,  would  sutSce  to 
purchase  the  pomp  for  which  she  panted.  Bea- 
trice had  no  fixed  principle ;  she  was  aa  utterly 
incapable  of  appreciating  the  gentleness  and  depth 
of  such  a  passion  as  that  of  Joacliim,  as  she 
would  have  been  to  make  his  happiness  had  they 
ever  been  united.  Yet,  for  a  time,  she  fancied 
that  she  loved  him.  Just  emancipated  from  the 
conventual  trammels,  amid  which  she  bad  been 
(educated ;  if  the  scant  care  which  had  been  taken 
of  b«r  mind  can  be  called  education,  and  free 
to  come  and  go  as  she  listed,  iu  the  house  of  her 


widowed  father,  Beatrice  waa  intoxicated  with 
her  freedom ;  she  had  exchanged  the  cold  clois- 
ter for  the  smmy  gai-deD,  the  Bteam  of  incense 
for  the  breath  of  a  thousand  flowers,  the  chapel 
chauQt  for  the  gouiid  of  the  soft  guitar,  struck  at 
midnight  by  one  who  loved  hert  She  lived  in 
a  new  world :  the  pale  and  pious  nuns  had 
talked  shghtinglj  of  her  beauty,  but  the  convent 
founlaiu,  then  her  only  mirror,  bad  taught  her 
another  lesson,  and  she  did  but  Bmile  at  their 
trite  and  tedious  homilies. 

In  a  country  like  Portugal,  where  a  young 
e  generally  accepts  a  husband  at  the  hands 
[  of  her  parents  unhesitatingly,  ere  she  has  per- 
haps exchanged  ten  sentences  with  him,  Beatrice 
8  fully  conscious  that  she  conceded  more  than 
B  modest  or  womanly,  when  she  first  met 
I  Joachim  Pinto  in  the  most  i-etired  nook  of  her 
I  bther's  garden,  with  no  eye  upon  her,  save  that 
I  of  the  quiet  moon : — she  did  more ;  she  avowed 
P  that  she  loved  hun,  in  the  very  hour  when,  with 
L  passionate  energy,  he   told  her  that  his  father 
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bad  refused  to  listen  to  his  love  for  her,  thoagh 
he  had  eveii  wept  and  knelt  to  him  when  he 
declared  it.  The  haughty  eye  of  Beatrice  Bm^^ 
goe  flashed  as  she  heard  him  make  the  btovtrI* 
He,  to  whom  she  had  listened,  whom  she 
loved — ^he  had  tent  the  knee  in  eupplicatif 
he  had  shed  Uie  tear  of  passion — and  she  was 
spumed!  Something  of  contempt  for  the  lover 
who  now  stood  beside  her  in  anguish,  with 
her  hand  clasped  In  his,  swelled  at  the 
heart  of  the  girl;  but  her  resolution  was 
taken — "Joachim,"  she  said,  in  a  low,  calm 
tone,  "  you  dare  not  obey  the  commands  of  your 
proud  father,  who  would  fain  make  his  paltry 
wealth  purchase  for  his  sons  more  nobly-born 
wives  than  Beatrice  Bui^os — you  dare  not :  for 
you  are  thralled :  if  1  were  to  spurn  you,  as  I 
have  myself  been  spumed  —  tell  me,"  and  her 
tone  softened,  and  she  looked  up  and  met  the 
intense  gaze  which  was  fastened  on  her — "  tell 
mv  how  you  would  submit  7"    Joachim  instinc- 


1  he 
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timif  pointed  to  the  calm  river  wliich  lay,  Bood- 
«d  in  silver  light,  juat  beneath  them. 

'•That  were  no  bad  expedient;"  said  the  girl, 
replying  nnhesitatingly  to  the  gesture,  while  a 
^ight  shade  of  scorn  was  perceptible  m  her  sup- 
pre«6ed  tone ;  "  no  bad  expedient,  truly,  if  the 
stiletto  scare  you — nay,  do  not  start  so  timidly, 
JiMchini ;  I  talked  bat  of  contingencies — fear  ' 
me  Dot :  I  love  you,  and  no  father  in  all  Bra- 
gaina  sball  separate  us." 

She  spoke  with  deep  and  concentrated  ener-    ' 
'  gy ;  and  she  had  spoken  but  too  truly  when  she 
■aid  that  Joachim  was  thralled. 

That  night  made  a  startling  change  in  the 
character  uf  her  lover :  a  deep  gloom  fell  upon 
him:  Manuel  Finto  attributed  the  melancholy  , 
ot  his  son  to  the  denial  which  be  had  felt  hint- 
««lf  compelled  to  utter,  when  pressed  to  receive 
.  Beatrice  Burgos  as  a  daughter;  the  child  of  a 
•man  of  slender  reputation,  with  no  dowry  but  J 
her  beauty.     But  it  was  not  so : — Joachim  had 


been   assured   that   he   was    lored,   passionately 
loved ;  but  be  was  far  from  happy — he  became 
silent,   morose,  and  cold ;    his  light-beartednei 
and  gaiety   abandoned   him ;   and   many 
girl  in  the  neighbourhood  of  bis  father's  Quiiti 
marvelled  what  cause  could   have  cast  such  i 
gloom  over  the  spirit  of  Joachim  Pinto. 

But  a  fearful  stonii  soon  followe<!  u[M>n  I 
cold,  unnatural  calm.     Pedro  returned  from  t 
expedition  in  the  mountains :  be  had  8€ 
openly  avowed  bis  adniir&tion  of  Beatrice  Bw^ 
g06 :  be  even  hinted  that  be  had  declared  that 
sdniiration  to  the  young  beauty,  and  that  she 
had  not  discouraged  bis  suit.     Joachim  stood  hy^ 
in  silence,  but  the  tooth  of  the  viper  had  fastenedl 
on  big  heart — for  the  first  time  he  was  conscious  1 
of  a  feeling  of  bitterness  towards  his  only  bro-  j 
tber,  wbo   sst   Ijeside   )iim  in  his  joyousness  of  J 
spirit,  and  dreamt  not  of  that  grooving  bate. 

Tbe  jest  was  liglit  upon  the  Ups  of  PedrO|J 
but,  nevertheless,  tlie  passion  of  which   he  ' 
himself  as  yet  scarcely  conscious   was   rapidly  J 
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fipming  in  hie  bosom.  It  ie  a  painful  truth, 
that  when  the  girl  became  accustotned  to  the 
homage  of  her  new  lover,  from  which  she  had 
at  first  shrunk,  with  somewhat  of  terror,  she  at 
once  discovered  that  now,  for  the  first  tiaie,  she 
really  loved.  Some  fearful  feeling  mingled  with 
ihe  conviction,  for  she  grew  eick  at  heart  aa 
the  truth  burst  upon  her ;  and  she  wept  in  the 
solitude  of  her  own  chamber,  and  grew  pale  with 
aoiiotis  thought ;  but  after  a  time  tlie  rose  re- 
tamed  to  her  cheek,  and  the  fire  to  her  eye; 
and,  as  she  recovered  the  rich  bloom  of  her 
beauty,  so  did  Joachim  witlter,  and  darkeu  in 
his  temper :  he  wandered  forth  iu  tbe  stillnesa 
of  night,  and  he  ever  returned  even  more  moo- 
dily than  he  went. 

Pedro,  meanwhile,  talked  and  jested  no  more 
on  the  subject  of  Beatrice ;  but  he  soon  learnt 
from  her  own  lips  that  his  brother  had  long  been 
numbered  among  her  suitors;  and  had,  indeed, 
until  he  himself  strove  to  win  her  smile,  been 
tbe  most  favoured  one ;  llie  brow  of  Pedro  dark- 
ened at  tbe  tale — ^tbis  then  was   the  solution  of 
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the  enigma  wliich  he  had  hitherto  failed 
solve.  "Beatrice,"  he  exclaimed,  iu  the  firsfc/J 
buret  of  his  generous  self-sacrifice,  "we  muafcj 
part — part,  and  for  ever :  ide  com  Deos  :  *  little  J 
did  [  guess  that  I  was  torturing  the  spirit  oCJ 
my  brother,  when  I  told  him  that  1  loved  you— r  J 
how  could  1  guess  it  ?  for  he  uttered  uot  a  sen- 1 
tence  from  which  I  could  infer  that  love.  Be*-  I 
trice !  Beatrice !  how  have  we  deserved  this  atj 
your  hands  ?" 

"  Listen  to  me ;"  said  the  girl,  who  stood  be-'. 
fore  him  proudly  and  calmly;  "listen  to  me,peco- 
Ihe  encarecidamente,  +  ere  you   utter  reproaches 
which  I   was    never  formed    to    brook.      Your  J 
brother  loved  me :  he  was  at  my  side  by  day- 
beneath  my  casement  by  night ;  he  was  tlie  first  J 
who  had  pleased  my  fancy  : — until  I  saw  you,  I  j 
believed  that  he  had  touched   my   heart  —  and  ] 
now,  even  now,    I   would  that   you   had  nevei 
taught   me   how  bitterly  I   have  deceived    both  J 
mj'setf  and  him  !  " 


*  Uod  tw  with  you. 


tie 
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Never  had  she  looked  so  beautiful ;  she 
Mood  in  the  broad  moonlight,  her  long  dark  hair 
Bfied  from  her  brow  at  intervals  by  the  soft  wind 
which  sighed  in  the  surrounding  leaves ;  her 
%right  eyes  ftashiug,  and  her  cheek  crimsoned 
by  the  intenBity  of  her  emotion ;  ere  she  had 
«eased  speaking,  Pedro  was  at  her  feet. 

"  My  own  beautiful  Beatrice !  my  bright 
^oang  love ;  it  were  vain  to  talk  of  parting — 
jMrer,  never,  by  tliat  blue  aud  holy  sky— by  the 
para  ^irit — " 

"flush!  huslO" — interposed  the    girl;    and 

B  cold  shuddering  passed  over  her,  as  she  pressed 

ber  small  hand  to  his  lips  to  enforce  the  silence 

which  her  woi-ds  implored.   '*  Pedro,  you  know  not 

what  you  do — you  must  never  know — only  this — " 

aid  she  sank   passionately  on  her  knees  beside 

"  deeply,  fearfully  as  I  love  you,  with  the 

ivhole  energy  and   intensity  of   a  nature  which 

I  Sever  brooked  eontroul,  you  can  never  be  to  me 

[inore  than  you  now  are :  turn  away  your  eyes, 

r  I  flball  want  power  to  assure  you  of  this  :  and 
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yet  it  had  l>eeii  belter,  far  better  that  I  had  told 
you  BO,  nhea  you  first  talked  to  me  of  Ioto^ 
wretch!  miserable  wretch  that  I  am!  queteha 
de  fazer  ?  *  even  now  when  every  pulse  in  my 
wrung  heart  beats  but  for  you,  here  on  my 
knees  I  aweur  to  you  that  1  have  said  but  the 
truth." 

"Cruel,  incomprehensible  girll"  exclaimed 
Pedro  "what  is  it  that  you  mean?  if  you  love 
me  with  half  the  fervour  that  you,  describe— if  I 
am  indeed  dear  to  you  ;  I  will  brave  my  father's 
frown,  Iwfore  which  you  tell  me  that  Joachim 
has  shrunk— I  will  win  you,  despite  a  world — I 
will  fly  with  you  to  other  lauds ;  not  so  dear,  not 
so  suDuy,  perchance,  as  our  own  fair  country, 
but  we  shall  not  heed  that,  Beatrice,  for  love 
makes  skies  and  flowers  of  Us  own,— 1  will  do 
any  thing,  every  thing  that  man  can  do  to  win 
you  to  my  heart !" 

"  Did  you  do  all  this,  and  more,  I  never  could 

*  What  is  to  be  done  I 


I 


THE    BROTHERS. 

be  jroure ;"  said  the  girl  huskily:   "whili 
chim  lives " 

"Tempt  me  not — tempt  me  not,  Beatrice;" 
marmuretl  the  young  man,  aa  he  sprang  from 
be^de  her ;  "  in  this  hour,  I  know  not  what  ter- 
rible thoughts  rise  unhidden ! — hearken  to  me — " 

His  tones  were  so  deep,  so  hollow,  that  Bea- 
triee  rose  also,  and  stood  beside  him. 

"  If  I  lake  you  to  a  far  country,  where  you 
can  never  look  on  Joachim  again,  will  you  not  be 
minef  •e//e  «au  sabera  nada  disso."  The  girl 
•ilently  shook  her  head.  "  Asiim  Deos  vie  sahe,\ 
yon  must  be  mine  !"  said  the  young  man  passion- 
ucly  :  "you  thatlhs  mine — Beatrice — "  and  a 
eonrulsive  shiver  shook  his  strong  frame,  and 
his  voice  sank  to  a  shrill  wbieper  as  he  grasped 
faer  arm,  and  looked  sternly  into  her  eyes :  "  you 
have  deluded  me  with  false  hopes — you  have  in- 
ftamcd  me  with  sighs,  and  tears,  and  glances — 
the  soul  of  the  strong  man  has  been  bowed  before 


*  li«  ilisll  know  Bothiag  of  it.        |  A^  God  shiiU  lielp  m 


68  THE    BBOTaERE. 

your  beauty — but  !t  must  not  be  bent  and  cix 
ed  for  ever — it  b  too  late  to  talk  to  me  of  d 
culties, — I,  who  have  never  yet  yielded  to  any 
impediment — the  fault,  Beatrice,"    he  added  i^4 
an  accent  strikingly  compounded  of  tendemea 
and  reproach,   "  tlie  fault  I   fear  le   yours; 
the  Bin,  if  ain  there  must  be,  shall  be  mine." 

There  was  eilence  for  a  moment;  a  d« 
thrilling  silence,  only  broken  by  the  hard  breath 
ing  of  the  girl ;  whose  proud  heart  beat  higher 
aa  Bhe  looked  on  the  passionate  energy  of  the 
man  who  had  at  length  taught  her  that  e\en  she 
could  quail  before  a  haughtier  spirit  than  her  owi 
At  length  she  spoke^ — she  drew  closer  to  her  low 
aod  raising  her  large  dark  eyes  to  his,  she  i 
miu-ed  out :  "Sin?  what  mean  you  ?  why  talk  i 


"Beatrice,  Beatrice,"  he  whi8pere<l,  as  he 
strained  her  passionately  to  his  heart ;  "  shall  I 
not  be  pardoned  any  thing,  every  thing,  when  I 
(in  for  thee  I  who,  when  they  see  thy  bright 
young  cheek  resting  upon  my  breast,  will  think 


I 


that  I  could  have  purchased  Buch  blis9  too  dearly, 
even   though   the    price  were    my    own   soul?" 

"  What  mean  you,  Pedro  f" 

*'  I  will  not  tell  thee,  Beatrice —  thy  mystery 
\m  thine  own,  as  thou  hnst  so  willed  it — and  I  will 
gaard  mine  as  jealously — farewell,  meu  coraca6* 
~—\fe  will  be  all  or  nothing  to  each  other  when 
(.ire  next  meet." 

It  must  be  nothing,  Pedro;  it  can  be 
nothing :"  said  the  girl,  as  she  looked  up  in  her 
hlal  brightness  from  his  bosom  :  "  yet  speak  not 
to  Joachim  of  all  this — I  would  have  you  love  me 
Mill — nay,  you  must  love  me,  or  1  shall  not  care 
to  live !" 

"  Minha  alma\Y'   whispered  Pedro  tenderly, 

he  bowed  do«-n  his  cheek  to  hers ;  "  never 
while  this  heart  beats — never  while  it  holds 
one  throbbing  pulse,  can  I  cease  to  love  you." 

Hueira  Deos '."  %    said   the  girl  dejectedly, 
yet  why  should    I  utter  such    a  prayer — 


•  My  soul. 


tMyb. 


I  God  grant  it. 
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HO,  QD, — go,  and  foi^et  me — go,  and  loTe  tmother 


even  more  fondly  ihan  you  have  loved  me — go, 
and  leave  Beatrice  Burgos  to  die." 

"  A'flo  me  qntbres  a  coracad — "•exclaimed 
the  youth—"  I  cannot  bear  to  hear  such  words 
from  your  lips !  Only  tell  me,  Beatrice  ;^-OQly 
tell  me,  my  first,  my  fairest,  love — tell  me,  vrhat 
is  this  fearful  mystery?  for  your  sake  I  will 
overcome  every  impediment — if  it  be  Joachim—  " 

'*  Oh  1   that  I  had  never  seen  him !  that 
might  never  see  him  more !" 

"  Is  that  a  heart-prayer,   Beatrice  ?  or  is  it 
a   mere   lip -utterance   which   mocks  your  real 
meaning  I  only  t^ll  me  this : — here,   in  the  bat 
of  heaven,   only  tell  me  that  1  may  trust 
prayer — " 

"  O  ijue  desgrafa  he  a  minhat-f  said  the  girl, 
wringing  her  hands :  "  urge  me  not,  I  should  not 
have  uttered  it ;  and  yet,  that  prayer,  false  and 
impious  as  it  was,  come  from  my  8pirit-depth»'— *' 


1 

it 

>1 


*  Do  not  hmk  toy  heul.       f  Ob  I  bow  unhappj  uu  1 1 
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••  Enough ;"  said  the  young  man,  as  he 
Ipreaaed  his  lips  to  her  pale  brow:  "enough — I 
I  tbuik  you  for  the  assurance ;  not  with  a  Bmile, 
I  Beatrice,  lor  that  were  mockery,  but  I  thank 
■  yoQ  with  a  deeper,  a  sterner  feeling — Adeos,  ate 


"  0  ceo  vos  guarde!"f  murmured  the  girl: 
!•'— and  so  they  parted ;  the  consciouness  of  guilt 
1:^  one  heart ;  the  dim  outline  of  intended  crime 
I  fapidly  darkening  oTcr  the  surface  of  the  other. 

On  hit)  homeward  path  Pedro  encountered  his 
llvother;  wandering,  as  was  his  wont,  alone,  in 
I'iAe  still  midnight — 

"  You  are  well  met,  Joachim,"  he  said  hoareely ; 
"  you  were  in  my  thoughts,  as  I  discovered  yonr 
I  presence—I  would  talk  with  you — we  are  alone, 
I  and  the  hour  is  a  safe  one — better  now,  perhaps, 
■'^>aii  hereafter — better  for  both  of  us;  fori  am 
Vabout  to  speak  of  Beatrice." 

The  elder   brother    started :    he  struck   his 


•Fuewell,  till  I  see  you  agim.       t  Heaten  p/«er»e  you. 
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brow  forcibly  with  liia  hand :  and  a  groan^ 
voice  of  unutterable  anguish,  burst  from  his  hei 
"Not  of  her!  not  of  her,  my  brother!"  be  gasped 
out :  nno  dlgait  nada.*—\  have  discovered  that 
you  love  her — they  tell  me,  too,  that  she  has 
listened  to  you — but  no,  no,  that  cannot  be — or" 
and  even  in  the  moonlight  Pedro  saw  that 
his  brow  grew  stUI  more  pale  than  it  had  before 
been ;  *'  or  if  it  ib — aa  you  love  me — as  you  love 
your  own  soul — fly  from  her — look  not,  listen 
not — vai-te  d4iqui,-f  for  then,  I  tell  thee,  thoo 
wert  safer  in  a  city  festering  with  plague  !" 

"What  madness  is  this!"  cried  Pedro  i 
patiently :  "  am  I  a  light  girl,  tliat  I  am  to  be 
played  with  thus?  I  lovo  Beatrice  Bui^oe — I  am 
beloved  by  her — " 

"Say  not  Bo — say  not  so — "  almost  f 
Joachim:  "you    are    deceived  by  a  dream— 
living  Beatrice  cannot  love  you." 


'  If  yoi 


e  resolved  thus  to  play  the  pul 
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iniac,   then  is  our   cooference    at    an  end    at 
; ;"  said  Pedro  proudly.  "     I  ara  no  craven,  to 
Mign   Qiy  mistress   in   obedience   to    a  father's 
■a,  or  a  brother's  folly — " 
'  Yet,  for  the  sake  of  your  own  soul — "  ab- 
ptly  broke  in  Joachim. 
"  Beatrice  is  my  soul,"  was  the  unmoved  reply  : 
F  mnd  for  her  sake,  1  will  yield  her  up  to  none — " 
"  Dwii  patavras     idmetUe,*    Joachim,   you 
i  my  brother,  and  as  such  I  haye   ever  loved 
u — that  you   once  wished    to  win  Beatrice  to 
r  heart,  I  can  believe — nay,  she  has  herself 
told    me   80— but,  remember    that   you  did  not 
nre  her  well  enough  to  risk  the  displeasure  of 
father ;    such  prudent  affection  was  a  poor 
urn  for  the  passionate   love   of  which  she  is 
■able — she  felt   this,  and  now  she  scorns  your 
nut — I  have  wooed  her  with  a  bolder  spirit,  and 
f  bxve  won  her — " 

"Won  her!"  echoed  Joachim,  hoarsely. 

"  Aye ;  and    now,  que  remedio  tem    iuo"  ?  + 


•  I'll  speak  but  iwo  wonia 
t  What  remedy  ij  there  for  it 
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"Truly,  but  one — "was  the  dark  reply  of  the 
elder  of  the  brothers,  as  he  turned  fuU  upon  his 
companion,  and  looked  fiercely  on  him — "even 
though  you  may  have  pressed  your  lips  to  hers 
— even  though  you  may  have  whispered  love  to 
her,  and  she,  maldilo  sejas  Ihe!*  may  have 
answered  you  with  words  as  warm — even  so,  dare 
hut  to  look  on  her  again  with  an  eye  of  passion — 
andjuro  que  le  farci  arrepender  dmo  !f — Is  it  not 
enough  that  I  loved  her  until  every  feeling  of 
my  nature  bowed  before  her — that  she  changed 
the  very  character  of  my  being — that  I  was  happy 
but  in  her  sight — and  that,  in  obedience  to  a 
father  whom  I  loved  only  less  than  herself,  I 
strove  to  yield  up  my  passion  to  my  duty — and 
that ; — Pedro,  a  fearful  vow  binds  me  and  I  dare 
not  tell  you  more  than  this — that  1  have 
failed  in  both — you  do  not  understand  me?  you 
must,  you  must — can  you  not  solve  the  mysterj- 
which  I  may  not  utter  ?  my  brother !  my  only 
brother !  promise  that  you  will  never  see  her  more." 

f  1  iweiu  thou  dukit  repent  of  it. 


•  A  curse  od  her  I 
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bka)e,"sBid  Pedro  in  a  tone  of  Bcomful 

"■•k  nw  for  ray  right  hand,  or  my  right 

;  the  boon  were  a  less  one — your  love  ditties 

|]uve  craied  you,  and  I    scarcely  recognise  my 

■Jljentle  brother  in  the  frowning  man  of  myetery 

Ffao  stands   beside   me. — Joachim,  she  must  be 

lyonn,  or  mine— you,  it  seems,  loved  her  not  well 

li  to  Bpum  the  world  for  her  sake,  and  so 

olost  her  heart; — now  then  my  turn  bas  come, 

I  t«ll  yoa  that  ifie  s/uill  be  mine — why  are 

tiius   incomprehensible?    if  there  be  aught 

Ueh  I  should   know,  why  do  yoa  deny  it  utter- 

'.  eaanot — I  dare  not — I  am  fettered  by  a 


llie  cold  contempuous  laugh  of  Pedro  rung 
out  oo  the  night-air.  '*  Nay  then,  you  shall  not 
dare  to  despise  me ! "  shouted  Joachim,  as  he 
drew  his  stiletto  from  his  breast — "  I  wilt  tell  you 
all,  deepile  my  tow  ;  but  you  shall  never  Uve  to 
blast  me  with  the  name  of  perjurer  i  Do  you 
shrink  from  the  tidings,  or  from  the  dagger?"  he 
b2 


asked,  with  a  contempt  as  bitter  as  that  under 
which  he  had  himself  writhed  but  a  moment  back : 
"  both  are  ready  for  you — say  but  the  word,  and 
you  shaU  see  that  I  do  not  disgrace  my  blood." 

"  Put  up  the  weapon,  Joachim" — cried  his 
brother.  "  Our  Lady  of  Nazareth  pardon  you  and 
me !  put  it  up,  I  say." 

"  No,  no,  it  is  too  late ! "  was  the  phrenned 
reply;  "our  Lady  has  no  pardon  for  perjury — 
hear  roe — Beatrice  never  can  be  yours — she  is 
mine,    body    and     soul — mine    in    gnilt — mine 


"  lie  menlira ,' "  *  shouted  Pedro,  as  his  own 
blade  Dashed  in  his  hand;  "  poor,  paltrj'  cowani! 
who,  to  save  himself  from  danger,  would  defame 
a  woman!  Come  on  —  the  bleedinji  heart  of 
Beatrice  will  nerve  my  arm.  Maroto!  Menti- 
rosti!  Triiiilor!+  the  strength  of  ten  men  is  in 
my  stroke ! " 

They  met :  not  as  Ihey  had  been  wont  to  do, 


■  tie. 


^  lUscsJ  I  Liar !  Traiior ! 
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F%at  in  deadly   hate  —  the  silence   of  night  was 
I  pro&ned  by  their  muttered  curses,  &s  they  struck 
I  npidly  at  each  other — their  gushing  blood  flow- 
ed forth  ill  the  sweet  mooii-Hght,  and  Bank  into 
k-tbeearthlike  that  which  first  brought  the  curse  of 
Pdeatb  into  the  world — and  again  the  curse  came 
I  ^-^uachim  Ml  forward  on  the  soft  green  turf; 
I  and  his  brother,  suddenly  awakened  from  his  fit 
of  madness,   cast  down  liis   stiletto   and  sprang 
Wwvds  him — he  was  not  yet  dead  when  he  fell, 
and  be  looked  up  at  the  horror-stricken  coun- 
tonance   which  hung   over   him,   rendered   etill 
^Bore   ghastly   by   the  blood   that   disfigured  it, 
Btid  murmured  out:  "  As  you  value  jour  soul, 
believe  what  I  have  told  you,  for  it  is  the  truth — 
and  now,  ttie  com  Deos!"  —  I   have  not   many 
moments  to  live — life  ebbs  fast — Deoa  uos  perdoc 
— duejo  vos  lodo  o  hem — "  + 

He   fell   more  heavily  into  the  arras  of  his 


t  ttod  furgiie  you — 1  uisli  you  evt^ry  ihiiig  ihat  is  good. 


but 
ipttd 
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brother,  who   bent  speechlessly  over  him ;    but 
after  the  interval  of  a  moment,   lie   attempted 
feehly  to  raise  himself,  as  he  uttered  with  dii 
culty,  "  Oave!  Ouve!"* 

Pedro  listened  instinctively:  a  light  and  ra- 
pid sti'p  approached — iu  another  instant  Beatrice 
BurgoB  stood  before  them, 

"  Que  be  isto  ?  "f  she  asked  hurriedly, 
glanced  from  one  brother  to  ihe  other — "what 
means  this  blood  t    Who  has  done  this?  " 

"It  is  my  work,  Beatrice;"  said  Pedro, 
now,"  he  added,  as  Joachim  gave  a  convuli 
shudder,  and  died  as  the  spasm  passed  over 
"  now  I  have  no  brother  ! — Come  near  me,  Be»- 
trico — why  do  you  move  away  ?     Come  near  me, 

I  am  calm,  quite  calm— Beatrice, 

per  was  so  slirill  that  it  hissed  in  the  ears  of  ti 
{^rl:  "tliiy  tell  me  that  you  are  not  what  I  havt 
thought  you — that  you  are  lost,  Beatrice — goUty'*J 

"  Quem  leve  tal  atrevirnento  i "  J   asked  i 


•  Harkt  Hnkl  t  ^VbUwltml 

{Who  has  beta  MboUr 
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pri,  shalung  back  her  long  hair,  and  looking 
proudly  at  her  lover. 

"  The  dead  !  Beatrice,  the  dead  !  —  there  is 
no  mystery  in  the  grave — he  told  me  so ;  and  to 
preserve  thy  fair  fame  1  have  made  hira  what 
he  is." 

"  Que  vos  disse  elle  ?  "  •  murmured  out  the 
conscious  Beatrice. 

"All — and  now,  can  you  deny  the  charge? 
Speak,  girl,"  —  he  said  fiercely,  aa  he  grasped 
r  arm ;  *'  speak,  as  you  value  your  souVb  wel- 
fitfe — remember  the  dead  is  beside  you,  and  that 
1  am  now  in  no  mood  to  be  deceived." 

"  He  has  told  you  the  truth; "  she  whispered, 
tremblingly,  "  but  have  mercy  upon  me,  Pedro 
for  then  1  had  not  listened  to  your  vows,  looked 
ioto  your  eyes." 

"I  will — I  will;"  was  the  reply.  "The 
mercy  you  have  shewn  to  my  own  and  only  bro- 
ther, I  will  shew  to  you." 


•  What  did  he  lellyou! 


80 


The  body  of  BeaArioe  Bargoe  wit  wuhed  op 
by  the  wetcb  a  forlong  beyond  Fort  St  Jnlim ; 
and  when  next  Ifanud  Pinto  looked  iqion  hit 
cmly  snmying  ton,  he  wit  a  noTioe  of  Saint 
Jeranymo. 


DONNA   RETA. 

A  LEGEND    OF  LISBON. 

It  signifies  little  whether  it  was  on  the  10th,  the 
15th,  or  the  20th  of  the  January  of  1827,  that 
the  prow  of  an  English  vessel  proudly  severed 
the  silver  waves  of  the  Imperial  Tagus.  Young 
and  l^ht  and  daring  hearts  beat  in  that  gallant 
ship ;  every  one  remembered  that  he  was  come 
to  approve  himself  a  friend  to  a  country  torn 
with  feuds ;  and,  as  the  soldiers  leapt  on  shore, 
joy  sparkled  in  their  eyes :  or,  if  a  few  brows 
were  clouded,  it  was  but  by  the  memory  of  dear 
ones  left  in  their  own  loved  land.  Graily  they 
echoed  back  the  acclamations  of  those  who  had 

thronged  to  witness  their  disembarkation;  and 

e5 
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every  hand,  which  was  exWnded  to  them  in 
friendahip,  they  grasped  with  reaponsive  warmth. 
There  is,  perhaps,  no  time  at  which  a  mao's 
heart  expands  to  his  fellow-creatures,  and  to  the 
gay  and  gladsome  smile  of  nature,  as  it  does 
after  the  listless  and  loathsome  confinement  of 
ship-hoard :  the  wild  and  the  wonderful  may 
indeed  be  worshipped  in  their  fearful  immensity 
on  the  wide  sea — but  man  has  no  sympathy  with 
these:  the  magnificence,  the  majesty,  at  which 
we  gaze  tremblingly,  awakens  no  chord  in  our 
hearts:  our  finite  powers  quail  heueath  the 
vastness,  and  our  dazzled  senses  shrink  before 
the  wanton  wonders,  of  the  great  deep:  hut  the 
gay  green  fields,  the  painted  flowers,  the  sun- 
shine flooding  the  glad  bill  -  lups,  are  things 
which  speak  to  every  feeling,  to  every  sympathy 
of  our  nature — the  voices  of  children,  the  lowing 
of  cattle,  the  song  of  binh,  make  music  to  everj' 
ear :  and  tlie  soldiers  sprang  gaily  ashore  from 
their  "tloating  prison"  with  glad  hearts,  and 
cheerful  words. 
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From  this  vessel  landed  Ferdinand  Fitzmor- 
fis :  he  alone  looked  on  the  change  of  country 
■nd  of  prospect  unmoved  by  either ;  there  was 
ft  shade  upon  his  birth,  and  it  bad  darkened  his 
vfaole  existence.  He  knew  that  his  father  was 
rich,  powerful,  and  generous — tliat  his  mother 
vas  nobly-bom  and  beautiful — but  what  availed 
Ae  knowledge?  There  was  a  blot  upon  that 
Bother's  fame,  and  tlie  stain  rested  upon  her 
■on !  Morbidly  sensitive  as  was  the  sptnt  of 
Ktzmorris,  this  degrading  consciouanesa  haunted 
lum  incessantly :  and  pressed,  like  an  incubus, 
tfwn  his  heart;  it  withered  every  energy,  it 
Wghted  every  hope :  it  was  to  his  ambition 
what  the  old  man  in  the  fairy  tale  was  to  Sin- 
bad  ;  a  grievous  weight,  a  loathsome  burthen,  of 
which  he  vainly  endeavoured  to  divest  himself: 
with  every  effort  that  he  made  to  free  himself 
from  the  tlirall,  it  but  clung  the  closer !  Fitz- 
moms  was  beloved  by  his  companions,  courted 
by  his  associates,  and  respected  by  the  whole 
r^meiit :  had  an  artist  or  a  statuary  sought  a 
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figure  of  manly  beauty  ae  a  study,  he  could  i 
have  found  one  more  perfect;  yet  lie  was  i 
victim  of  heart- corroding  and  irremediable  i 
pinings. 

"  Among  what  class  of  my  fellow-beings,"  he  ' 
would  sometimes  bitterly  ask,  "am  1  entitled  to 
take   my  standi     Is  not  the  brand  of  dishonor  g 
stamped  upon  rae?  it  was  my  withering  birt! 
right — I  am  a  social  Pariah — others  have  felt^ 
mother's  clasp,  have  knelt  for  a  father's  bless- 
ing— I  know  nothing  of  these,  for  I  have  never 
experienced  the   delight   of  either  —  my  1 
looks  on  me  with  regret,  not  love ;  for  I  am  ti 
breathing  witness  of  hia  dishonour- 
abundance  be  gives  me  that  which  he  does  i 
value,  and  can  never  miss;  but  be  gives  it  coldly^' ' 
as  though  bis  heart  went  not  with  the  offering — 
and   for  my   mother: — I  dare  not  breathe  htr 
name,  lest  the  winds  of  heaven  should  betray  hti 
secret,  her  fearful,  bhghting  secret  !'* 

It  was  evening  ere  the  whole  of  the   i 
to  which  he  belonged  bad  left  the  vessel ; 
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MTe  Fitzmorris,  all  the  officera  were  soon  gaily 
quaffing  healths  to  those  at  home,  and  laughing 
at  the  stormy  nights  and  rough  days  they  had 
weathered  on  their  passage.  Some,  who  '. 
made  the  Peniusulav  campaign,  were  volunteer- 
ing advice,  and  relating  oft-told  tales,  which 
were  now,  from  their  locality,  at  least  heard 
vitb  patience,  if  not  with  an  increase  of  atten- 
tioft,  ny  their  former  auditors :  and  gay  young 
spirits  were  flashing  out  with  hope  and  expecta- 
tion, mingling  dreams  of  glory  and  orange- 
groves,  and  black  eyes  and  balconies  !  Fitzmor- 
ris had  thought  of  none  of  these ;  and  only  shook 
his  head  when  a  couple  of  his  high-spirited  com- 
panions urged  him  to  accompany  them,  and 
spend,  at  least,  his  first  evening  iu  Portugal 
with  his  hrother-ofiicera ;  the  entreaty  was  re- 
newed again  and  again,  with  earnest  warmth, 
and  Fitzmorris  felt  the  sincerity  of  their  invita- 
tion, but  he  could  not  thank  them ;  he  grasped 
a  band  of  each,  and  turned  abruptly  down  one 
of  the  narrow  etreeta  which  intersect  Lisbon  in 
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leir    furtlu^^H 


all   directions,   simply   to    escape   iheir 
importunity. 

Turning  the  first  corner  which  presented 
itself,  Fitzniorris  hurried  along  beueuth  a  high 
wall,  careless  of  his  way,  and  absorbed  wholly  ky  i 
his  own  dark  and  morbid  feelings.  The  i 
suddenly  terminated  in  a  lofty  gateway,  eviden^ 
serving  aa  an  entrance  to  some  house  of  c 
derable  size :  a  few  lights  glimmered  from  i 
dows  beyond  this  gate,  and  as  Fitzmorria  i 
for  an  instant  watching  them,  the  sound  of  | 
guitar,  softly  and  sadly  touched,  fell  on  his  e 
had  it  been  a  strain  of  light-hearted  gaie^,  fa 
would  have  fled  from  it  in  his  present  mood,  i 
from  contagion ;  but  this  was  no  lay  of  plea 
sure:  it  fastened  on  his  heart,  as  it  wei-e,  by* 
spell,  and  while  he  stood  beneath  the  casement^  4 
thousand  mingled  feelings  rushed  in  tumul 
across  his  mind  ;  ere  long,  a  voice  blended  witkl 
the  chords  of  the  iusti-ument — it  was  that  c£| 
a  woman  —  not  one  of  those  shrill,  overpc 
ering  voices,  to  usual  in  Portugal,  hut   a  low; 
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wailii^,  melancholy  sound,  which  swept,  as  it 
seemed  to  Fitzraoiris,  througli  the  very  depths  of  \ 
his  spirit.  The  song  ceased  ;  but  the  light  finger 
still  stirred  the  strings,  and  as  the  eofi  sounds 
murmured  past  him,  the  young  Englishman  en- 
deavoured to  picture  to  his  fancy  the  counte- 
nuice  of  the  invisible  musician.  The  music  died 
away,  and  a  brighter  light  ilaehed  on  him  aa  he 
■tood :  he  started  and  looked  up — the  casement 
was  open,  and  a  gentle  girl  appeared  in  the 
balcony  aljove  him :  himself  in  deep  shade,  he 
could  distinguish  the  form,  the  face,  the  very 
features  distinctly,  as  they  were  developed  by 
the  light  from  the  apartment ;  the  guitar  was 
yet  in  her  hands,  and  a  broad  azure  ribbon,  from 
which  it  was  suspended,  was  cast  about  her 
neck ;  one  small  foot,  in  a  shoe  of  llie  same  soft 
colour,  extended  somewhat  beyond  the  railing  of 
the  balcony,  as  she  leaned  listlessly  over  it ;  she 
appeared  to  Fitzmorris  to  be  about  sixteen  years 
of  age :  her  eyes  were  large  and  dark  ;  her  fine 
hair  was  twisted  round  her  head  in  the  style  of 
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tbat  of  a  Grecian  statue,  with  one  small  rose- 
bud wreathed  in  the  braid  which  pressed  her 
left  temple.  Aa  she  stood,  she  struck  a  few  un- 
connected chords,  and  then  casting  her  ejtM 
moumfuHy  upwards,  she  murmured,  rather  than 
sang,  the  first  stanza  of  au  Italian  ballad,  which 
Fitzmorris  Iiad  often  heard  ia  Florence — it 
a  fond,  a  tender  welliag-out  of  sensibility; 
he  had  never  thought  it  so  beautiful  us  now- 
the  stillness,  broken  only  by  the  distant  hum  ci\ 
the  more  crowded  streets— the  gloom  envelopingi 
every  surrounding  object,  while  the  singer  her- 
self stood  out  in  broad  light,  and  surpassiii|^ 
beauty;  all  conspired  to  invest  it  with  a  neir 
charm.  The  stanza  terminated  too  speedily; 
and  Fitzmorris,  urged  by  a  new  and  inesplicaU^- 
feeling,  caught  up  the  Btrain,  and  responded 
the  sentiment ;  he  was  an  exqutsile  musician,  aatf] 
his  voice  was  perfect ;  Italian  was  the  laoguagS'. 
which  he  had  loved  from  his  boyhood ;  lie  htM^l 
l>een  told  tliat  his  mother  spoke  it  like  a  native — 
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I  beautiful,  his  high-born  mother!  he  had 
I  studied  it,  he  had  loved  it,  for  her  sake. 

And  here  was  another  gentle,  glorious  being, 

rho  breathed  it  aa   it   were    instinctively  —  he 

looked  steadfastly  at  the  lovely   stranger  as  be 

replied  to  her  minstrelsy,  and  only  marvelled  if 

.  his  fair,  his  fond,  his  fallen  mother  had  ever  been 

In  beautiful  as  this!   Suddenly  there  was  a  bend- 

I  ing  forward  of  the  fairy  figure  above  him ;  a  low 

I  Mmnd,  as  of  ^uick  convulaive  breathing — then  a 

t  wbite  hand  hurriedly  withdrew  tbe  rose-bud  from 

glossy  resting-place,  and  it  fell  at  bis  feet ; 
^be  looked  up  to  thank  tbe  gentle  donor,  but  she 
Ijtad  already  disappeared  ;  in  another  instant  the 
I  casement  closed,  and  all  was  darkness ! 

Fitzmoms  slowly  quitted  his  station :  a  new 
■  anotioD  possessed  him  wholly ;  so  youug,  so  beau- 
lliful,  so  beyond  all  which  he  had  ever  pictured 
Kto  himself  of  woman,  was  the  vision  that  be  had 
l.gazed  upon  this  night !  And  she  bad  not  spumed 
[at  hia  first  efforts  to  attract  her  notice;   she  had 
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even  shown  bini  tiiat  they  were  not  dtspleasin^ 
(o  her ;  and  she  h&d  done  it  so  gracefully — with 
such  a  mixture  of  momentary  abandonment,  and 
redeeming  modesty,  tliat  the  fancy,  if  not  the 
heart  of  Fitzraorria,  was  thralled  at  once !  There 
was  such  a  mingling  of  the  real  and  the  romatitic 
in  this,  his  first  adventure  in  Portugal,  that  he 
felt  like  some  being  translated  by  magic  into  jfl 
new  world  of  thought  and  imagination. 

The  following  day  every  occurrence  appeared 
doubly  vapid  and  common-place ;  the  conversa- 
tion of  hia  companions  was  soullcas,  tedious,  and 
uninteresting;  he  seemed  to  stand  alone — none 
could  enler  into  his  feelings,  or  comprehend  them ; 
he  heai'd  his  brother-officers  expatiating  on  bad 
quarters,  close  streets,  and  all  the  petty  annoy- 
ances which  serve  to  make  up  the  sum  of  earthly 
evil  when  greater  ills  are  wantuig,  and  he  only 
wondered  that  they  should  look  on  Lisbon  save 
us  enchanted  land — for  him,  it  was  summer  even 
now !  the  sun  gorgeous,  and  the  T 
of  molten  silver. 
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Thus  the  day  passed  ;  and  the  evening  again 
Ibtiad  him  in  the  Rua  do, — beneath  the  coBement 
ofhis  beautiful  unknown;  from  her  he  had  imbibed 
new  existence  : — all  was  light  and  music  around 
him — his  Borrows  were  foi^otten — one  thought, 
one  feeling  alone  possessed  him  ;  and  he  awaited 
hour  af^r  hour  the  re-appearance  of  the  lovely 
vision,  with  an  anitety  which  doubled,  in  his 
idea,  the  term  of  her  absence :  but,  this  night, 
Fitzmorris  awaited  it  in  viun ;  hour  after  hour 
sped  on,  and  the  guitar  was  silent,  and  the  case- 
ment dark ;  and  he  turned  at  length  reluctantly 
away,  with  a  heart-sickness  which  he  dared  not 
avow  even  to  himself. 

Another  day  slowly  waned  to  a  close,  and  Fitz^ 
morris  suffered  himself  to  be  included  in  the 
party  which  his  brother-officers  had  formed  to 
Bt.  Carlos,  He  was  an  enthusiast  in  music,  and 
he  entered  the  theatre  with  an  emotion  of  anti- 
cipating pleasure ;  the  opera  had  already  com- 
menced, and,  scarcely  conscious  of  the  motive 
which  impelled   him  to  do  so,  he   ran  his  eyes 
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eagerly  over  the  whole  house :  for  a  time  be 
could  (lietioguisli  little,  save  the  outlines  of  the 
figures  which  thronged  the  boxes,  owing  to  the 
faint  light ;  but  at  length  the  search  proved  suc- 
cessful— it  must  be  so — those  large,  dark,  paa- 
sionate  eyes — that  classical  and  pallid  brow — 
that  small,  soft,  exquisitely  moulded  hand,  now 
pillowing  a  cheek  as  white,  could  Ijcloug  only  to 
hb  beautiful  unknown  !  Nor  was  the  gaze  of 
Fitzmopris  the  only  one  which  now  lingered  on  the 
striking,  but  melancholy,  countenance  of  the  young 
Portuguese;  and  lie  saw,  with  an  irrepressible 
emotion,  that  her  cheek  crunsoned  as  she  chanced 
to  meet  the  fixed  and  ailmiriug  look  of  his  com- 
panions : — for  a  moment  she  remained  with 
averted  eyes  apparently  absorbed  by  the  business 
of  the  stage,  and  then  suddenly  drawing  forward 
the  veil  which  fell  upon  her  shoulders,  she  threw 
itJightly  across  her  brow,  and  it  hid  from  Fiti- 
morris  the  only  face  upon  which  he  had  ever 
looked  in  aught  save  indifference. 

"  Pretty  coquette!"  laughed  out  some  of  hia 
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ipht-faearted  friends:     but  he  remembered  only 
that  ehe  bad  passed  bim  over  unrecognized,  and 
l,|irobably  anibought  on ;  be  could  not  brook  the 
^idea ;  and  he  hastily  drew  a  faded  rosebud  from 
Wids   breast,  and  fastened  it  conspicuously  among 
I  the  omanieotji  of  bis  dress  :  as  he  was   busied  in 
L  Slaking  the  arrangement,  his  ear  caught  from  the 
■Mage  the  very  air  in  which  he  had  breathed  out 
,  •  response  to   the    minstrelsy    of  his  beautiful 
stranger :  he  looked  eagerly  towards  her — thfi  veil 
was  thrown  back  for  a  moment^ — her  eye    rested 
I   ID   instant   on  the  rosebud  which    he  still  held 
f  faalf  unfaatened  in  bis  hand,  and  then  met  his: 
it  WBB  enough !  a  faint  smile   played    upon  the 
pensive  countenance,  and  the  veil  again  fell   jea- 
lously over  it. 

Neither  the  smile  nor  the  rosebud  were  unob- 
served by  hia  gay  associates :  light  jests,  and 
I  ^rtive  congratulations  sounded  in  the  ears  of 
Fitmnorrie,  but  he  heeded  them  not:  he  waa 
■bsorbed  by  a  new  feeling,  and  all  tones  save 
I  those  which  he  had  so  lately  learned  to  love  paesed 
him  by  as  idly  as  the  wind. 
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What  availd  it  to  procrastinate?  Fitzmorris 
soon  gained  an  interest  in  the  young  and  guile- 
less heart  of  Donna  Retade and  he  learnt  her 

hifitory  from  her  own  lips  on  a  6ne  clear  evening 
in  the  commencement  of  Febniarj-;  she  had  given 
to  him  from  the  balcony,  a  small  key,  tied  with 
a  bow  of  white  ribbon ;  this  key  opened  a  door 
in  the  high  wall,  which  stretched  along  on  one 
side  of  the  house ;  and  beyond  the  gai-den  which 
it  enclosed— a  cold,  blank,    formal,  terrace-like 
epace — was  a    beautiful  orange  grove.     Unlike 
the  February  of  our  own  ungenial  climate,  Lisbon 
was  even  then  rich  in  verdure,  and  gay  with  the 
sweet  spring    flowers.       Fitzmorris  would  have 
selected  just  such  a  s])ot   for  his  first  meetii^  1 
with  the  dark-eyed  beauty  ;    but  thus  chosen  bf  I 
herself,  how  doubly  rich  was  the   deep   foliaga-l 
of   the    trees,  how    doubly    redolent  were 
flowers  with  perfume ! 

He  awaited  not  long  the  coming  of  hwl 
gentle  mistress;  her  step  was  hurried,  and  harl 
breathing  quick  and  agitated :  a  long  veil  i 
cast  over  her  head,  and  fell  gracefully  on  h«  1 
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,  hoaldera:  &ad  her  figure  was  enveloped  in  : 
I  mantle  of  sable  velvet.  Fitzmorria  looked  on 
f  ber,  Bilent  from  excess  of  feeling,  as  she  ap- 
I  proached  Mm  in  the  clear  cold  light  of  a.  spring 
I  nooQ  —  there  was  something    almost  unearthly 

I  in   her  dark    figure   gliding    uoiselesaly    along, 
striking    relief  against    the    cloudless    sky, 

[  and    the     eilver-topped   trees     quivering  in   the 

*  light. 

"  Englishman,"  she  swd  in  a  low  tone,  "  yo 
know  not  what  I   risk  in  thus  meetmg  you — I 
scarcely  know   myself — but   of  you,   at   least   1 
have   no   fear, — " 

Fitzmorria  could  have  listened  to  her  for 
ever — surely  eo  sweet  a  voice  had  never  fallen 
apoQ  his  ear  before!  and  she  stood  beside  him 
with  her  small  white  baud  resdng  upon  his 
arm :  and  her  dark  eyes  raised  to  hia,  full  of 
the  aseurance  which  ber  lips  had  breathed ; 
aod  the  low,  soft  Italian— that  language  which 
his  mother  loved!  all  gave  such  a  nameless 
charm  to  her  beauty,  sufficient,  more  than  suf- 


ficient  of  itself,  that  he  continued  silent  leet  I 
glioulft  break  the  spell. 

"  You  wish  to  knov  my  history,  Englii 
man :  and  painful  as  will  be  the  reciu 
I  owe  it  to  your  generous  attachment,  to  ; 
diuDterested  regard  for  a  sad  and  spirit-brok( 
stranger.  Listen  to  me  then ;  and  when  < 
your  return  to  your  own  brave  and  beautiful 
land,  you  feel  a  mother's  tear  upon  your  cheek, 
and  a  father's  clasp  upon  your  hand,  should  yon 
chance  to  thiuk  upon  her  who  now  addresses 
you,  you  will  think,  alas !  on  one  to  whom  $ 
happiness  vjas  never,  can  never  be  known — " 

There  was  a  momentarj'  silence;  the  <juiA* 
and  convulsive  breathing  of  Fitimorris  rendered 
all   attempt    at  reply   impossible,   and    he    onlj_ 
looked  eagerly  towards  his  companion  as  i 
urge  her  to  proceed. 

"  I  had  been  told,"  pursued  the  sweet  i; 
"  to  give    these   sacred    names    to   those  ■ 
whom  1  pass  my  life — but  my  heart  coldly  c 
back  iheir  claim.     I  knew,  I  felt,  that  I  was  not 
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leir  child — we  had  nothing  in  common;  even 
while  the  affections  of  my  natnre  were  ready  to 
nrell  forth  like  pent-up  water,  they,  nevertheless, 
leased  to  pour  out  their  fulhiess  upon  beibga 
like  those  who  claimed  from  me  obedience  aud 
respect ;  the  first  it  was  easy  to  yield,  and  I 
yielded  it  without  a  struggle — but  my  respect, 
like  my  affections,  was  beyond  their  controul. 
There  b  a  son  too — heavens !  that  I  should  l»e 
asked  to  give  a  brother's  right  to  such  a  wretch  ! 
Merer — though  I  were  cast  on  the  world,  aa 
alien  from  every  house,  and  from  every  heart, 
never  could  I  have  done  this  1  There  were  times 
when  methought  he  lauded  my  beauty  with 
•omewhat  more  than  a  brother's  praise;  young 
as  I  am,  I  dared  to  tell  him  this — and  he  replied : 
— I  w  ill  disguise  nothing  from  you ;  stranger  as 
you  wotdd  appear  in  the  cold  eyes  of  a  misjudg- 
uig  world,  I  cannot  look  on  you  as  such — the 
lieart  does  not  mete  out  its  friendship  or  its 
affections  by  given  dates ;  at  least  mine  does  not. 
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Francisco  answered  me  in  as  high  a  tone:  "he 
was  not  my  brother!" — I  bounded  from  the  earth 
with  delight: — the  cold,  harsh,  ungeiiial  epirits 
witli  whom  I  was  associated  were  bound  to  me 
by  no  tiee  of  kindred. — But,  who  then  was  ] 
Others,  even  the  vilest  of  their  kind,  had  i 
sweet  bond  to  knit  them  to  their  fellows — some" 
<rentle  claim,  some  heart -awakening  tie,  to  unite 
them  with  loving  and  I>eIoTed  ones — but  1  < 
ainiie!  Il  is  a  cheerless  word,  Signor,  ■ 
wherefore  Bhould  I  linger  with  my  tale?  It  n 
to  tell  yon  all  tliat  I  have  met  you  here — to  bid 
you  a  long,  a  final  farewell ; — to  thank  you  for 
the  only  iiiomentfi  of  companionship  my  isola 
heart  has  ever  known — and  to  ask  of  you,  i 
your  brighter  fortunes,  to  remember  me  with  p 
and  with  regard." 

"Talk  not  thus;"  esclaimed  Fitzmorris,  " 
must  not  part — if  the  home  which  I  offer  to  ] 
be  not  one  of  splendour,  it  shall,  nevertheless,  \ 
one  of  happiness :  leave  these  stern  guardians. 
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this  iosoloit  Francisco ; — tniBt  to  my  passionate 
love— lo  my  unalterable  affection — " 

"  Iq  pi^  Bay  no  more ;  "  interposed  the  beau- 
il  PortngTieae:  "you  guess  not  to  what  you  are 
■bout  to  pledge  yourself,  I  know  your  nation: 
1 18, 1  know  It  by  books;  child  as  I  am  in  years, 
!f  hare  lived  on  with  so  little  to  engage  my 
Iboaghts  or  my  affections,  that  1  have  looked  for 
alyMts  of  excitement  and  of  love  among  the  great 
the  g»od  of  other  countries;  I  have  learnt  that 
men  of  yours  are  haughty,  and  jealous  of  their 
our :  I  have  valued  them  for  these  very 
idee  —  perhaps  also  I  had  another  and  a 
T  cause. — Women  may  smile  with  the  gay, 
lauvfa  out  with  the  light-hearted,  but  there 
"  »  a  deeper,  a  holier  feeling  within  their  breasts, 
which  sickens  at  the  gaud  and  glitter  of  the 
world, — that  feeling  have  you  awakened  in  mine, 
Snglishman,  and  while  one  pulse  throbs,  it  will 
to  exi^t  there.  But  why  do  1  tell  you 
tlust  Had  I  beea  other  than  I  am,  I  should 
Inve  ahrank  from  such  an  avowal ;  but  now, 
F  2 
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thanks  to  the  undying  misery  which  is  gna' 
away  ray  heart-strings,  I  can  make  it  without 
blush." 

"  What  fearful  mystery  is  this  ?  "   hurrit 
demanded  Fitzmorria. 

"You  have  rightly  named  it;"  said  Dc 
Reta  bitterly:  "but  it  must  be  a  mystery  no 
longer — I  owe  its  solution  alike  to  you  and  to 
myself;  hear  it  then — Francisco  told  me  all — 
the  withering  truth,  couched  as  it  was  in  coarae 
and  heartless  words,  fell  upon  my  spirit  with  all 
the  weight  of  bitterness,  which  even  he,  in  the 
violence  of  his  revenge,  could  wish — Can  you 
not  guess  it,  Englishman  ?  —  Nay,  then,"  she 
whispered,  as  she  met  hia  bewildered  look,  "  1 

must  indeed  put  it  inio  words father  or  mo^i! 

iber  shall  I  never  know — never — to  spare  a 
iher's  pride,  and  a  mother's  famel" 

She  paused,  and  a  low  convulsive  sob  met 
enT  of  her  companion ;  he  did  not  speak,  but 
folded  his  arms  round  her,  and  her  head  sank 
heavily  on  hia  shoulder ;    the  low  breeze  swept 
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langnidljr  and  monotonously  througli  the  orange 
uid  the  cold,  still  moon  shed  its  light  full 
on  the  pale  face  of  the  beautiful  Portuguese ;  a 
large  tear  fell  on  her  cheek,  and  Fitzmorris 
wiped  it  away  in  silence — his  heart  scarcely  beat 
— his  senses  were  stunned— a  fatal  question  fal- 
tered on  his  tongue,  and  he  could  not  ask  it. 
Suddenly  the  hour  chimed  from  the  belfry  of  a 
neiKhbouring  convent,  and  Donna  Rcta  started 
ID  dismay — "  So  soon — but  perhaps  it  is  better 
•o;"  and  she  turned  hurriedly  to  depart. 

"Slay  but  one  moment;"  gasped  out  Fitz- 
ntorris,  "  why  do  you  thus  speak  in  a  language 
which  is  foreign  to  the  country  in  wliich  you 
lira?" 

*'  Francisco  says,"  replied  the  lady  faintly, 
"  that  it  was  my  mother's  wish,  because  she 
loved  it.'' 

Fitzmorris  clung  tremblti^ly  to  a  tree,  as  be 
grm^ted  her  arm  to  detain  her:  "Tell  me  that 
tnother's  name  ? " 

"Never — this  alone  1  must  not  di\-ulge,  even 
0  jou." 


"  Raeh  girl !  you  muat — or,  answer  me — wm 
it  this?" — and  his  every  feature  was  convuUe<l, 
as  he  breathed  into  lier  ear  in  a  efarill  whiqier, 
the  name  of  his  own. 

"Let  me  go !"  screamed  the  affrighted  girl, 
as  she  cowered  beneath  his  fixed  and  deathlike 
gaze  ;  but  he  held  her  fast :  "  who  and  what  are 
you  7  Witness  heaven  that  1  have  never  goffered 
that  name  to  pass  my  lips,  even  in  my  dreama — " 

*'  It  is  enough  : "  said  Fitzmorrig,  in  a  boarte 
and  hollow  accent;  "I  have  guesaed  rightly — 
what  had  I  to  do  with  affection  or  with  happi- 
ness I — what  had  I  to  do  with  thee? — Was  not 
the  world  wide  enough,  tlutt  we  have  thus  jostW 
each  other  in  the  path  of  life  t  Was  not  the 
red-hot  iron  of  disgrace  yet  deeply  enough 
stricken  into  my  soul,  that  it  needed  this  new, 
this  mortal  plunge?  From  my  boyhood  the  brand 
has  withered  me — the  seal  of  misery  and  shame 
VSB  set  on  my  brow  even  at  my  birtli,  uid  yean 
caimot  wear  away  its  impress — other  men  ar« 
bom  amid  smiles,  and  hopes,  and  endearments — 
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I  came  into  Uie  world  only  to  be  greeted  with 
teare,  and  coldness,  and  regret— and  now,  tlie 
brightest,  the  dearest  visiou  of  my  manliood — 
bai  I  must  fulfil  my  destiny,  even  if  it  lead  on  to 
nutdneae — you  have  indeed  said  wisely — we  meet 
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"  Yet,  yet,"  eaclaimed  the  Boul-stricken  girl, 
as  the  tears  of  bitterness  coursed  each  other  down 
ber  blanched  cheek,  "  look  not  on  me  thus  with 
loathing — have  mercy  on  my  bursting  heart — I, 
Kt  least,  am  innocent." — 

*'  Innocent !  "  echoed  Fitzmorris,  in  a  tone  of 
4eep  Lendernem,  "  aye,  as  the  babe  upon  its  mo- 
tlier's  bosom-^innocent,  most  innocent !  And  yet, 
Reta,  you  have  said  that  yon  loved  me*' — 

*'  Deeply — devotedly — "  murnmred  the  weep 
inggirl. 

"  Hnsh — not  a  word  !"  almost  shrieked  Filz- 
morri*,  as  he  pressed  his  hand  upon  her  Ups, 
"hate  me — loathe  me — spurn  me,  as  you  would 
a  reptile  from  your  path — and  then,  then,  all 
may  yet  be  well ;— girl !  girl !"  he  added  wildly. 
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"  you  know  not  Low  deeply,  how  daninedly  yon 
have  sinned — how  we  have  bolh  Binned — and  yet, 
Oh  no,  you  at  are  least  guiltless  ; — you  are  free 
from  taiut — just  Providence!  are  these  the  after- 
fruits  of  crime  ? — Come  hither,  frightened  one ; 
nay,  shrink  not  from  me — were  it  not  my  late,  a 
fate  which  1  can  neither  evade  nor  counteract,  I 
would  die  ere  my  lips  should  utter  one  word  to 
thee  in  aught  save  gentleness ;  but  my  path, 
thoniy  though  it  be,  is  plain. — I  must  tell  ihee 
all,  though  the  words  wither  thee.  —  Come 
hither." —  And  the  trembling  girl  instinctively 
obeyed,  as  Fitzmorrit-,  bending  over  her,  whie- 
pered  into  her  ear  the  fatal  truth.  For  a  second, 
her  dry  and  diluted  eyes  looked  wildly  into  liis; 
in  the  next  she  fell  senselesa  in  hia  arms.  Fiia- 
raorris  hung  over  her  in  agony;  the  momen- 
tary excitement  of  horror  and  hopelessnes^i  failed 
beneath  affection — "  Reta,"  he  breathed  out  pain- 
fully, '*  my  first,  my  only — ah  !  my  brain  bums 

— speak  to  me,  my liittr ! — but  one  word — 

but  one. — And  yet,    no,   it  is  better,  far  betlw 
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thus — let  the  anguiah  of  our  parting  he  all  my 
own — surely  I  can  bear  even  this ;  I"  who  hare 
been  tutored  in  sufiering  for  years." 

For  a  moment  he  sank  on  his  knee,  and  re- 
maiiied  gazing  Usedly  on  the  senseless  form 
which  he  supported — for  &  moment  he  presuwl 
his  lips  to  her  brow,  and  to  her  cheek  :  and  then, 
with  a  convulsive  effort,  he  bore  her  to  the  ter- 
race near  the  house,  and  beat  forcibly  on  the 
d«or:  in  the  next  inetant,  drawing  his  cap 
deeper  on  his  brow,  he  sprang  through  the  gate 
b;  which  he  had  entered  the  garden,  and  disap- 
peared. 

Id  a  short  time  orders  were  received  for  the 
British  troops  to  move  np  the  country,  and  Fitz- 

QDB  went  with  liis  regiment 
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f  To  me  there  is  no  higher  gratification  than  that 

I  «r  flnding  myself  on  a  good  horse,  with  a  blue 

laky  over  my  head,  and  the  breeze  of  heaven  play 

I  ing  about  my  forehead  ;  the  pleasure  is  certainly 

l.«nbanced,  (in  the  event  of  one's  Iwing  compelle<I 

llfi  keep  to  the  highway,)  by  a  smooth  Macadam. 

■bed  road ;  but  so  intrinsically  English  a  luxury 

f  would  have  been  looked  for  in  vain  in  the  land 

of  oranges  and  guitars,  and  accordingly  we  were 

content  to  exhibit  our  horsemanship,  and  save 

our  necks,   as  we  might.       Apropos  of  roadit — 

Sir  John  Milley  Doyle,  who   endeavoured   with 
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all  his  heart  to  make  the  Ponuguese 
the  meaning  of  the  word  "  comfort,"  or  to  estab- 
lish £ome  synonymous  term ;  succeeded,  with  some 
difficulty,  in  persuading  the  government  to  allow 
htm  to  make  a  very  excellent  road  from  List 
to  Cintra — the  Richmond  of  Portugal — but 
fortunately  for  his  speculation,  he  also  built 
turn  pike -house,  and  a  toll  of  some  farthing  and  a 
half  English  was  demanded  for  the  passage  of 
«very  horse  or  carriage,  travelliug  by  the  Catfi 
Keai* — he  might  as  well  have  attempted  to 
fiate  a  Cherokee  Indian  into  the  mysteries  of  »' 
Cabriolet.  //  Senkor  could  not  compreliend  the 
utility  of  paying  at  so  exorbitant  a  rate  for  the 
poor  gratification  of  accomplishing  a  journey 
without  endangering  his  limbs ;  and  consequent!] 
preferred  making  a  circuit  of  some  three  or 
miles  "over  bank,  bush,  and  scaur,"  to  pai 
from  his  tneia  vititem  +  so  very  unnecessarily. 

Sir  John's  road  has,  meanwhile,   caused  me 
lo  diverge  from  my  own ;  for  on  leaving  Lisbon, 
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travelled  in  a  totally  ilifftrent  direction,  where 
there  had  been  do  attempt  at  turnpikes;  and 
where  it  was  by  uo  means  unustinl  for  us  to  be 
extremely  myalitied  as  to  wlietber  we  were  on 
ie  road  or  off  it.  Our  first  day's  journey 
inuinated  at  the  village  of  Alverca ;  it  was 
Bite  dusk  before  we  arrived ;  and  the  mules 
ith  our  baggage  having  proved  very  refractory, 
id  not  euter  the  village  untU  past  ten  at  night. 
iMreful  were  the  disasters  to  which  we  were 
doomed  to  listen,  from  worn-out  servants,  of  over- 
crows, and  breakages,  and  soiled  bedding — all 
.Ae  miseries  attendant  on  vicious  uiules,  and  nn- 
accuatomed  muleteers;  we  were,  however,  in  i 
mood  for  bewidling  these  petty  misfortunes,  for 
we  were  tired  and  hungry,  and  forthwith  com- 
menced operations  for  making  a  true  truvtiller'^ 
meal. 

There  was  a  very  fine  Quinta  *  in  the  village, 
but  the  family  to  whom  it  belonged  were  absent, 
and  the  house  was  left  to  the  care  of  the  gardener 
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and  lua  wife;  civility  &n(l  emp^  rooms  were  tS 
which  could  be  procured  at  the  Quinta,  and  the!« 
were  freely  offered ;  but  my  fatlier  preferred 
taking  up  his  abode  is  the  snug  dwelling  of  a 
very  courteous  elderly  gentlewoman,  a  widow 
with  one  son,  who  was  the  great  lady  of  Alvei 
wheneTer,  as  frequently  happened,  the  Dot 
del  Qiiinta  *  was  absent.  Knowing  that  we  w€re 
near  the  village  of  Bucellae,  we  enquired  of  the 
Seiihora  whether  we  could  obtain  any  wine  fr 
thence;  she  immediately  volunteered  to  su] 
US,  whicli  she  did  very  liberally,  but  on  our 
offering  to  pay  for  the  wine  she  was  extremely 
indignant,  and  assured  us  that  she  was  rich  enough 
to  enable  her  to  be  hospitable — of  course  we  made 
a  thousand  apologies,  which  were  very  graciously 
received ;  and  the  old  lady  seated  herself  on 
right  hand  of  my  father,  literally,  as  the  Pol 
giiese  express  it,  "  to  see  us  eat :"  a  most  irksotoe 
piece  of  politeness,  which  they  consider  as  the 
greatest  attention  you  can  receive  at  their  hai 

*  Lady  of  the  viUa. 


rere 
the 
frodCH 

our 
nely 
tugh 
lade 
usly   ^^ 


ASD    1T3    GOVERNOR. 


vu  iille  to  ask  her  to  partake  of  oar  repast, 
it  was  Saturday,  and  our  heretical  meal  was 


When  we  rose  from  table,  we  were  not  a  little 
pmused  to  find   that  the  money,  which  after  it 

I  been  positively  declined  by  the  Senhora,  my 
^ther  had  laid  down  beside  him,  without  giving 
I  another  thought,  bad  dieappeared;  by  which 
Circumstanee  we  discovered,   that,  according   to 

:  Eocial  tactics  of  the  Portuguese,  it  was  more 
aristocratic  to  purloin  money  tbau  to  receive  it  as 
L  gift,  or  as  a  remuneration.  We  took  the  hint, 
id  never  found  it  fail, 

When  we  retired  for  the  night,  I  Wiis  not  a 
little  disturbed  by  the  discovery  tliat  the  chamber 
destined  for  my  father  was  the  only  imoccupied 
room  in  the  house  all  the  spare  apartments  being 
6Ued  with  com,  vegetables,  fruits,  and  tla.\.  In 
ftig  dilemma,  the  good  lady,  wbo  appeared  to 
Aink  that  the  camera  muilo  benitof  which  she 
•  bad  given  up  to  us,  was  quite  large  enough  to 
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accommodate  so  limited  a  family  aa  ours,  nertr- 
theleas  olfered  to  sliare  her  own  room  with  me,  in 
the  event  of  my  preferring  such  an  arrangement; 
I  stipulated  for  a  second  bed,  and  at  once  availed 
myself  of  her  proposal.  I  am  no  whit  a  heroine ; 
aud  I  felt  my  heart  beat  inconveniently  thick  as 
I  traversed  two  or  three  rooms,  each  one  sepa- 
rating me  more  and  more  from  my  father,  before 
I  arrived  at  the  one  in  which  I  was  to  pass  the 
night:  1  hRd  never  been  beyond  Lisbon  before; 
and  1  had  heard  certain  little  uncomfortable  anec- 
dotes of  Portuguese  stilettos,  and  Portuguese  trea- 
chery, which  now  kept  their  station  in  my  me- 
mory most  pertinaciouely :  nor  did  my  survey  of 
the  chamber  ser^'e  at  all  to  re-assure  me  :  it  was 
like  a  Chinese  Pagoda,  all  doors  and  windows ; 
not  a  lock  nor  a  bolt  to  be  seen — the  windows  un- 
shuttered, and  the  doors  unshut!  Had  I  been 
less  weary  than  I  was,  I  am  quite  sure  that  I 
ihoiild  never  have  had  courage  to  trust  myself 
with  sleep ;  but  worn  out  by  the  day's  exertion 
i   threw   ravself  on  the  bed    wir.ch  the  Senhora 
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bad  faaMily  caused  to  be  prepared  for  me  on  the 
floor,  and  wrs  soon  as  sound  unleep  as  though 
there  hod  been  but  one  door  or  window  to  the 
room.  I  awoke  suddenly  with  a  strong  light  flasb- 
iag  in  my  eyes :  I  looked  up,  bat  I  closed  them 
«^:ua  in  an  agony  of  fear,  and  1  really  thought 
tbu  I  beheld  the  rcrj'  etubodyment  of  all  my 
lerrora — a  tall,  powerfnl,  dark  man,  was  standing 
with  a  lamp  in  his  hand,  and  his  lai^e  Haebing 
<  eyes  fijted  upon  me  with  an  expression  of 
moet  intense  wonder ;  but  I  was  somewhat 
aoinrorted  by  the  voice  of  our  hostess,  bidding  him 
on ;  and  I  thiii,  made  the  pleasant  discovery 
that  the  camera  of  the  lady  of  the  house  was  a 
iboroagbfare  to  all  the  apartmente  tenanted  by 
the  &inity.     As  the  following  day  was  Sunday,  we 

I  did  not  {troceed  on  our  journey,  and  t  had  con- 
■r^vently   the    comfortable    prospect  of  p&Esing 
another  night  in  tJie  same  manner. 
TTie  old  lady  had  talked  much  of  her  son;  and 
about  noon  on  Sunday  he  made  his  appearance. 


1 
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bourbood;  and  Aummoneci  home  by  his  mother  lo 
look  at  an  EDgli&hwomaa !  He  was  a  fine  young 
man  of  eighteen  or  nineteen,  and  appeared  most 
anxious  to  make  an  agreeable  impression  upon  us. 
After  having  eacorted  us  over  the  fine  gardens  and 
orangeries  of  the  Quinta,  and  veil  nigh  made  me 
sick  with  a  sweet  lemon,  a  dead,  mnsk-flavonred 
fruit  much  prized  by  the  Portugese  ladies ;  who 
have  a  peculiar,  though  by  no  means  an  el^ant 
method,  of  concentrating  its  sickly  flavour  as  they 
eat  it,  by  pricking  it  with  a  pin,  and  then  sucking 
the  juice  and  pulp  Tery  skilfully  through  the 
almost  invisible  aperture ;  and  expressed  his 
adaiimtiou  alike  of  us,  and  of  all  that  be- 
longed to  us,  he  suddenly  recollected  that  be 
could  shew  us  something  which  would  very  much 
divert  ue.  Back  we  accordingly  went  to  his  mo- 
ther's bouse,  and  left  the  beautiful  orange-grovp, 
in  which  we  were  walking  when  the  thought 
struck  him ;  the  young  Seiihor,  with  a  smile  of 
great  self-gratulation,  and  the  rest  of  our  party 
with   the  easily  -  awakened   anticipation    of  wit- 
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□eissiog  some  nfttional  custom,  or  perhaps  sport, 
which  would,  to  us,  be  both  new  and   carious. 
As  we  entered  the  house,  our  youthful  cicerone 
aatd  a  few  hurried  words  to  his  mother,  who  ap- 
peared to  enter  with  great  alacrity  into  his  scheme ; 
he  theu  left  us  for  about  ten  minutes,  and  Bub- 
■equently  returned  carrying   a  rabbit,  a  boy  fol- 
lowing him  with  a  weasel ;  the  animals  were  let 
U>oee  in  the  room,  and  the  scene  which  ensued 
may   be   imagined :    the   misei-ahle  little  victim, 
bewildered  by  so  strange  a  locality,  fell  an  easy 
rey  to  its  subtle  enemy ;  and  1  hud  only  time  to 
1  over  the  threshold  before  it  gave  its  death- 
|ibriek.     The  astonishment   and   the  disappoint- 
I  nent  of  the  widow's  son  at  my  anlooked-for  exit 
I  were  extreme :  and  I  fouud  that  1  ought  to  have 
■  been  highly  dehghted ;  I  only  know  that  1  was 
Iwost  excessively  disgusted,  and   heartily  wished 
I  kotb  the  rabbit  and  the  weasel  free  iu  the  wild 
^  woods. 

On  the  third  day  from  our  leaving  Lisbon, 
Lafier  rather    a    fatiguing  journey,  we    reached 
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Villa  Nova,  where  we  expected  to  remain  for 
the  night ;  but  as  we  were  preparing  to  alight,  ihe 
Juizde Fora*  of  the  town  made  his  appearance, 
and  with  infliiite  soleaiuity,  and  a  thouaand 
grunaces,  assured  us  that  it  wa*  impossible  we 
could  be  accommodated  even  till  the  next  day, 
as  he  could  uot  provide  stabling  for  more  than 
eighteen  horses,  greatly  as  he  was  chagrined 
that  he  must  add  another  league  to  our  day's 
march : — however,  "  the  league  was  a  verj 
little  one,  and  we  should  find  excellent  atM- 
bliiig,  and  moreover  splendid  apartments,  at 
a  Quiiita  built  by  one  of  the  Kings  of  Portugal 
for  the  puqwse  of  enjoying  private  and  exclusive 
Bull-fights !  The  Quirita  was  ttiuilo  linilii,f  and 
the  Sen/ior  Governadore  would  take  care  that 
we  should  be  very  comfortable."  We  subsequently 
discovered,  without  any  very  great  surprise,  thai 
the  town  abounded  in  stabling ;  it  wna  however 
determined  that  we  should  at  once  proceed  to 
the  Quiiita. 


t  Very  pretlj. 
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The  road  leading  to  this  rojal  establishment 
,  ■trange  to  say,  moderately  good ;  and  the 
»gue,  as  strangely,  really  did  prove  to  be  a 
trtf  little  one;  a  fact,  of  which  the  vehement 
Burances  of  the  Juiz  had  by  no  means  con- 
littced  u^ ;  I  was,  indinduatly,  too  much  ex- 
cited by  the  novelty  of  all  around  me  to  heed 
a  little  additional  fatigue,  and  rejoiced  at  the 
diance  of  seeing   so  singular  a  building.     T)ie 

IQftiiita  proved  to  be  tolerably  extensive,  and  stood 
ia  the  centre  of  the  largest  piece  of  grass  land 
vfaitJi  I  ever  remember  to  have  seen  in  Portugal ; 
k  luxury  icbich  was  duly  appreciated  by  both 
tnpeds  and  quadrupeds. 

We  rode  round  the  building,  knocked  at 
two  doors,  and  encountered  only  a  couple  of  pigs 
— it  was  evident  that  the  Seiihor  Governadore 
Hd  not  pride  himself  on  "  the  pomp  and  circum- 
stance" of  state  : — at  length  we  made  our  way 
into  a  large  quadrangular  square,  surrounded  on 
three  sides  by  stables,  in  one  of  which  we  found 
Iwo   horses;    and   on  the    fourth  by  a  ten-aced 
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wall  guarded   by   a    Mrong    iron-railing  on   its 
sanunit. 

The  guide  wbom  the  Juiz  bad  sent  with  ns 
Kt  length  found  a  peasant  who  it  appeared  had 
charge  of  the  Quiata,  and  a  new  difficulty  pre- 
^nled  itself;  stabling  there  wag  in  abuuilance,  of 
which  we  had  already  taken  pofisesi^ion,  but  this 
was  all,  as  //  Govemadorc  always  kept  the  keys 
of  the  habitable  portion  of  tlie  establiBhuient,  and 
he  resided  at  Azembougie,  a  town  distant  about 
two  leagues;  a  man  was  immediately  dispatched 
on  horseback  to  procure  them  (for  after  some 
time  had  elapsed,  two  peasants  who  on  seeing 
our  approach  had  hidden  themselves,  made  their 
appearance) ;  and  meanwhile  we  seated  ourselves 
on  the  terrace,  and  prepared  to  eat  our  dinner 
al/retco,  under  a  perfect ^itk  dejoie  of  assurances 
from  the  great  man's  deputy,  that  when  the 
Senhor  GovernadoTe  arrived,  we  could  have  all 
which  we  might  require,  as  there  was  "everj 
thing"  in  the  Quinta.  He  was  an  honest, 
weather-beaten-looking    old  man,  with  a  meny 


ASO    ITS   COTERNOR, 

eve  aod  a  ready  hand  which  won  wme  lestons  for 
)iim  before  we  parted. 

By  the  tinie  that  the  animals  were  uoladen, 
the  crockery  and  "  creature-comforts  "  collected, 
wad  our  party  seated  on  portmanteaux,  boxes,  and 
baddit^,  the  messenger  returned,  having  made 
a  •hort  eat  across  the  country ;  and  after  some 
iriffiag  delay,  we  were  admitted  into  a  i 
the  Qmnta,  containing  an  enormous  painted  deal 
dming-table,  and  about  twenty  heavy,  bigh- 
I  lacked  chairs. 

The  building  consisted  of  two  wings,  united 
I  bgr  a  terrace :  beneath  which  were  the  courts  or 
which  the  Bulls  were  confined  and 
ided,  iireviously  to  their  being  turned  out  into 
)  great  B4]uare  for  the  purpose  of  the  Bull- 
And  for  the  anniseinent  and  con- 
e  of  the  high  personages  who  might  be 
lireseDt  at  the  sport,  there  were  railed  openings 
ftom  the  terrace  to  the  courta  beneath  it,  through 
wbidl  the;  couUl  enjoy  the  spectacle  of  the 
goadisg ;  or,  m  the  event  of  their  being  decided 
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amateurs,  individually  aBsigt  in  the  conrlly  di> 
versions  of  tliis  retail  torture,  before  the  majestic 
and  maddened  animals  were  exposed  to  more 
vulgar  eyes ! 

There  appears  to  have  been  great  eti<]uette 
observed  at. the  Quinla  during  its  occupation:  as 
we  were  informed  that  one  wing  of  the  building 
was  sacred  to  the  Royal  Family,  while  the  other 
accommodated,  or  rather  incommoded  their  entire 
suite.  I  think  the  last  word  is  the  most  appro 
priated,  for  I  am  speaking  of  a  nest  of  rooms  tike 
pigeon-houses,  and  somewhat  similarly  arranged; 
eacli  frequently,  as  the  deputy  assured  us, 
tenanted  by  three  individuals — and  this  in  Por- 
tugal ! 

From  the  arena,  a  narrow  stair  of  etoae  leads 
up  to  the  terrace ;  and  we  were  told  an  impossiUe 
tale  of  a  Bull  having  once  nearly  ascended  the 
whole  of  the  flight ;  fortunately  however,  ke 
stuck:  this  poition  of  narrative  was  the  nwtt 
feasible,  aa  the  ascent  was  inconveniently  narrow, 
<^v«n  for  a  well-conditioned  biped.     I  could  nevur- 
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§s,  not  avoid  smiling  as  I  listened  to  this 
id,  told  with  an  energetic  gesticulation  which 
f  deserved  to  have  made  us  converts  to  its 
truth,  at  the  confusion  (which,  had  such  a  thing 
been  possible)  there  would  have  been  among  King, 
Lords  and  Commons,  when  the  tables  were  thus 
tutexpectedly  turned  on  them. 
,  Before  the  termination  of  our  repast  "  the 
(ovemor"  was  announced.  He  was  a  handsome 
tUe  man  of  about  two  and  twenty,  with  marked 
tatures;  and  I  am  convinced,  from  my  after  know- 
edge  of  him,  that  had  De  Ville  had  an  oppor- 
onity  of  studying  his  cranium,  he  would  have 
Htnd  the  organ  of  appropriativeness  most  strongly 
ereloped ;  he  wore  a  short  brown  jacket,  striped 
MtOQ  trousers,  shoes  of  untanned  leather,  and 
age  silver  chain-spurs.  He  commenced  by  e»- 
his  regret  at  the  inconvenience  to  which 
E  had  been  subjected  from  the  absence  of  the 
!j'9.  "  However,"  he  added  gaily  "  you  all 
Ypear  very  merry,  and  you  are  right ;  you  have 
t  a  good  roof  over  yon,  and  a  table  from  which 
VOL.  I.  a 
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to  eat  your  dinner,  if  you  have  nothing  more ; 
Ha  terra  dot  rtgos  o  torto  he  ret — *  and  let  me 
tell  you  that  you  are  very  fortunate  in  having 
these,  for  the  oidy  arrangement  made  by  the 
Jiiii  was  for  the  eoldiers  and  horses ;  he  has  left 
the  rest  of  yon  to  Providence," 

After  such  a  self-introduction  all  ceremony 
was  necessarily  at  an  end,  and  we  invited  "His 
Escellency"  to  partake  of  our  dinner ;  he  seated 
himself,  nothing  loth  ;  commenced  an  attack  on 
the  cold  ham,  fowls,  and  English  cheese,  with 
considerable  gmto,  and  persevered  with  consistent 
determination ;  only  pausing  in  his  repast  to  re- 
commend some  particularly  good  wine  then  on 
sale  at  Villa  Nova,  and  to  suggest  the  expedient 
iif  procuring  it ;  the  hint  met  with  proper  atten- 
tion, and  when  it  arrived,  he  did  a»  much  justice 
to  tlie  wine  as  he  had  done  to  the  meal  which 
preceded  it.  Tea  followed:  and  our  friend  con- 
tinued to  laugh,  chat,  eat,  and  drink,  very  much 

*  A  Portugueie  proveA  signi^Dg  where  all  nre  blind,  be 
who  bu  ooe  •;«  is  king. 
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to  oar  amusemeut  aud  his  own  gratificatioQ ; 
MKoriBg  us  from  time  to  time  that  he  liked  us 
vnrj  much,  and  fioally  desiring  one  of  the  serrauta 
to  put  bis  horse  (which  had  hitheito  etood  sad- 
dled ia  the  yard)  iuto  a  st^hle,  aod  to  give  it 
plcoty  of  com,  as  be  iatetided  to  remain  at  the 
Quinta  all  night;  telling  as  at  ibe  same  time 
llut  he  was  sure  from  the  good  dinner  and 
muilo  bom  cha  which  we  had  given  him,  that  be 
ahoold  have  an  excellent  supper.  Accordingly 
wo  put  before  him  a  dried  sausage  of  the  country, 
washing  Htme  half-dozen  pounds,  and  i-edolent  of 
gwlie :  a  present,  be  it  mentioned  par  parentUite, 
from  a  Lisbonesc  lady  of  rank  to  my  father; 
here  he  out  Cmared  CiEsar — ate,  and  ejaculated, 
■nd  FJnculuied  and  ate  a^am. 

After  B  time  1  wearied  of  this  human  Ostrich, 
am]  strolled  out  upon  the  terrace;  the  clear  un- 
clouded moon  threw  a  broad  and  sparkling  light 
ou  all  the  sarrouiidiug  objects,  and  mnAa  tlie 
■hadowB  of  the  budding  look  tenfold  darker  from 
die  oontrast;  leaning  over  the  terrace-railing  1 
o  2 


found  the  great  man's  deputy,  and  I  joined  him 
Ht  once ;  there  was  something  so  intelligent,  so 
lire-like  in  hie  eye,  that  he  was  tenfold  more  in- 
teresting to  me  than  the  eating  animal  in  the  apo- 
seiilo* — it  was  the  dietinction  of  matter  and  mind. 

"  The  moon  shines  brightly,  Setihor ;"  Baid  1 
as  [  stopped  beside  him. 

"  Your  ladyghip  is  of  an  age  to  love  the  moon- 
light," was  his  reply. 

*'And  you!  do  I  not  find  you  bathed  in 
her  silver  beams  like  any  lover?" 

The  old  man  smilingly  shook  his  head  :  *■  Mj 
day  is  long  past,  tninka  senhora :  but  love  is  ever 
oil  the  lips  of  the  young ;  and  yours  art^  not  the 
Krsi  which  have  breathed  it  on  the  very  spot 
where  you  now  stand," 

"  Is  the  tale  a  happy  one  VI  asked  eagerly  : 
"  1  should  like  to  hear  it." 

"  And  make  a  jest  of  it,  as  you  did  of  the  one 
that  I  told  this  morning — "  said  the  deputy  rc- 
proarhfully. 

•  Sllting-rooni. 
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"  Nay,  my  good  Sir,  that  was  so  very — a — 
▼ery — now,  do  look  yourself  at  that  narrow  stair 
— can  you  imagine  that  any  anJmal  so  bulky  as 
a  bull,  and  euch  a  bull  as  the  one  you  described, 
could  erer — " 

"Well,  well,"  was  the  somewhat  impatient 
rejoinder :  "  perhaps  it  is  not  the  fashion  with  the 
English  to  believe  any  thing  but  what  they  see — 
eada  terra  xu  use,  cada  roca  com  seu./iiso — "  ♦ 

"  But  I  dare  eay  there  is  nothing  about  a  bull 
in  the  tale  I  am  now  asking  for,"  1  persisted  in 
'  jny  moet  conciliatory  tone. 

"  Ptfo-lhe  perda(>,\  minha  Sen/tora :"  said  the 
only  balf-appeased  deputy:  "  remember  you  are 
DOW  in  the  Quinta  dos  Taiiros." 

"  And  do  you  know  tiie  tale  to  be  a  true  one  V 
I  enquired,  putting  forth  the  question  as  a 
*•  forlorn  hope." 

"  My  father,  who  is  now  with  Nossa  Seithora," 
Mid  the  old  man,  reverently  withdrawing  his 
scarlet  cotton  cap,  and  smoothing  down  his  few 
gray    hairs :  "  my    father    knew    them     both — 


•  Different 


i,  different  cusloms.  t  '  W  y"'  pardon 
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Quitladltiia  !*  iheirs  was  a  sorrowful    historj' — " 
"  Poor  tilings !  "  echoed  I  in  an  under  tont, 
and  the  old  niao*3   hefirt  was  won — he  told  i 
the  story. 

It    was     sorrowful  ;     and    that     night     mj 
dreama  were  liill  of  it. 

At  breakfast  the  following  morning  we  were 
again  favoured  with  the  company  of  the  Go- 
vernor ;  and  hts  feats  of  the  night  before  were 
not  disgraced  by  his  subsequent  performances 
— his  only  regret  appeared  to  be,  like  that  of 
the  boy  at  the  feast,  that  he  could  not  carry 
anything  away  with  him.  His  were  fiseuredly 
the  most  marvellous  masticatory  exploits  I  ew 
witnessed ! 

The  Senhor,  with  a  proper  sense  of  the" 
importance  of  his  trust,  insisted  volubly  on 
the  excellence,  beauty,  and  (God  save  the 
mark !)  magnificence  of  the  Quinta  of  wliidi 
he  had  the  Iiotiour  lo  be  Governor:  assured  im 
of  the  great  enjoyment  and  convenience  of  t 

*  Poor  thiDgt 
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neaiii^  a  BiiU-Gght  froiu  that  identical  terrace  ; 
mnd,  baring  visited  the  etahles,  atid  surveyed 
with  much  apparent  interest  the  preparatione 
lor  our  departure,  be  returned  to  assure  ue 
onoe  more,  that  he  liked  us  veiy  much,  for  that 
we  had  given  btm  plenty  to  eat  and  drink, 
which  he  considered  to  be  true  and  sincere 
fiieadsbip;  that  he  thought  us  very  good-look- 
ing, particularly  the  ladies ;  that  he  should  like 
to  have  one  of  our  horses,  never  having  ridden 
wi  English  horse  in  his  life ;  and  6naUy,  that 
if,  when  we  returned  to  Lisbon  we  should  pass 
Hear  Villa  Nova  and  Azembougic,  he  would 
come  and  dine  with  us  again — for  which  pro- 
ini«ed  condescension  on  his  part  we  of  course 
returned  a  very  grateful  reply. 

Just  before  we  parted,  the  Seithor  informed 
■m  that  he  had  got  some  kids  for  sale  if  we 
would  purchase  tliem ;  we  consented  to  do'  so, 
and  be  accordingly  caused  three  to  be  killed  for 
na;  and  to  convince  us  of  the  sincerity  of  his 
■udden  friendship,  he  charged  us  four  times  as 
much  for  them  as  they  were  worth. 
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/  We  heard  of  "  EU  Excellency"  some  time 
ftfterwards ;  he  spoke  of  us  with  enthusiastic 
affection,  and  declared  that  he  had  not  Been  eo 
pleasant    a  party,  or   eaten   so   good    a    dinner 
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A  LEGEND  OF  VILLA  NOVA; 


The  old  man  told  me  the  story : — ^here  it  is — 
My  father  was  but  a  lad,  Senhora^  when  the 
King  came  to  this  Quinia  with  a  great  train  of 
lords  and  ladies ;  sach  a  train  that  the  town  of 
Villa  NoTa  was  like  a  hive  of  bees,  all  noise  and 
motion  ;  but  there  the  likeness  ended,  for  as  with 
the  bees  all  is  industry,  so  with  the  strangers  all 
was  idleness.  For  a  few  days  they  were  mere 
followers  of  the  Fidalgos^  who  were  lodged  hiere 
in  the  Quinta ;  but  before  a  week  had  passed, 
nobler  guests  sought  for  lodging  in  the  houses 

o  5 


130 


I    AND    THE    MARQriS. 


of  the  mercadon  and  tendeiros  ■ — gallant  cava- 
liere,  and  proud  nobles,  who  made  the  streets 
ring  with  their  laughter,  or  their  orders;  and 
from  whom  the  quiet  mecnnicos^  shrank  in  silent 
awe.  Voisa  Excellencia  and  Vossa  ii//e;a  J  re- 
sounded on  all  sides,  and  were  ou  every  Itp :  in 
short,  auch  a  crowd  of  nobles  and  courtiers  had 
never  before  been  seen  in  Villa  Nova. 

Among  these  gallants  came  ihe  Marquis 
Sebastian  Terceiro,  the  liandsonieet  cavalier  at 
the  court ;  he  was  offered  an  apartment  at  the 
Quinta,  but  he  was  young  and  gay,  and  he  pre- 
ferred tlie  freedom  of  the  town  to  the  etiqurtte 
of  the  presence ;  and  accordingly  he  took  up 
his  abode  at  the  house  of  a  wealthy  Ourites  do 
ouro,  %  called  Antonio  :  this  Antonio,  lady,  had  a 
very  pretty  daughter;  she  was  the  beau^  of 
Villa  Nova,  and  many  were  the  Cravos  \\  which 
were  sent  to  her  by  the  young  men  of  the  town. 


•  Menhants  and  shopkeepen.  i  Mochanks. 

I  Your  Excellency  uid  your  IlighneM. 
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fast  no  one  had  ever  seen  his  flower,  either  in 
ber  hair  or  on  her  bosom.  *  Many  thoi^ht  it 
atrsnge  that  the  Mar<{uis  should  liave  so  tho- 
■m^lilf  eet  his  heart  u]k>q  becoming  the  inmate 
«f  the  Sen/ior  Antonio,  who  was  the  most  nn- 
eonciliating  velhof  m  all  the  place;  but  some  few 
Mivi<luals,  who  remembered  the  beanty  of  his 
^ugbter,  only  sighed,  and  shook  their  heads 
vwarnfully,  when  they  heard  that  the  handsome 
Xarquis  had  prevsiled  on  an  old  Fidalgo,  who 
il  already  taken  possession  of  the  vacant  apart- 
•ntii  in  Antonio's  house,  to  vacate  them  in  his 
'onr.  Well,  lady,  the  Marquis  soon  found 
Mtts  to  soioothe  the  rugged  brow  of  the  old 
foldsmith  :  Antonio  waa  fond  of  money,  and  the 
itgo  knew  it  only  as  the  medium  of  enjoy- 
t :  Uie  one  grasped  it  lovingly,  the  other 
imttcMd  it  lightly;  and  they  soon  understood 
oiher.     Carlotta,  meanwhile,  kept  herself 


*  In  Portugal,  [he  offer  of  a  CrtTnation  lo  a  youn?  female 
I  propoaal  of  marriage;  ihuuld  s)ie  uear  it  on 
I  tbe  suilor  b  accepted. 
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close  in  her  chamber,  and  the  raparigas  *  who 
lived  to  the  right  and  left  of  her,  knew  the 
whole  history  of  the  Marquis  Terceiro  before 
she  had  ascertained  the  colour  of  his  eye-brow»- 
But  this  could  not  last  for  ever :  Carlotta's  guitar 
sounded  in  the  twilight ;  Carlotta's  light  laughter 
peeled  out  at  noon-day ;  and  the  Marquis  lis- 
tened to  the  guitar,  and  smiled  at  the  sound  of 
her  gay 'hearted  joy,  and  coupled  these  glad 
sounds  with  all  that  he  bad  beard  of  the  pret^ 
burgees,  until  the  wish  to  look  upon  her  grew 
into  an  absorbing  passion.  But  Antonio,  though 
he  Uked  full  well  to  handle  the  moedas  f  of  the 
Marquis,  cared  little  to  expose  his  daughter  to 
the  flatteries  and  falsehood  of  a  court-lord  ;  and 
though  he  did  not  positively  turn  the  key  upon 
the  maiden,  he  secured  her  far  more  safely  by 
exhortations  and  caresses.  Carlotta  dutifiilly 
avoided  the  Marquis,  though  she  knew  not 
wherefore ;  and  after  a  time  she  began  to  be 
i-ather  citrioits  as  to  the  nature  of  tlie  fearful 
'  Girl..  t  Twenty-five  shiUings, 
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being  from  whom  she  was  enjoined  to  shrink. 
She  heard  from  her  joung  companions  that  he 
eminently  handsome;  from  the  ser\'ants 
that  he  was  profusely  liberal ;  and  at  Uat  she 
caught  a  glimpse  of  him  from  tlie  Venetian 
blind  of  her  janella.*  Tlie  Marquis  was  mount- 
ed, uid  was  passaging  his  noble  Andalusian 
nond  the  pateof  with  a  grace  and  ease  which 
•Btonished  the  simple  maiden,  accustomed,  as  she 
e,  only  to  the  bold  and  careless  horseman- 
ship of  the  youths  of  Villa  Nova :  he  was 
dressed  in  a  light  hunting  garb  of  pale  green 
velvet,  slashed  with  silver,  which  sat  close  to  hia 
finely-formed  and  athletic  limhs ;  there  was  a 
•bort  feather  in  his  cap,  and  a  slight  d^ger  in 
his  belt;  and  Carlotta  felt  hei'  hi-eath  come 
quicker  as  she  looked  upon  him.  The  Marquis 
tr«Ter«ed  the  paleo  more  than  once,  and  seemed 
not  as  though  he  thought  that  bright  eyes  were 
oo  him;  but,  nevertheless,  he  talked  cooxingly  to 
his  fine  animal,  in  a  tone  as  soft  as  if  it  hod  been 
destined  for  a  lady's  ear;  and  very  gentle  wera 
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the  terms  he  used  as  he  p&tted  ita  arched  neck, 
ftnd  shining  flank;  "itfiKAn  vitia — mitiha  alma"* 
— and  many  others  which  fall  as  hlandly  on  a 
lady 'a  listening  as  the  summer  breeze,  and  per- 
haps more  bo  :  and  even  Carlotta,  though  ibe 
knew  Dot  wherefore,  took  a  sudden  distaste  tu 
the  sleek-limbed  Andalusian,  ami  thought  the 
courtly  Marquis  a  strange  trifler  to  talk  thug  t» 
a  quadruped ! 

For  the  finrt  time  in  her  life,  the  vounK 
beauty  answered  pettishly  and  peevishly  when 
one  of  her  light-hearted  companions  talked  to 
her  that  day  of  tlie  handsome  Marquis — »he 
hated  all  I-'idalgoi—^ihe  young  ones  especially — 
she  wbhed  that  the  old  Count,  wiUi  his  venerable 
gray  hairs,  who  had  first  lived  in  her  fiuher's 
boase,  had  never  quilted  it — and  tlieu  she  hid 
herself  in  lier  own  chamber,  and  when  she  ww 
safely  there,  she  wept. — I  am  an  old  man  now, 
lady,  and  camiot  explain  these  things,  hut  per 
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TBB  MAID  AND  TBB  HABQUIS. 


■ps  jroQ  can  aQderstond  them  withoat  my  so- 


For  eerenil   days,  she    neither    stmck    her 
Dor  did  she  laugh  at  the  old-world  le- 
of  her  garrulous  Aya  :  *  her  fatlier  mar- 
when  he  saw  her  pale  cheek,   and   her 
brow ;  and  talked  of  sending  Ler  to  her 
Bt  Condeixa:  but  Carlolta  pleaded  bo  pret- 
tily to  be  allowed  to  remain  with  her  dear  father — 
assured  him  so  pathetically  that  she  should 
il  feel  safe  wiiile  the  fearful  Fidalgoi  were  in 
Ae    oeighbourbood,  any  where  save  under  her 
dear  father's  roof;  that  Antonio  swept  hack  the 
tuning  ringlets  of  her  hair  from  the  pale  hrow 
which  tbey  overshadowed,  and  pressed  his  li[>« 
fimdly  to  it,  as  he  chid  her  for  the  tears  which 
HI  fiist  upon  her  cheek.    Aatoiuo  was  a  matter- 
■  •f  fitct  hurgess;  he  had  no  sentiment  iji  hie  com- 
1,^09111011 :  he  asked  his  daughter  if  aught  ailed 
K]ber,  and  when  she  shook  her  pretty  head  nega- 
I  tively,  he  called  her  a  silly  girl,  and  left  her. 
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Carlotia  was  very  pioae;  and  she  never 
tailed  to  attend  the  morning  mass — suddenly  the 
Marquis  of  Terceii-o  hecaine  extremely  deroati 
made  the  acquaintance  of  tlie  paroco,*  gave  alms 
to  the  poor,  and  was  seen  busily  engaged  in 
conversation  with  the  almoner  of  the  neighbour- 
ing convent,  Tlie  comadres-f  were  deeply  edified i 
but  there  were  some  who  gave  another  and  a 
more  worldly  solution  to  the  extraordinary  piety 
of  the  courtier.  Certain  it  is  that  the  first  smile 
which  Carlotta  ever  bestowed  on  her  father^ 
inmate,  flflshed  on  him  as  he  extended  his  hand 
towards  her  that  she  might  touch  the  holy  water 
in  which  he  had  Just  immersed  his  jewelled  fin- 
gers, Carlotta  was  loo  modest  a  maiden,  how- 
ever, to  turn  a  second  glance  on  the  young  noble; 
and  consequently  she  only  conjectured  that  (he 
deep  breathing  which  she  heard  near  her,  as 
she  knelt  on  the  tesselated  floor  of  the  chapel. 
was  that  of  the  Marquis.  Such  a  fancy  cenainly 
did  not  deepen   her  devotion ;  and  it  was  per- 
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bap9  for  that  reason  that  she  performed  all  the 
estemal  ceremonies  of  her  faith  even  more  scru- 
puIouEly  than  usual ;  and  it  ia  to  be  supposed 
that  the  Fidalgo  was  deeply  edified  in  hia  turn ; 
for  he  remained  until  the  termination  of  the  ser- 
TJce :  and  when  the  goldsmith's  daughter  pre- 
jiared  to  quit  tlie  chapel,  tliere  stood  the  Mar- 
quis again,  with  the  holy  water,  awaiting  her 
amval,  and  there  again  did  her  hand  touch  his, 
md  her  smile  repay  him  a  thouaand-fold  for  hia 
■ioua  courtesy.  They  were  both  going  the  same 
Toad,  to  the  shelter  of  the  same  roof,  and  nothing 
'eoold  be  more  natural  than  that  they  should 
descend  the  chapel  steps,  side  by  side ;  and 
when  they  had  reached  the  street,  the  courtly 
Marquis  enquired  with  a  bland  smile  of  old  Jose- 
phs (the  aj/a  of  the  young  beauty,)  after  her 
iheumatism  ;  and  an  idler  at  an  open  window 
aeserted  that  he  touched  her  hand  as  he 
■addressed  her,  more  heavily  than  an  open  palm 


wally  falls,  and  with  a  somewhat  metallic 
l.lie  that  as  it  may,    the  aged  aya  answered 


sound; 
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enquiry  mort  gndmuly ;  and  the  noble  mSkai 
en  beside  lier  &ir  charge,  imdiHdim,  CiiloCIa 
•poke  bat  litde,  bat  ahe  attered  that  litdeirifli 
a  grace  which  enchanted  the  yonng  Manjda: 
and  on  entering  the  hooae,  he  vqituied  to  aA^ 
the  loan  of  her  gnitar ;  it  was  instandj  granted, 
and  anziooslj  did  CSarlotta  await  the  dusk;  wiA 
the  twilight,  the  deep,  rich  tones  of  the  ooardy 
minstrel  sounded  beneath  the  window  of  the  gdU- 
smithV  daughter :  never  had  she  listened  to  aoch 
music !  never  had  words  so  formed  for  harmonj 
fallen  upon  her  ear!  her  heart  beat  thick  and 
fast,  tlie  blood  mounted  to  her  brow,  a  smile 
plaved  upon  her  lips — she  feared  to  lose  the 
slightest  sound. 

From  this  day  the  Marquis  was  no  longer 
excluded  from  the  shady  parlour  of  Carlotta; 
the  windows  opened  upon  a  gay  flower  garden, 
and  a  fine  fig-tree  threw  its  pleasant  shadow  far 
across  the  floor.  Tlie  breeze  swept  through  the 
casement,  freighted  with  the  breath  of  the  orange 
trees  and  the  almond  blossoms.  And  Carlotta  pre- 
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guided  over  htir  wine  and  docti*  with  such  a  prelly 
^Kair  of  unstudied  courtesy,  that  Terceiro  thought 
^  Ite  had  never  seen  any  thing  more  lovely.     Anto- 
nio shook  hia  head,  and  looked  uneai;y;  but  the 
Marquis  was  such  an  amateur  of  rings,  and  chaina, 

t  brooches,  that  be  kept  the  good  artizan  in 
Mant  employ  :  and  thus  diverted  his  thoughts 
from  more  iDtiTiiate  objects. 

State  afiairs  suddenly  called  the  kinj^ 
to  Lisbon,  and  with  him  went  hia  whole  sitite; 
tb«y  were  to  return  immediately  that  tliese  af. 
fair>  were  arranged ;  and  in  earnest  of  Ihis  in- 
tention, hia  Majesty  and  mauy  of  the  nobles  left 
behind  them  their  studs  and  dogs ;  yet,  never- 
theless, when  Terceiro  entered  the  apofcnto  of 
Carlotta,  she  could  not  utter  tbe  adieux  which 
tered  on  her  tongne ;  and  when  she  raised  her 
i  dark  eyes  to  hia,  tbe  tears  were  iit  tliem, 
1  she  tamed  hastily  aside  lest  he  shoidd  see 
fall.  Dearer  were  those  tearful  glances 
the    Marquis  than    tbe   most  sunny   smiles : 
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he  had  &  pom^ranate  blossom  in  his  band,  he 
pressed  his  lips  to  it,  and  then  tendered  it  to  the 
fair  girl ;  she  accepted  it  with  a  iow  munniir  of 
thanks ;  Terceiro  did  not  seek  to  put  it  into 
words — what  cared  he  how  she  would  have  ex- 
pressed her  acknowledgments  ?  He  lingered  yet 
a  few  minutes,  struck  a  few  chords  on  the  guitar 
which  hung  i^ainBt  the  wall,  and  then,  suddenly 
turning  to  the  silent  beauty,  the  young  noble 
hurriedly  reiterated  his  adieux,  spraug  on  lii^ 
horse,  and  gallopped  towards  the  Quinia  to  jma 
the  royal  suite. 

The  bustle  of  departure  had  no  sooner  ceaeed 
in  the  streets  of  \'illu  Nova,  than  great  was  the 
communing  among  the  worthy  citizens:  the  Court 
had  been  so  suddenly  recalled  to  LisWn,  that, 
as  a,  matter  of  course,  the  courtiers  found  no 
time  to  settle  their  pecuniary  affairs;  and  awful 
were  the  arithmetical  records  which  some  of  ihe 
good  townsmen  had  to  exhibit,  of  the  expenditure 
of  the  volatile  young  nobles !  It  was  very  hard 
that  they  should  run  the  risk  of  being  called  upon 
to  fumi^ih  new  luxuries  on  the  return  of  tliese 
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oUiriouB  vad  rig)it  honoureble  debtors,  before 
their  outstanding  bills  were  paid — there  was  but 
fne  individual  who  uttered  no  niurraur  to  thio 
dect ;  and  that  one  was  the  goldsmith.  Terceiro 
had  found  time  to  discharge  all  his  debts  to 
Anioiiio,  and  to  leave  in  his  hands  a  chain  of 
fin«  gold  of  his  own  mauufacture,  as  a  parting 
gift  to  his  pretty  hostess. 

Carlotta  was  weeping  over  a  faded  pome- 
ile  bloSBOiu  when  her  father  approached  her 
'ilh  this  new  offeriug ;  the  flower  had  soon 
bded — perhaps  the  Marquis  had  pressed  his  lips 
tQ  it  (00  roughly  ;  or,  it  might  be,  that  those  of 
CarlottA  had  touched  it  too  often — certain  it  is 
thftl  the  leaves  hung  loosely,  and  looked  as  sad 
w  lb«  young  beauty  herself.  When  Antonio 
quitted  her,  Carlotta  yielded  to  a  fit  of  eenti- 
ment. 

'*  Ui»  two  first  gifts,"  she  murmured  to  her- 
•df,  "  how  strangely  emblematical  are  they  of 
hinudf  and  me  !  I  will  preserve  them  tt^ether ;" 
end  ber  slender  Bngers  wound  the  little  golden 
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chain  round  the  blossom ;  and  the  deep  crim»oo 
leaves  of  the  flower  were  nearly  buried  amid  die 
mass  of  glittering  meUl  with  which  she  bad 
encircled  them.  *  It  will  not  do,'  said  the  fair 
girl,  as  she  again  burst  into  tears,  '  it  is  now 
liker  to  us  than  ever — the  poor  simple  flower  is 
cruBhed  by  the  weight  of  the  riches  with  which 
it  is  contrasted — they  \vere  never  meant  to  be 
thus  entwmed!'  And  Carlotta  leant  her  h««d 
upon  her  hands,  and  wept  bitterly ;  but,  nerer- 
thelew,  she  left  the  flower  to  wither  in  its  goMea 
folds,  as  though  she  had  lacked  inclinatioa  ||^ 
disenthrall  it.  ^| 

From  day  to  day  rumours  reached  the  towt" 
of  \'illa  Nova  that  the  Court  were  on  their  way 
back  to  the  Quitila ;  and  the  bull-keepers  be{^ 
to  assume  a  mien  of  augmented  consequmec; 
the  malatlorei*  to  passage  their  horses,  and  the 
pkttdaTts\  to  draw  their  gaudy  dresses  from  the 
chests  where  they  bad  Iteen  deposited :  all  wa» 
anxious  expectation ;  and  even  the  sober  citizeM 
•  Mounud  liull-fighten.    f  Men  who  aiuwk  the  bull  on  foot. 
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.red  sufficiently  in  the  excitement,  to  make 
teavy  bets  OD  the  different  aninialo  which  were 
destine^l  for  the  arena.  FixMn  the  windows  of 
the  pieadorei  the  scarlet  mantles  were  ostenta- 
lioudly  displayed,  for  the  ostensible  pnrpose  of 
Hiring  thom  in  the  sunshine ;  and  the  meninas  • 
began  to  look  mysterious  and  pre -occupied. 
Many  were  the  matMEuvres  set  on  foot  to  obtain 
entrance  into  the  Quiuta  during  the  appi-oachiDg 
ibat;  and  many  were  the  conjectures  hazarded 
the  eligibility  of  the  noble  amateurs  who  had 
declared  their  intention  of  sharing  the  danger 
txA  ibe  glory  of  the  arena.  The  professed  com- 
talants  locJied  superciliously,  and  whispered  jest- 
l%^ly  one  to  the  other,  as  the  citizens  discussed 
conceived  to  he  the  peculiar  attributes 
by  the  different  Fidalgos  for  the  ap- 
trial,  until  the  name  of  the  Mnrquia 
^baetian  Terceiro  was  mentioned,  and  then  gibes 
td  jeers  were  silenced  in  an  instant ;  for  Ter- 
known  to  be  one  of  the  boldest  and 
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moat  ekilfiil  bull-ligbters  in  Portugal.*  His  fine 
ptreon,  graceful  carriage,  great  muscular  power, 
perfect  prescDce  of  miud,  and  contempt  of  dan- 
ger, aJl  combined  to  render  Lim  an  object  of 
imii'ersal  attention,  and  peculiarly  fitted  for  the 
perilouB  sport  in  which  he  was  to  join. 

Carlotta  tremhkd  as  she  listened;  he — Ter- 
ceiro — ^the  noble,  the  graceful,  the  gentle  Tar- 
C6iro — he,  to  contend  with  a  maddened  and  pow- 
erful animal ;  to  be  impaled,  perhape,  on  its 
widely  spreading  horns — to  be  trampled  lieneath 
its  heavy  hoof — to  be  cast  high  into  the  air,  to 
fall  bi)ck,  it  might  be,  a  mangled  and  distlgtired 
wretch !  Carlotta's  busy  fancy  raised  bo  dire  a 
train  of  images  before  her  mind's  eye,  that  she 
almofit  shrieked.  Had  the  goldsmith  s  daughter 
been  aught  of  a  heroine,  she  would,  perhaps, 
liave  looked  forward  with  delight  to  the  aceU- 
raalione  which  would  greet  the  successful  prowne 
of  the  idol  that  her  young  heart  liad  just  en- 
nhrined :    but   she  was  only  a   fond  and    gentle 

*  Dom  Miguel  ii  now  acknowletlycd  lU  Mteb. 
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ftod  though  »he  never  doubted  the 
ijlouTsge  of  the  Marquis,  she  trembled  at  his 
danger. 

Al  length,  the  rumoured  arrival  really  took 
.|ltace:  Uis  Majesty  once  more  established  him- 
^If  at  the  Qumla,  and  the  Marquie  at  the  Gold- 
^BUlli's-  All  was  again  bustle  in  the  streets,  and 
joy  in  the  heart  of  Carlotta.  Terceiro  smiled  as 
be  remarked  that  the  hair  of  the  beauty  was 
every  day  decked  with  a  pomegranate  bloBsom  ; 
«tid  that  her  guitar  gave  back  t«  liis  accustomed 
«ar  all  tlie  little  modenas  which  he  had  awakened 
«ii  it  before  he  left  Villa  IVova. 

The  eventful  day  arrived :  the  pampered 
AnimaU  who  were  destined  to  be  the  victims  or 
)4he  victors  of  the  arena,  were  stabled  in  the  outer 
nuge  of  buildings  at  the  Quinta :  their  keepers 
d«pt  beside  tliem,  rolled  up  in  their  capas,*  or 
Mriped  blankets  ;  the  soldiers  of  the  royal  guard 
loitered  among  the  criados,f  and  banded  jests 
with  the  p^mnnosiX  ^^  >("^  FiJalgoi  sauntered 
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upon  the  terrace,  or  galloped  their  well-traiaed 
horses  on  the  green -sward  round  the  Quinta, 
while  the  haughty  and  dark-eyed  Court-damet 
eacouri^ed  them  by  their  presence  and  their 
smiles. 

It  ires  a  gay  scene,  Senhora,  as  I  hare 
heard  my  fether  tell,  the  Quinta  doa  Taurot  on 
the  eve  of  that  combat:  the  youngest  and  the  gen- 
tlest of  the  fair  Donnas  were  wagering  golden 
chains  and  diamond  rings  on  the  issue  of  the 
morrow's  adventures;  and  the  loveliest  of  them 
all.  was  playfully  encouraging  the  handsome  Mar- 
quis de  Terceiro,  who  sat  at  her  feet,  to  outdo 
ou  this  occasion  all  his  former  feats ;  she  was 
young,  very  young,  but  her  dark  eye  flashed  out 
as  she  addressed  him,  and  no  shadow  of  appre- 
hension for  his  safety  appeared  to  cloud  her 
spirit.  One  of  the  bulls,  the  largest  and  th« 
fiercest,  was  just  then  led  beneath  the  terrace. 
"  See  you,"  said  the  gay  beauty,  "  yonder  goe« 
the  captain  of  the  band  —  now  ia  the  time  far 
SelMttia6  Terceiro  to  prove  that  he  cares  not  for 
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B  soiling  of  bis  velvet  doublet,  or  the  disarray 
jyf  his  laced  collar.     Will  you  dare  him,  Sebai- 

"Do  you  wish  it,  Marianna?"  he  asked 
almost  reproachfully. 

"  Na6  me  poiso  ter  com  riso !  *  "  was  the  re- 
jly ;  "  my  lord  marquis  sportB  so  grave  a  face !" 
Slen  suddenly  dropping  the  tone  of  levity  in 
friiich  she  had  indulged,  she  beut  forward,  and 
Vfaispered  tenderly ;  *'  Were  I  worthy  of  you, 
i8ebastia6,  did  I  not  wish  to  know  that  my  des- 
:tiDed  husband,  my  chosen  lover,  was,  even  in  his 
lioars  of  sport,  able  to  compete  with  the  beat 
and  the  bravest? " 

"  You  shall  be  obeyed,  Marianna ;"  said  the 
young  noble,  as  he  looked  up  and  met  her  fond 
gsze ;  "  and  those  dear  eyes  shall  themselves 
witness  that  I  do  no  disgrace  to  their  solici- 
lode." 

"  Lima  has  declared  that  even  you  would  not 
dare  to  meet  that  animal ;  "  resumed  the  Donna 
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Marienaa;  "he  said  so  in  the  presence,  Sebat- 
tia6,  aod  the  King  smiled  :  1  could  not  brook  the 
expression  of  that  smile,  and  when  I  passed  the 
sarcastic  duke  in  the  crowd,  I  ^3ld  him  that  be 
knew  little  of  the  Marquis  of  Terceiro. " 

"  Beijo  as  miioi  de  vossa  Sejikoria,"*  said  the 
lover,  raising  the  delicate  fingers  which  he  held 
to  his  lips ;  "  it  were  a  eh»me  on  my  manhood 
(lid  I  disgrace  so  fair  an  advocate,  so  heautiful  a 
witness."  tBut  even  as  Terceiro  spoke,  he  re- 
membered how  Carlotta's  cheek  had  paled,  wxl 
how  herhright  eyes  had  filled  with  tears,  wfasn 
he  had  talked  to  her  of  the  glories  of  the  arena. 
"  It  is  very  strange ;  "  mused  the  young  Fidalgo, 
'*  and  yet,  assuredly,  Marianna  loves  me  as  wejl 
as  the  pretty  peasant :  it  must  be  the  proud  bl<x>d 
in  the  veins  of  tlie  Countess  which  teaches  her 
thus  to  overlook  my  danger  in  the  admirstiou 
which  I  may  excite — but  my  pvalness  reflects 
back  upon  Marianna,  and  thus,  perhaps,  self 
niiiiglra  with  her  care  for  me — hiit  Carlotta  loves 
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nobly  Ijorn,  or  that  tlie 
cy«s  of  the  Court  are  oa  me,  but  simply  for  my 
■*wa  soke." — It  waa  a  liaugerous  reverie,  but  Ter- 
-Ceiro  was  aroused  from  it  at  a  critical  moment  by 
Ae  svrect  voice  of  the  Countess  Marianna  her- 
pelf :  and  the  lovers  were  soon  busted  in  gentle 
converse ;  the  one  foi^etting,  and  the  other  re- 
ganlles«,  that  on  the  morrow  their  mirth  might 
be  tamed  to  mourning. 

It  W&9  a  dear,  bright  night:  not  each  a 
'■ight  as  thia,  Seahora :  for  our  spring  sky  is 
istadded  with  stars ;  but  the  time  of  which  1  am 
now  telling  was  farther  into  the  summer,  anti 
the  moon  was  alone  in  the  heavens,  as  bright  as 
tlie  eyes  of  a  young  beauty  ;  and  her  beams  slept 
as  qaietly  on  the  earth  as  an  infant  on  the 
bosom  of  its  mother ;  the  wind  sighed  heavily 
along,  as  though  wearied  by  the  weight  of  the 
perfdme  with  which  it  was  freighted,  and  the 
sky  was  one  wide  plain  of  deep  rich  blue.  You 
can  believe,  lady,  that  such  a  night  was  well 
fluted  to  the  whisperings  of  lovers ;  and  long, 
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very  long  did  the  Marquis  and  the  Lady  Man- 
anna  linger  upon  this  very  terrace,  saying  all 
those  gentle  things  which  they  had  often  eaii 
before,  and  of  which  they  never  wearied  from 
each  others'  lips!  But,  na6  ha  roia  sem  esptnhoi,* 
and  accordingly  the  hour  of  parting  came  at 
last ;  and  the  beautiiiil  yoang  Countess  suffered 
her  fair  hand  to  be  pressed  to  the  lips  of  the 
Marquis,  and  even  lingered  to  see  Iiiin  mount 
his  horse  to  return  to  Villa  Nova:  she  mur- 
mured another  soft  *'  Good  night,"  from  the  ter- 
race, as  she  hung  over  the  railing,  and  then  Ter- 
ceiro  gallopped  off  with  her  last  smile  upon  lua 
heart.  As  he  neared  the  town,  however,  the 
image  of  Carlolta  again  presented  itself;  the  Mm- 
ple,  fond  Carlotta,  with  her  large,  dark,  pasaion- 
beaming  eyes,  her  dazzling  teeth,  and  her  look 
of  utter  devotedness.  "  What  am  I  about  Id 
dol"  was  the  question  which  the  high-heaned 
Fidalgo  asked  himself,  as  he  drew  in  his  rein, 
anil  remembered  the  occurrences  of  the  last  few 
weeks.      "Marianna  is  my  affianced  bride,  the 
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beautiiii],  the  ooble  Mariaima — she  whom  I  have 
won  from  B  crowd  of  Etuitors — Majesty  itself 
has  saDctioned  our  union,  and  our  path  promises 
to  be  as  sunny  as  a  summer's  day — why  then  am 
1  seeking  to  embitter  the  youth  of  another  as 
beautiful — perhapa  even  more  gentle  than  Ma- 
rianna?  Why,  to  gratify  an  idle  and  selfish 
rani^,  am  I  striving  to  inspire  a  passion  which 
can  end  only  in  dishonour  on  my  part,  and  in  mi* 
tery  <ai  her'a!  And  yet, — how  would  Lima,  and 
■Burgos,  and  Santo  Mauro  jeer,  did  they  know 
(hat  Terceiro  was  indulging  in  a  fit  of  sentiment, 
vhooe  object  was  a  mechanic's  daughter !  Animo!* 
SebtaUa6  Terceiro  — why  should  you  seek  to 
fldbnn  an  erring  world  t  the  cowl  is  sadly  mis- 
placed at  Court !  and  tmly,  if  los  menitias  bo- 
teos-f  tcill  pay  homage  to  your  bright  eyes, 
'vhy  ^ould  you  seek  to  chill  their  devotion  t " 

Sad  thoughts  these.  Lady ;  but  the  Marquis 
hi  a  light  head  as  well  as  a  light  heart :  and 
ke  dreaded  the  ridicule  of  hb  associates  far  more 
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than  the  reproaches  of  hie  own  conscience.  He 
had  been  bred  at  Court,  and  from  all  that  I  coaM 
ever  learn,  that  is  na  school  for  morality; 
and,  moreover,  the  haughty  Fidnlgm  hold  the 
simple  citizens  at  so  mean  a  price,  that  it  wn* 
only  Burprisine;  that  Terceiro  should  remembCT 
tliat  Carlotta  could  have  a  heart  to  break. 

At  length  the  eventful  morning  dawned; 
and  even  with  the  first  twilight  commenced  the 
excitement  and  the  clamour  of  the  attendantt, 
and  the  cares  of  the  public  functionarivs.  Light- 
limbed  rusticiis*  ran  to  and  fro  between  tha 
Quitita  and  the  town,  on  the  errands  of  the  n«>- 
Ues;  gay -liveried  lacqueys  bustled  about  the 
paleos  of  the  houses  where  their  lords  were 
lodged;  the  hoof -strokes  of  horses  sounded  on 
the  rude  pavement,  and  the  lond  laughter  of 
their  riders  rung  out  cheerily  in  the  momijif 
air. 

At    an  unsually  early  hour    Carlotta  < 
dered   into   the   pwdea ;    her    heart  was  very" 
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hoiTy :  she  had  acarcely  closed  her  eyes  in  sleep 
Auriti^  the  past  nigbt,  and  the  titful  slumbers 
iato  which  she  hatl  falleu  had  beeti  peopled  by 
Mch  fearful  dreams,  that  sad  aa  were  her  waking 
thoughts,  they  were  far  less  wretched.  The 
fiiir  girl  felt  like  ODe  under  a  spell;  &om  her 
girlhood  up,  she  had  beea  eager  to  be  a  specta- 
tor of  one  of  these  gay  Festas  dot  Tauros,*  of 
hich  she  had  heard  her  mother  speak  so  en- 
&asia9ticaHy  ;  and  now,  she  loathed  every  allu- 
to  the  coming  festival,  she  shrank  from 
every  sound  and  sign  of  preparation ;  her  young 
companions  were  coquetting  with  tlieir  amatitei.-Y 
urging  them  to  signalize  themselves  in  the 
ift :  but  she  only  felt  that  there  was  one 
whom  she  would  willingly  have  banished  from 
ftat  Bcene  of  uncertain  success,  and  certain  dan- 
eren  though  to  purchase  his  absence  she 
had  herself  braved  the  peril,  which  she  feared 
ibr  him. 

Valeroia  Menina  /"  \  continued  the  old  man. 
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his  dark  eyes  lighting  up :  "  little  did  she  gneM 
the  thoughts  of  TerceJro  as  he  entered  her  father's 
house  but  the  night  before ;  nay,  had  any  one 
ventured  to  pour  so  unwelcome  a  tale  into  her 
ear,  she  would  have  spumed  it  with  disdaiu,  eren 
though  her  heart  had  broken  in  the  effort." 

The  Marquis  had  obtained  adoiiruble  sittor 
tions  for  tlie  old  Goldsmith  and  bia  &ir  daughtfd 
indeed,  the  worthy  citizens  were  so  proud  of  dH 
young  beauty,  that  there  were  many  of  them 
who  would  have  gladly  yeilded  their  owu  placet, 
had  it  been  for  no  other  reason  than  to  shew  the 
Court-dames  the  gurpaseing  loveliness  of  their 
owu  field-flower.  The  Marquis  himself  had  pro- 
cured a  prominent  station  for  Carlotta  from  a 
mixed  feeling  which  he  shrank  from  aualyzing : 
to  the  old  Goldsmith  it  appeared  to  be  fn»n  one 
of  unmixed  and  condescending  courtesy ;  to  his 
daughter,  an  attention  to  herself  prompted^ 
tenderness. 

"  The  Fidalgos  smiled  one  to  the  other, 
the  energy  with  which  the  babttually  indolent 
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Tenseiro  had  entered  into  the  furthenmce  of  this 
tirangement ;  oad  man;  a  bold  gaze  rested  on 
(be  blufihiDg  and  bewildered  girl  as  she  advanced 
IP  the  seat,  which  had  been  secured  for  her  by 
«oe  of  the  iacaios*  of  the  Marf[iu3.  For  a  time 
every  thing  appeared  to  revolve  before  her  eyea ; 
Imt  after  a  short  interval  her  tendemes  overcame 
iKr  timidity,  and  she  ventured  to  glance  along 
tile  sparklmg  line,  in  search  of  Terceiro :  she  met 
lus  eye  at  last ;  but  he  inBtantly  averted  bis  bead, 
md  a  chill  crept  to  the  heart  of  Carlotta  i — 
"And  yet"  she  murmured  to  herself  "  it  were 
not  seemly  that  it  should  be  otherwise,  standing, 
tt  he  is,  beside  His  Majesty  the  King — I  might 
have  known  that  be  could  have  eyes  and  ears 
only  for  his  Sovereign ! "  Alaa !  for  Carlotta;  she 
felt  the  fallacy  of  her  own  argument  before  her 
glance  wandered  &om  the  fine  person  of  the 
Marquis,  for  he  suddenly  turned  to  obey  the 
pressure  of  a  small  hand  npon  bis  arm,  and  a  low 
BiQmuir  in  his  ear — it  was  the  touch  and  the  tone 
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of  the  CouDtees  Marmaati;  and  Carlotta  started 
ua  iliough  she  liad  trodden  u{H>n  an  adder.  Slie 
heeded  not  the  plumed  head — she  glanced  not  al 
the  jewelled  vest — she  thought  not  of  tlie  velvei 
mantle — but  she  clenched  her  teeth,  and  drew 
her  breatli  hard,  as  she  marked  the  tlashing  uf 
tlie  large  proud  black  eyes,  the  smile  of  the  full 
red  lips,  the  joy  and  the  haughtiness  of  the  whole 
expressioli. 

What  a  group  was  now  within  the  ken  of 
the  Goldsmith's  daughter  !  What  a  bevy  of  aump- 
tuously-clad  nobles,  each  with  his  plumed  bomiet 
in  his  hand — what  a  crowd  of  high-bom  beauties, 
dispensing  sniileg,  and  honied  words,  and  encou- 
racing  flatteries — but  Carlotta  saw  theui  not : — 
even  Majesty  itself,  ou  its  crimsoned-cushioned 
ohair,  beneath  its  gilded  canopy,  even  that,  pea> 
8aut  as  she  was,  she  saw  not — No ;  for  lier,  there 
were  but  two  objecU  on  that  tlironged  terrace — 
the  false  noble  who  that  very  morning  had 
whispered  love  to  her,  and  wiped  away  with 
gentle  violence  the  tears  which  fear  for  htiu  had 
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gatlierecl  to  her  eyes — and  the  proud  beauty  whose 
cheek  was  flushing  at  his  low  tones  even  now — 
Carlotta  felt  as  thongh  her  heart  were  burst- 
ing' 

There  was  a  stir  at  the  barriers ;  a  motion 
antoag  the  crowd  ;  and  two  mounted  trumpeters 
rode  into  the  arena,  and  blew  a  blast,  which  was 
echoed  back  by  the  shout  of  the  thronging  pea- 
Mntry.  And  now  a  flutter  of  fans  and  featfaere 
Wd  apparent  on  the  royal  terrace :  and  half  a 
doMn  Pagems  Reals*  drest  in  blue  and  silver,  ap- 
^feared  from  an  interior  apartment,  bearing  some 
fight  wands  of  cedar  wood,  tipped  with  wlver, 
»hich  they  presented  to  the  Court  Donnas,  in 
order  that  with  these  delicate  goads,  the  Fida/gas  + 
mi^t  share  the  sport  of  the  hour.  One  of  these 
fairy>Iike  insti-uments  of  torture,  Terceiro  caught 
from  the  nearest  Page,  and  presented  to  the  Lady 
-U&rianna ;  he  held  it  towards  her  hesitatingly,  and 
lor  awhile  the  young  beauty  toyed  gracefully  with 
•the  slender  weapon,  as  she  coquetted  aside  with 
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her  lover,  apparently  heedless  or  unconscious  of 
Ha  use :  but  as,  one  by  one,  the  fair  damej  ap- 
proached the  railed  openings,  and  looked  into 
the  cells  beneath,  upon  the  pent-up  animals,  the 
Countess  also  bent  her  own  steps  thitherword, 
and  gazed  with  a  pi'ettv  shudder  dowa  at  the 
huge,  and  powerful,  and  restless  prisouera  :  after 
a  time,  stimulated  by  the  jests  and  the  Hatl«ries 
of  the  nobles,  and  ansious  to  display  tlic  grace- 
fulness of  their  motions,  the  Fidalgas  bf^^n 
gently  to  irritate  the  chafed  animals,  by  lightly 
pricking  them  with  their  mimic  goads :  for 
awhile  the  stately  bulls  contented  themselves  with 
shaking  tbeir  heavy  heads,  and  lashing  their  Hanks 
with  their  large  tails,  as  though  they  were  stung  by 
Riee;  but  as  the  laughing  Donnas  wased  i 
energetic,  and  launched  their  goads  with  i 
gentle  impetus,  the  mighty  beasts  gave  I 
roar  which  elicited  at  once  shrieks  and  laughter 
iirom  the  courtly  crowd!  And  the  lady  Ma- 
rianna — the  young  and  pampered  beauty— the 
highborn    and    highbred  maiden — she  too,   the 
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of  Sebastian  Terceiro,  whose 
white-gloved  hand  seemed  fitted  only  to  grasp  the 
fiu)  which  she  had  given  for  awhile  to  his  keep- 
ing,^-«>he  too,  flunti;  back  her  long  veil,  and 
laughed  as  the  roar  of  pain  proved  how  well  she 
had  aimed  her  stroke. 

Carlolta  gasped  for  breath  :  be  could  not  love 
her — ^Terceiro,  who  was  all  gentleness,  could  not 
love  this  woman !  No,  no, — beautiful  as  she  was 
— and  Carlotta  felt  too  deeply  tliat  ehe  was  bemi> 
tiful — great  as  she  was — for  even  the  Kin^  hira- 
telf  was  smiling  on  her,  as  be  stood  beside  her — 
still  it  could  not  be  that  Terceiro  could  indeed 
love  one  who  made  a  sport  of  suffering !  Poor 
Carlotta  had  just  assured  herself  that  all  the  soft 
looks  and  gentle  words  of  the  Marquis  to  the  lady 
Marianna  were  but  the  bland  manners  of  the 
Court:  when  again  the  trumpets  sounded,  and 
the  more  serious  business  of  the  day  began. 

All  the  preliminary  ceremonies  were  gone 
tbroogb:  ihcMatadore  had  passaged  his  eager  horse 
round  the  arena,  sweeping  the  floor  with  bis  fea- 
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thered  hat ;  the  picadores  had  paraded  before  the 
spectators  in  their  gaudy  and  ciosely-tittiiig  suiia ; 
each  and  all  of  the  actors  in  the  coinUits  bad 
made  their  obeisaace  to  the  King — and  at  iengtb 
a  tine  bull,  goaded  into  a  state  of  Ireiiiy  by  the 
heavy  aguiUiadas*  of  the  vaqueirosy-f  rushed  inio 
the  arena.  He  was  encountered  by  the  6tout4«t 
picadore  of  the  band,  but  Jose  was  hurd-prefieed — 
You  see  those  deep  and  narrow  niches,  A>n- 
hora,  pierced  at  intervaU  in  the  niaeunryon  all 
the  four  sides  of  the  court :  the  moon  is  abitiiog 
full  upon  them  yonder  in  front  of  you :  they  ar« 
only  just  sutticiently  wide  to  admit  a  man  sid» 
ways :  they  are  iutended  for  the  escape  of 
piradores,  when  the  bull  is  on  them — 

Jose,  as  I  said,  was    hard-pressed ;    but 
contrived  to  plunge   half-a-dozen   lances    in 
neck  of  the  hull,   before  be  left  oven  his  SCai 
mantle  to  the  meroy  of  the  annual :  it  was  rent 
piece-meal :  and  aft«r  a  manly  contest  on  the  part. 

*  Goais.  I  Kecpen  of  Ute  Bulla. 
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of  the  picadore,  he  cast  himseir  upon  the  horns  of  ^^M 

the    ball,  and  buried    his    fltiletio   deep    in   hifl  ^^| 

iphie.     The  carcase  fell  heavily  to  the  ground,  ^H 

and  Jo>&  left  the  arena,  amid  the  acclamations  of  ^H 

the  spectators,  without  a  scratch.  ^H 

It  were  useless  to  weary  you,  lady,  by  eiiu-  ^H 

tnemting  the  feats  of  the  bold  fellows  who  entered  ^H 

Ibat  day  full  of  courage  into  the  calm  and  moon-  ^H 

lighted  ^af^o  upon  which  we  are  now  looking,  and  ^H 

left  it  with  various  fortune ;  EOTne  loet  a  limb,  an/di  ^^M 

wme  life  itself  on  this  very  spot,  quiet  as  it  mm  ^^M 

looks.     The  fiercest  struggle  was  yet  to  come,  and  i  ^^M 

k  is  with  that,  Senhora,  that  we  have  to  do.    Ter^  ^H 
teiro  had  disappeared  from  the  terrace,  ^ut  he 
Buddeuly   returned,   and  the  trembling  Carlotta 

ddng  to  the  front  of  the  temporary  balcony  in  ^^ 

which  she  was  seated,  for  support.     He  was  laugb-  ^H 

tt^  gaily  with  the  lady  Marianna,  and  there  was  ^H 

A  ^iet  consciousness  in  his  whole  deportment,  of  ^H 

tiie  admiration  which  he  knew  that  his  appear-  ^H 

ance  could  not  fait  to  excite  :  he  wore  a  tight  Vest  ^H 

and  trousers  of  pale  blue  silk,  and  a  long  sash  of  ^H 
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bright  crimson ;  his  scarlet  mantle  hang  ov&  hia 
left  arm,  and  in  hia  hand  he  held  a  hun<lle  of  the 
short  lancee,  which  it  is  the  aim  of  the  bull-figbl£r 
to  plun^  into  the  neck,  of  the  animal  in  order 
to  irritate  it  to  augmented  violence  ;  the  ^-omig 
Countess  waa  herself  attaching  to  the  shafts  of  theee 
pigmy  lances,  the  fluttering  ribbons  which  aem 
to  make  Ebem  coniipicuoas  to  the  spectators :  not 
a  thought  of  evil,  or  impending  danger  appeared 
to  damp  her  spirits — not  a  fear  for  Terceiro  aeenak 
to  sadden  her  joy ousness — and  yet,  she  had  bbM 
brave  men  bleed  that  very  day,  and  on  that  w^ 
spot — she  bad  seen  that  which  had  cIiiIImI  the  wuV 
blood  of  Carlotta  in  her  veins ;  and  had  it  mH 
been  from  a  morbid  feeling  which  forbade  hflr 
to  retreat  while  danger  might  threaten  him  tin 
loved,  the  goldsmith's  gentle  daughter  would  hnv 
eecsped  from  a  scene  which  sickened  her. 

Lady, — Terceiro  passed  from  the  terrace  ta 
the  arena,  by  the  stone  stair  just  beside  yon — to 
one  moment,  and  but  for  one,  the  lip  of  the  yomg 
Countess  quivered,   and  her   cheek  grew   ftUiH 
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but  the  feKrlees  Fitla/go  looked  up  and  kissed 
bis  band  to  her  with  a  emile,  and  the 
passed  Kway  at  once.  The  Marquis  twisted  the 
Kariet  mantle  flrmer  round  his  arm ;  planted 
hi*  foot  steadily  on  the  earth,  and  made  tlie 
riignal ;  ere  a  breath  could  be  dra^m,  forth  rushed 
the  gignntic  bull,  the  largest  and  the  fiercest  of 
the  berd !  His  roar  pealed  out  like  a  thunder- 
keath;  and  one  bound  brought  hun  to  the  centre 
of  the  Breoft  :  there  he  paused — tossed  his  head, 
HkI  snuffed  np  the  pure  air  with  dilated  nostrils : 
then  he  advanced  slowly  a  few  paces  nearer  to  his 
■magonist;  and  again  paused — soon  the  heavy  hoof 
lore  up  the  earth  in  huge  clouds  of  dust ;  and 
then  he  bellowed  forth  his  rage,  till  the  wall« 
OMt  back  the  echo — the  spring  caine  ! — he  was 
dose  beside Terceiro,  who  stood  firm,  and  plunged 
a  lance  into  his  neck,  ere  he  disappeared  in  one 
flfthe  protecting  niches — the  one  yonder  Ln  the 
corner,  lady.  There  was  a  murmur  of  applause, 
u  the  baffled  beast  yelled  out  bis  agony,  and 
then   gnllopped   wildly  round    the  arena — again 
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and  again  the  acclamatioiie  burst  forth.  "  Animo!" 
"  Ora  vamos .'"  "  Oh,  que  gosto ,'"  *  resounded  oo 
all  sides.  The  Countess  Marianne  waved  her 
handkerchief,  and  looked  proudly  round  her, 
I'ather  to  claim,  than  to  remark,  the  applause 
of  the  crowd  by  which  she  was  surrounded.  Car- 
lotts,  meanwhile,  writhed  like  a.  victim  on  the 
rack ;  her  eye  saw  at  once  the  large  drops  of 
perspiration  which  had  started  on  the  brow  of 
Terceiro,  the  rigid  pressure  of  his  lips,  and  the 
quivering  of  his  frame — she  felt  how  unequal 
was  the  contest :  she  did  not  shnek — she  did 
not  stir — but  her  dilated  eye-balls  never  moved 
for  an  instant  from  the  face  of  Terceiro : — he  w»» 
■till  apparently  firm,  but  sAe  detected  at  once  the 
failing  of  his  strength :  how  she  loathed  the 
heartless  clamour  of  the  applauding  multitude — 
how  she  sickened  at  the  shouts  with  which  they 
were  uipng  him  to  his  destruction — to  that  mut- 
titude,  the  combat  was  one  of  intense  interest; 
the  noMe  animal  vainly   Bought  to  disencuol 


TBB   UJtlD    AND    THE    MA 


]6( 


/Ittelf  of  the  lances  wliicli  were  planted  thickly 
'■in  iu  throat,  aud  whose  eharp  smarting  mad- 
,  4ened  it ;  wliile  the  agile  and  wary  Terceiro  never 
.■ussed  his  mark,  and  liis  quiver  of  lances  were 
length  all  buried  deep  in  the  flesh  of  hig  fear- 
:|ulfi»e! 

„  Twice  had  the  young  Marquis  saved  him- 
«elf  by  casting  over  the  eyes  of  the  bull  the  scarlet 
auntie — many  times  had  he  been  rescued  by  the 
frieadly  recesses  in  the  masonry — but  his  hour 
ma  couie !  For  a  moment  hL"  breath  failed  him 
fjT  a  moment   his  heart  quailed — the  next,  and 

^  wa«  on  the  homs  of  the  bull ! 

"  A  shriek  rang  through  the  air — it  was  the 
voice  of  the  Countess  Marianna !  She  had 
covered  her  face  with  her  spread  hands  to  sliut 
oat  the  frightful  spectacle,  and  rushed  wildly 
from  the  terrace  into  the  Quinta —  fainter  and 
binter  came  the  voice  of  her  agony  to  the  ear 
of  the  horror- etncken  multitude,  until  at  length 
it  ceased  ;  and  the  deep  slillness  by  which  it  was 
sue*ieed«d    fell    fearfully   on    the    spirits  of  the 
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crowd.  Then  another  sonnd  was  heard :  the 
Marquis  had  fallen  heavily  to  the  earth — he  was 
about  to  be  hurled  again  into  the  air,  hut  the 
animal  startled  at  the  unwonted  sound — Carlotta 
had  sprang  the  barrier — the  bull  turned  on  his 
new  Tictim,  and  the  Marquis  was  left  maimed  and 
bleeding  where  he  lay :  again  a  large  mass  was 
flung  high  into  the  ^r — it  was  Carlotta — a  shud- 
der ran  through  the  multitude — the  girl  fell  back 
a  corse ;  and  as  she  touched  the  earth,  her  tumt 
were  around  the  neck  of  Terceiro — they  lay 
dead  together. 

A  picadore  vaulted  boldly  into  the  arena — 
there  was  a  loud  roar — a  heavy  fall — and  the 
bull  eank  beside  his  victims!" 


A  DAY  AT  RIO  MAYOR. 
f 

I  next  stage  vas  AJcoestra ;  one  of  the  most 
uticaUy-situBteii  and  filthiest  towns  in  Poriu- 
:  wrell  known  among  the  English  during  the 
Peninsnlar  war  by  the  soubriquet  of  the  "  City 
B«f  Fleas" — nor  was  the  tena  by  any  means  a 
misttomer — for  truly  Alcoentra  must  have  been 
thor  beaid-quarters,  whence  they  went  forth  oTer 
the  whole  face  of  the  country,  "not  by  single 
^es,  but  in  battalions."  Beds  there  were  in 
nty  at  oar  quarters,  but  beds  by  no  means 
est  —  like  Macbeth,  these  vile  insects 
1  be  said  to  "  murder  sleep."  The 
if  gaining  those  quarters,  however,  re- 
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quired  no  mconeiderable  effort :  tu  an 
to  them  from  the  LisboD  side  of  tbe  town 
could  only  be  effected  by  making  our  way  OT«r 
and  among  huge  maeseB  of  stone  which  looked 
as  though  they  had  lain  tliere,  .aunning  them* 
selves,  since  the  deluge.  The  horses  were  con- 
sequently removed  from  our  English  phvtoo, 
which  was  carried  by  men  over  these  unnianag^ 
able  rocks ;  and  we  stood  at  length  ia  saieiy 
before  the  door  of  our  destined  abode.  Our  hart 
was  a  tall,  lanky,  ill-dressed  man,  balf-laTiiiw), 
half-priest  in  costume,  a  boii-xivant,  and  a  wit 
by  nature,  with  an  utter  detestation  of  all  "  coB> 
Btitutione,"  and  a  fer\-ent  admiration  of  th« 
code  which  bids : 


"  Tliose  to  take  wTio  have  the  power, 
And  itose  to  keep  wlio  eoii." 


i 


Need  I  say  that  the  gaunt  paroco*  was  very 
and  very  discontented?  That  he  bad  notliiif>ia 
lose,  and  every  thing  to  gain  ? — his  very  politnB 
vouch  for  the  fact.     He  ate  with  us — he  ilnuk 


•  Curatt, 
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led  us.     He  WM  civil,  obae- 

;  but  that  was  because  lie 

and  was  not  alow  in  giving  us  to  under- 

id,  that  los  juitoi  e  valerosos  Ingleset*  always 

Id  well  botb  for  good  things,  and  fair  words ; 

the  holy  priest  was  sufficiently  wedded   to 

to  he  very  fond  of  money,  and  not  over 

[oU9   as   to   the   mode  of  its  acquirement. 

night  in  his  house — and  left,  him 

at  the  slightest  regret. 

lugh  the  town,  the  congre- 
were  just  leaving  the  church — it  was  the 
the  Santos  btmaventurados,-f  and  there 
been  a  day-break  mass.  It  was  a  pretty  sight; 
the  peasants  were  all  attired  in  their  holiday 
eMtuuie;  and  the  scarlet  aaahesof  the  men,  and  the 
bright  bodices,  gay  coloured  petticoats,  and  white 
of  the  women,  shewed  to  great  advantage,  as 
■tood  clustered  closely  together  under  some 
oork  trees,  to  see  us  paas.  Their  courtesy 
wtb  hjr  no  uieaas  oppressive ;  and  but  few  words 

*  The  just  and  brave  English.         t  Blessed  Saints. 
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Yf^rv  mterchanged ;  and  even  those  few  mic 
between  half-a-dozen  black-eyed  girls,  and  sack 
of  our  party  as  made  the  discovery  that  there  w 
beauty  even  at  Alcoentra,  It  was  very  e>-ideQt 
tliat  we  were  by  no  means  popular  io  the  town. 

On  this  day  I  saw  the  first  wolf — and  a  ve^ 
ugly  animal  it  wae :  it  slood  for  about  five  mipnlti 
by  the  roadside,  coolly  reconnoitring  us ;  and,  QfH 
until  one  or  two  ehots  had  whistled  past  it,  di4  if 
run  limping  into  the  woods.  The  country  betwij^ 
Alcoentra  and  Rio  Mayor  is  infinitely  leas  intefMl- 
iog  than  that  which  we  had  previously  trarenul ; 
the  road  winding  nearly  all  the  way  tiirougb  » 
di'use  pine  forest ;  and  being  composed  of  dnp 
light  sand  which  buried  tlie  feet  of  our  horses  u 
to  the  fetlock,  and  nearly  blinded  us  wheuei-ei  • 
fj^M  of  wind  swept  through  the  trees. 

On  this  day  I  also  met  with  a  little  adventure 
which  was  sufficiently  characteristic  of  the  Porta> 
guese  code  of  courtesy.  We  reached  about  noui 
n  very  nice  Estralagem,  or  wiiie-house,  and  beiBg 
ovci-powered  by  the  heat,  and  the  inteaw  ihutt 
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«neendered  hj  the  uiiited  miseries  of  the  Bun  and 
th«  aand,  we  very  gladly  availed  ourselves  of  its 
temporary  shelter,  and  the  prospect  of  sach  re- 
freshment as  it  might  be  able  to  afford.  After 
haring  dismounted,  I  became  so  faint  that  one  of 
the  party  unrolled  for  my  accommodation  a  masa 
of  lodinn  matting  which  was  in  the  apartment, 
upon  which  I  gladly  laid  down  ;  this  apartment, 
with  the  exception  of  the  kitchen,  whence  the 
odoon  of  oil  and  garltck  came  in  clouds,  was  the 
calj  room  in  the  Ettralagem ;  and  accordingly  I 
bad  not  rested  myself  five  minutes,  before  a  Portu- 
gnoe  officer  opened  the  door,  and  walked  in :  this, 
of  course,  we  could  not  prevent ;  but  not  satisfied 
with  entering  himself  he  also  introduced  his  horse 
into  the  apartment,  which  we  had  some  difficulty 
in  ejecting,  as  he  declared  that  the  animal  was  a 
Tmloable  one,  and  that  there  was  no  shelter  for  tt 
dsewtere.  He  spoke  truly  as  to  its  value ;  for  it 
wu  a  superb  Andalusian  of  unusual  size  and  power ; 
uid  in  the  course  of  conversation  a  gentleman  of 
our  party,  offered  to  purchase  the  horse,  and  was 
i2 
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iu  fact  so  urgent  on  the  subject,  that  it  must  have 
been  evident  to  the  Sen/ior  that  he  had  th«  op- 
portunity of  making  a  most  advantageous  bargain : 
but  to  our  astonishment  be  refused  to  hear  of  sell- 
ing it,  although  a  Portuguese  will  usually  nell 
every  thing  he  posseBses,  if  be  sees  the  prospect  of 
a  lucrative  barter ;  we  wondered  less,  however,  a 
few  days  afterwards,  as  from  the  different  situatioiu 
and  places  in  which  we  occasionally  caught  a 
glimpse  of  the  gentleman,  who  evidently  avoided 
all  further  contact  with  us,  little  doubt  could  he 
entertained  that  he  was  a  spy,  probably  in  the  pay 
of  Chaves,  and  giving  information  of  the  move- 
nienis  of  the  Britbh  troops. 

Rio  Mayor  is  a  pretty  little  town,  and  no  where 
throughout  the  country  are  the  English  mor« 
popular.  A  troop  of  the  regiment  having  befn 
quartered  there  for  some  time  during  the  war,  we 
were  most  kindly  received,  and  found  oar  billets 
perfectly  nnnecessarj-.  Many  of  the  men  were 
immedinlely  recognised,  and  warmly  embraced  ; 
and,  what  to  tbein  was  of  infinitely  more  coiK- 
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;  afl«r  a  fatigtiiiig  luai'cb,  regaled  with  a 
■  meal.  My  father  was  rapturoosly  wel- 
tered, addressed  by  uame,  and  doomed  to  answer 
^boet  of  questions  about  majora,  captaios,  lieute- 
jits,  and  comets,  whom  they  had  known  at 
iifierent  periods,  and  had  nerer  foi^tten ;  and 
yrhere  the  names  of  tlie  several  individuals  had 
»ped  their  memory,  it  availed  him  nothing; 
ir  he  wafl  then  assailed  with  enquiries  for  the 
^  Senhor  Capitarm,  the  fat  Senhor  Majore :  and 
B  some  cases  even  compelled  to  tax  his  reteotive 
pwers,  for  reminiscences  of  long  noses,  sinalV 
•el.  and  gray  eyes. 

We  took  up  our  abode  at  the  house  of  a  priest, 
D  whose  brother  my  father  had  been  billetted  dnr- 
ll^the  war.  Itwascuriously  perched  on  the  snm- 
ittjt  of  a  pile  of  rock,  and  looked  like  an  eagle's  nest : 
e  view  from  his  windows  was  very  fine,  bat  it  was 
illy  toilsome  to  clamber  up  the  ascent  afier  a  visit 
0  the  town.  The  old  man  received  us  with  open 
^rms,  and  gave  us  all  he  had  to  give — hou^e-room, 
)^e  was  warm-hearted,  generous,   cheerful,  and 
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kindly  :  and  decidedly  a  very  Baperior  person  fer 
a  Portuguese  priest ;  a  fact  of  which  he  was  fnlly 
conscious.  We  were  his  guests  for  two  days,  ami 
he  seemed  deliglited  at  the  opportunity  of  dis- 
playing his  erudition:  his  conversational  exertioiii 
were  unceasing,  and  tnily  hia  garrulous  efforts 
wore  a  garh  of  motley  BufKdently  perpleadng! 
Now  it  was  a  little  bad  French,  and  now  some 
worse  Italian — here  a  phrase  of  nasal  churdi 
Latin — there  an  expreasion  of  most  anti-clericAl 
and  energetic  Portuguese.  At  length  came  the 
climax — the  worthy  Reilor*  had  actually  com- 
mitted authorship !  "Yea" — he  exclaimed,  with 
vehement  self-gmtulation,  "  I  am  an  author — 
there  is  not  one  priest  in  fifty  in  Portugal  wlio  can 
tell  you  this  with  truth — there  is  not  one  prieet 
in  fifiy  wlio  is  capahle  of  writing  a  book ;  aad 
yet  unworthy  as  I  am,  I  have  written  one — yoo 
will  tliink,  perhaps,  that  eada  bojhrinheiro  lomva 
seui  aljinetii  ;f  and,  perhaps,  it  may  be  so :  but. 
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Mflwo  it  U,  that  some  of  the  wisest  men  in  Ltsbon 
tuire  looker]  upon  it  almost  in  the  light  of  a  mira- 
de ;  and  I  may  say  without  vanity,  that  it  is  a 
Tolume  of  deep  research  and  profound  erudition  : 
»ot  forgetting,  moreover,  that  it  contains  four 
lanpiages ! "  These  he  enumerated  on  his  fingers  . 
Latin,  Portuguese,  French,  and  Italian.  After 
AiA  assurance,  which  waa  given  with  a  pomposity 
perfectly  ludicrous,  I  felt  no  surprise  when  he  in- 
fermed  us  that  he  had  placed  the  manuscript  in 
the  hands  of  a  Lishonese  bookseller,  and  tliat  he 
bad  never  heard  of  it  since  :  he  expatiated  with 
the  most  single-hearted  and  unau!<picious  simpli- 
dty  on  the  singularity  of  the  circumstance,  as  he 
usnred  us,  that  he  had  demanded  no  remunera- 
tiou  for  his  labours,  beyond  that  fame,  which,  he 
felt  utd  knew,  that  they  must  have  insured  to 
him.  I  would  not  have  di6abuse<l  the  kind-hearted 
old  man  for  an  universe !  "  Well,  well ;  he  con- 
tinued,   quern    canta  leia  males   espanta:*    and  1 

•  lie  who  sings  drowni  care. 
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hftve  at  least  been  provident,  for  I  have  preserred 
a  transcript  of  my  work — for  what  aays  Horace; 
Vna  hirundo  Hon  facit  ver — and  to  guard 
risk,  I  retained  one  copy  for  myBelf." 

As  he  ceased  speaking,  he  rose,  and  di 
an  old  worm-eaten  oak  chest  a  bmidle  of  cofte- 
coloured  papers,  which  looked  as  though  they  had 
been  eoaked  through  at  the  flood,  and  had  only 
yot  dried  again  hy  chance.  I  positively  gasped 
for  breath,  hut  the  good  old  man  was  merciful  ia 
his  niadnefis,  and  merely  shewed  us  the  envelope 
uf  the  packet  "It  is  my  most  valuable  ]>oascs- 
Honi"  he  resumed,  in  a  tone  of  blended  vanity 
and  aSection,  as  he  replaced  the  cherished  trM>, 
sura  :  "  it  brings  back  upon  me  the  brightest' 
of  my  past  life — or,  no — not  the  brightest,  but 
happiest ;  when  I  lived  in  a  world  of  my  own 
creation,  and  learned  to  feel  with  the  poet,  mtn- 
ijuam  minus  so/us  qu&m  so/as. — You  smile  at  thia, 
Snihora ;  eo  did  I,  when  I  was  na  young  nnd  us 
lipht  of  heart  as  you  are;  for  then  1  saw  lore 
upon  every  Up,  and  a  friend  iu  every  associate — 
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[  ^nt  the  world  awoke  me  to  the  cheat,  and  I  learned 
I  M  look  into  myseJf  for  society  : — hut  to  returii  to 
L  yiy  M.  S.;  1  iuteiid  to  bequeathe  it  to  my  favourite 
hew :  he  is  a  brave  lad,  and  will  value  it  as  be 
r  4ngfat  to  do."  I  hastily  assured  him  tJiat  it  was 
impoesihle  he  should  do  otherwise — and  uttered 
ft  few  of  those  commou  places  which  rise  so  glibly 
U  the  Itpa,  as  mere  matters  of  courtesy,  among 
the  worldly:  but  the  simple-minded  parish  priest 
was  not  a  man  of  the  world,  and  he  devoured  my 
byperbolical  complimenis  with  all  the  gust  of  per- 
fect credulity.  Delightedly  did  the  old  man  talk 
•way  the  time ;  and  in  truth  he  was  far  from  un- 
■oittsiiig ;  his  memory  was  wonderfully  tenacious, 
and  be  was  anecdottcal  to  a  degree.  In  his  early 
youth  he  had  possessed  some  interest,  and  more 
MubtUoa ;  but  the  first  had  failed  him,  and  had 
dragged  down  with  it  all  bis  mental  energy ;  be 
had  commenced  life  with  dreams  of  the  triple 
erown — he  was  ending  it  in  a  red  woollen  night- 
cap..— In  his  first  spring  of  life  he  had  worshipped 
beauty,  despite  the  tonsure — in  its  winter,  hie  only 
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attendant  waft  a  lean,  lame,  shrivelled  old  woman, 
whose  eyes  were  dimmed  by  age,  and  whooe  words 
came  hisaiogly  from  between  her  toothless  li]^. 
while  her  whole  mood  and  manner  savoi 
more  strongly  of  the  Hecate  than  of  the  Hebe. 

His  aversion  to  the  cowl  and  cassock  was  ei- 
treme ;  he  talked  of  the  licensed  locuslf  of  the 
cloister,  wliose  lives  were  spent  in  sliriving  the  sins 
of  each  other,  and  indulging  every  one  in  Ins  own ; 
he  laughed  at  the  "vocation"  of  men  who  en- 
joyed such  heavy  interest  for  their  usually  limited 
means  of  existence;  means  which  in  the  world 
would  have  scarcely  raised  them  above  heggarf. 
lit  which  purtdiased  for  them  in  the  community  of 
Hanlo  FraiKhco,  or  SaiUo  Sebtutiao  a  life-long 
oertaiuty  of  well-fed  indolence,  and  unchecked 
libertinism  ;  at  tbi^  slight  eacritice  of  wearing  the 
curaa,*  and  officiating  in  the  ruii/tMiiu/Mri'o.f  Aflcr 
awhile  lie  ceaeud  tu  generalize  ;  and  told  us  a  few 
niona^^tic  adventures  which  were  certainly  never 
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intended  to  travel  beyond  the  walls  by  which  they 
were  witnessed ;  end  at  length  with  jwrfect  naiTelt 
»nd  self-aatisfaction,  favoured  us  with  various 
nories  of  his  own  bonnes  forlunet:  he  had  lived 
for  some  time  about  the  Court,  and  gave  us  but  a 
poor  flpectmen  of  its  morality — ^without  scruple  he 
ooapled  his  own  name  with  that  of  a  countess, 
-and  dallied  with  the  reputation  of  a  duchess — sooth 
jtD  say,  they  were  both  paixifs,  not  only  from  the 
«ourt  of  Cupid,  but  from  the  world  altogether; 
knd  truly  it  was  strange,  and  sontewhat  sad,  to 
We  the  wrinkled  brow ;  the  dull  eye,  ligliting  up 
at  iDtervals  as  he  spoke,  with  the  very  memory  of 
Uie  times  and  occurrences  on  which  he  dwelt — the 
joow-white  hair,  surmounted  by  that  ultra-anti- 
'dote  to  sentiment  of  which  I  have  already  made 
Mention,  the  r^  woollen  night-cap — and  to  listen 
V)  the  gallantries,  of  whose  very  recollection  he 
■iras  proud — the  antique  gallantries  of  forty  years 
%dhre !     Alas !  poor  human  nature. 

The  vices  of  the  court  and  of  the  cloister  were 
indeed  a  fruitful  theme,    and    the    disappointed 
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reitor  wis  no  nif^urd  chronicler ;  bnt  T" 
wearied  of  the  subject,  characteristic  as  were 
many  of  the  sketches ;  and  I  enquired  whether 
BO  beautiful  a  locality  as  that  of  Rio  Mayor 
not  aflord  some  narrative  of  a  less  repelling 
li>re  tiian  those  to  which  we  had  been  listening: 
the  eye  of  the  old  man  glistened,  and  he  pansed 
a  moment  before  he  replied  :  but  when  the  reply 
came,  it  was  affirmative ;  nor  did  he  require 
much  persuasion  to  impart  to  us  the  local  tra- 
dition which  dwelt  the  most  forcibly  npon  bis 
memory.  The  mien  and  manner  of  the  old  man 
doubtless  added  much  to  the  interest  of  the  lale ; 
and  the  fact  that  we  listened  to  it  almost  on  the 
very  spot  where  its  principal  events  had  tak< 
place,  as  assuredly  added  much  more 
nevertheless,  there  was  a  wild  tenderness  about 
the  tradition,  which  would  of  itself  have  ulnde 
its  way  to  wiy  heart;  and  it  was  with  perfect 
sincerity  that,  when  the  tale  was  told,  I  thanked 
the  vrilling  narrator,  for  the  gratification  whieh 
he  had  afibrded  me.      The  obligation  was 
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dently  mutual,  for  there  is  perhaps  nothing  which, 
garrulous  olil  &g&  values  as  it  does  an  atteativs 
liiteiier :  the  young  are  so  prone  to  smile  at  th& 
memories  aud  the  marvels  of  the  gray-headed — 
the  middle-aged  are  so  absorbed  by  the  busy 
world  ia  which  they  live — and  the  old  them- 
«elvc3  are  so  little  tolerant  to  the  weaknesses  of 
each  other;  so  atrophised  into  selfishness  by  the 
callosities  of  every-day  existence — that  the  out- 
pourings of  the  withered  and  world-worn  spirit 
are  ordinarily  but  little  heeded;  and  thus  the 
communicativeness  of  the  aged  is  checked,  and 
its  powers  of  retention  gradually  stultiiied,  until 
its  social  converse  becomes  frittered  down  into 
the  "  bald,  disjointed  chat,"  at  which  we  are  so 
much  inclined  to  scotT,  without  remembering  tha^ 
it  has  too  often  been  produced  by  our  own  un- 
-  compromising  selfishness.  And  truly  the  loss 
u  oars :  for  we  are  frequently  bewildered  among 
the  world's  paths,  without  a  land-mark ;  when, 
had  we  consulted  those  which  bad  been  erected 
by  others  who  had  gone  before  ua ;  but  wliich  we. 
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ia  OUT  pride  of  heart,  had  refused  to  read,  a 
might  have  •moved  on  steadily  and  safely  to  our 

deatined  goal. But  I  digress  : 

The  tale  was  but  just  told  vbeo  our  dinner  was 
announced:  ofwtucli,  as  it  chanced  to  be  e  day 
offaat,  the  iJeitor  declined  to  partake.  As  tb« 
cloth  vra$  removed,  the  favoured  nephew,  tire 
destined  poBseHor  of  "  the  book'*  entered  to  pay 
us  a  visit ;  and  to  express  a  hope  that  we  would 
accompany  him  to  Lis  house,  that  we  might  bt 
teen  by  his  wife  and  children.  The  phrase  sounds 
oddly  to  English  ears,  but  accords  perfectly  with 
the  eingle-heartednesa  which,  despite  priest-craft 
and  the  world's  contact,  is  decidedly  the  staple 
attribute  of  tJie  Portuguese  character.  And  t 
this  singular  phrase  is  analyzed,  it  is  at  let 
teidUd  more  civil  than  that  which  would  pro 
bebly  have  been  substituted  by  those  who  mmj 
•mile  at  its  abruptness  and  brutquerte ;  we  wera 
not  asked  to  see  his  wife — the  invitation  did  not 
imply  a  belief  that  it  was  for  our  own  gratification 
that  we  were   rerjuested  to  visit  his  house — but 
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t  we  might  be  seen,  and  be  thus  enabled  to 
dispense  gratificatioD  : — if  this  unsophisticated 
simplicity  be  not  genuine  good-hreeding,  we  des- 
pair of  ever  experiencing  any  which  bears  less 
jhe  Btanip  of  a  counterfeit.  Heuriques  was  a 
4»nded  proprietor ;  he  bad  vineyaTds,  fields  of 
Indian  com,  and  lupiua,  and  moreover  supplied 
the  Lisbon  market  with  no  inconsiderable  quantity 
of  wine  ;  his  buliock-cars  were  for  ever  in  motion, 
aud  every  thing  seemed  to  thrive  with  him :  hie 
bean  vras  as  hgbt  as  thistle  down,  and  his  spirits 
rere  as  buoyant  as  the  bark  of  the  cork  trees  on 
M  estate ;  his  life  was  one  perpetual  smile,  and 
ias  white  teeth  were  as  continually  visible  as 
ilia  bright  black  eyee ;  he  had  a  word  for  every 
cue,  and  a  jest  for  most :  he  was  a  bold  horseman, 
a  fearless  bull  •  fighter,  a  staunch  constitution- 
slist,  and  a  good  catholic ;  a  little  too  foud  pei^ 
liaps  of  gay  associates ;  and  also  (his  wife  said) 
at  the  old  proverb — mal  vai  ao  faso  quando  a 
^arba  na&  auda  em   cima  ;*  or,  in  plain  Englith^ 


"  llie  ipindle  y.  oilu  ill  when  Ihe  beaid  is  not  o' 


A    DAY    AT    R 

of  being  master  in  bis  own  house.  Certain  itil 
nevertheless,  that  Few  husbauds  were  ever  ap] 
rently  better  loved  than  Hcnriques,  or  appearefl 
to  be  more  susceptible  of  affection.  He  was  a 
6ue  uianly -looking  fellow,  for  whom  nature  had 
done  every  thing — he  had  a  bright  sity  above  him, 
and  a  smiling  world  around ;  his  past  was  all 
pleasure ;  his  present,  one  uninterrupted  seoson^l^ 
enjoyment ;  and  of  the  future  he  never  tronble|| 
himself  to  think.  His  uncle  was  evidently  proud 
of  him,  and  he  was  proud  of  his  uncle:  the  old 
man  loved  the  manliness  and  vivacity  of  the  lai 
holder,  and  the  young  one  held  in  reverence 
profession  and  erudition  of  the  rector. 

We  willingly  acceded  to  his  rer|uest,  and  hav- 
ing traversed  tlie  main  street  of  the  town,  we  ar- 
rived at  his  house.  At  the  door  we  were  received 
by  a  very  prettylooking  woman  of  about  five-aad- 
twenty,  with  fine  black  eyes,  and  teeth  like  pearls: 
and  three  rosy,  happy  children,  for  whose  edifica- 
tion and  amusement  we  all  talked  a  vast  dei 
very  bad  Portuguese.   Their  infantile  wonder 
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[  eoriosity  amueed   us   not  a   little :    their  stolen; 
[  glances,  their  whisperEid  comments,  their  animBt- 
I  «d  gestures,  were  all  so  genuine,  that  we  did  not 
I  acknowledge  the  necessity  for  Uie  apolt^  which 
the  SenAora,  with  intuitive  good-bree<1ing,  made 
from  time  to  time,  as  she  chid  them  for  their  in- 
trusive advances.     Wine   and  dried   fruits  were 
[  banded  round  by  a  servant  shortly  after  we  entered 
I  tie  house;  during  which  ceremony  the  lady  with- 
Kv ;  and  on  our  rigin^  some  minutes  afterwards 
I  take  our  leave,  we  were  pressed   to  await  her. 
reappearance.  We  pleaded  haste,  as  we  purpoeect 
riding  that  evening  to  see  the  eonrce  of  the  Rio 
Mayor  (or  Great  River)  which  gives  its  name  to 
the  town.     Our  host  immediately  offered  tc  pro- 
vide uB  with  a  guide,  very  much  to  our  satisfaction ; 
and  on  this  condition  we  consented  to  remain  to 
make  our  adieux  to  the  Senhora.     Better  had  it 
been  for  us  had  we  continned  inexorable ;  for  at 
length  she  did  return,  bearing  a  huge  dish,  upon 
which    smoked  a  fine  kid,  whose  death-note  I 
immediately  remembered    to  have    heard  under 
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the  window  Boon  after  our  arrical!  Wehadjost 
dined — had  drank  wine  and  eaten  dried  fhiitt ; 
and  now  plates  were  produced,  knives  and  forks 
followed  them,  and  bongri,  malgri,  we  were  seated 
at  table  with  great  ceremony  to  eat  of  a  hot  roasted 
kid  !  It  was  in  rain  to  proteet — the  master  and 
mistress  of  the  house  both  rose  and,  standing 
behind  our  chairs,  waited  upon  us  during  our  most 
poi^torial  performance — I  shall  never  forget  il ! 
After  the  infliction  just  related,  we  mounUd 
our  mules,  and  started  on  our  expedition.  Musi 
I  confess  that  after  all  the  well-Rie.ant  hospitality 
of  our  worthy  host,  1  could  have  laughed  outright 
when  onr  guide  joined  us — such  a  mule  ! — Buch 
trappings ! — such  a  melange  of  straw,  and  rope, 
and  coloured  worsted  !  And  then  the  one  solitary 
spur,  containing  as  much  metal  as  would  suffice 
to  make  half  a  dozen  modem  ones ;  and  the 
ngged  jacket,  with  a  portion  of  the  shiri-aleeTe 
looking     impertinently    on   the    external    world 

through  a  rent  at  the  elbow ! this  however,  has 

nothing  to  do  with  the  source  of  the  river. 
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On  lesving  the  town  we  ascended  a  finely- 
wooded  eminence,  and  then  descended  ^adually 
by  a  romantically  beautiful  road,  until  we  arrived 
Ml  the  plain  through  which  rolls  the  Rio  Mayor ; 
following  the  course  of  the  stream  along  a  lovely 
green  lane,  we  fooind  it  narrow  and  slacken, 
■nlil  we  entered  the  gorge  of  the  mountains, 
which  appears  to  hafe  been  rent  purposely  to 
give  egress  to  the  slender  thread  of  yrnter 
that  flowa  down  the  rocky  cbanoel :  tlie  spot 
whence  the  water  first  issues,  is  so  very  small, 
that  you  may  cover  it  with  your  hand,  and  you 
have  some  difficulty  in  assuring  yourself  that 
this  is  really  the  source  of  the  rapid  and  beautj- 
fcl  stream  which  flows  past  the  town.  Before 
^JOQ  is  an  inaccessible  mountain,  which 
Btr«tchee  along  on  either  nde,  as  if  to  protect 
die  infant  river  which  ia  so  soon  to  grow  into 
Biajwty  and  beauty.  1  despair  of  giving  any 
idea  of  tlte  scene — the  dark  face  of  tlie  moun- 
tain was  studded  with  tufu  of  wild  lilies, 
tunk  and  white  heaths,  and  myrtle;  while   softly 
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on  the  atmosphere,  (like  breathings  of  home 
upon  the  heart) !  came  the  purfume  of  the  blue 
riolets,  which  duatered  ia  thetr  sweetness  in 
every  cleft  and  chasm.  The  stillnesa  was  per- 
fect; not  tlie  chirp  of  an  insect,  not  the  wing 
of  a  bird,  disturbed  tlie  deep  repose  of  the  place : 
tlie  water  fiowed  noiselessly  along  its  narrow 
channel,  and  the  very  leaves  of  the  rock-herbs 
slept,  undisturbed  by  the  slightest  breeze.  And 
this  was  in  the  raidst  of  a  busy  world — a  world 
of  turmoil,  and  chafe,  and  business — whose  ele- 
ments are  noise,  and  hurry,  and  contention — and 
not  a  sound  marred  the  holiness  of  that  quiet  plaee; 
it  was  bathed  in  sunshine — the  rich,  glowing 
beams  of  the  setting  sun  tinting  every  object 
with  unearthly  hues,  and  turning  the  slender 
stream  into  a  liquid  rainbow — the  sides  of  the 
mountain  took  a  thousand  dyes,  and  gleamed 
in  sapphire  and  in  amethyst,  as  though  within 
their  eternal  hearts  they  secreted  many  a  jewelled 
mine;  while  the  very  lilies  blushed 
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W    rays   kissed   them.      It  wanted    but  music — the     ^M 
P     music  of  birds  and  bees — the  untaught   melody     ^M 
of  nature,  to    render   the  whole    scene   perfect ; 
the  sight  was  salisfied,  for   it   looked   but  upon 
beauty ;  while  the  ear  seemed  to  linger  as  though       ^_ 
it  sought   its   &bare  in   the    glory    by   which   it      ^| 
was  environed — but  it  sought  in  vain.    The  to-      ^M 
latile  guide  did  not  however  suffer  the  stillness      ^M 
to  be    of  long    continuance:  hia   laugh  and  hia      ^M 
jest  were  ready  even  here :  he  had  not  a  spark     ^M 
of  sentiment  in   his   composition — to  him   rocke     ^M 
were  mere  stones,  and  rivers  only  water  at  the 
best :  he  jested  even  over  the  fair  flowers  which 

and  chid  me  in  the  same  spirit  as  I  heedlessly 
clambered  over  the  fi-Hgments  of  rock  to  secure 
•ome  of   the  violets   which   bloomed    so  temp^ 
tagl,: 

"  Tenha  mad  ;"*  he  said  gaily  "  do  you  not  see 
that  cave  close  beside  yon?   we    tracked  a  wolf 

•  Hold  jour  hand. 
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thither  not  six  weeks  since,  and  lost  him  tit  last 
— marotoi*  but  we  had  glorious  sport  never- 
theless— quervoasa  Smhoria  deicer?"  f  he  Bsked 
arcUy,  as  I  hastily  commenced  my  descent,  spring>- 
ing  forward  as  he  spoke  to  assist  me  with  hj» 
hand :  "  they  are  but  tmcomfortable  neighbours, 
those  wolves,  especially  for  ladies."  I  needed 
no  fiirther  bidding ;  for  having  already  been  in- 
troduced au  loin  to  one  of  these  unsightly  and 
dangerous  animals,  I  had  no  inclination  to 
tivate  a  closer  acquaintance.  1  brought  a 
however,  a  score  of  violets  as  a  reiniuiecesee 
of  the  spot ;  i  had  them  for  some  lime :  1 
might  have  had  them  yet,  but  long  msrchfls 
and  defective  conveyances  are  sad  annibilaton 
of  romance. 

Surely  I  should,  had  I  been  aught  e 
heroine,  have  been  sentimental  at  least  for 
evening,  after  looking  on  such  a  scene:  but 
— like  the    beautihil  river  whose   sonrce 
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been  contetnplatiDg  with  admiration  and  interest, 
I  floon  reflected  oUier  scene? ;  and  in  half  an 
bour  I  was  riding  a  race  with  our  guide,  and 
the  gentleman  who  accompanied  us.  We  soon 
parted  company  with  the  latter,  whose  mule 
having  a  decided  dislike  to  racing,  testified  it 
by  depositing  his  rider  in  the  pretty  green  lane 
among  the  hedge-Bowers,  and  wending  home- 
irard  alone. 

We  were  all  mounted  on  mules,  owing  to 
the  difficulty  of  some  part  of  the  road :  and  as 
this  was  the  first  lime  that  I  had  ever  been  on 
tiie  back  of  one  of  these  self-willed  aaimals, 
1  fiiimd  it  much  more  easy  to  commence  the 
race  than  to  terminate  it.  On  I  went  in  the 
wake  of  the  Sea/ior,  whose  mule,  though  much 
smaUer,  was  far  more  fleet  tlian  the  one  I  rode ; 
admiring,  as  we  swept  along,  his  very  indepen- 
dent costume  and  admirable  horsemanship,  on 
which  he  greatly  prided  himself;  and,  with  the 
exception  of  encountering  a  party  who  were  about 
to  explore  the  scene  which  we  had  just  quitted. 
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A  LEGEND  OF  RIO  MAYOR. 


I  On  Uie  border  of  the  pine  wood  which  skirts  Rio 
Mavor  on  the  north-easi,  stood  some  years  ago 
the  Quinta  of  the  Coiile  do  Munte  Santo  ;  thie 
Fidalgo  was  haughty,  inipetuoue,  vindictive,  and 
powerful ;  he  had  formed  a  wealthy  and  great 
■Uisoce,  and  his  lady  waa  ha  beautiful  as  she  was 
bi^i-bom.  Princes  of  the  blood,  and  ladies  who 
were  ihe  boast  of  the  land,  and  the  theme  of 
minstrelsy,  stood  beside  their  nmrrlf^e-altar ; 
but   Monte  Santo  was  the   proudest  noble,  and 


I  bb  bride  v 


B  the  loveliest  lady  of  all  the  courtly 
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crowd.  Amid  the  blaze  of  tapers,  and  the  flash 
of  jewels — amid  the  waving  of  plumes,  and  the 
clashing  of  knightly  weapons,  did  the  Count  clasp 
the  Iiand  of  the  timid  and  tender  Johanna ;  and 
it  seemed  as  though  for  them  there  could  be 
neither  sadness  nor  sorrow  in  the  world ;  they 
were  both  young,  beautiful,  wealthy, and  beloved; 
yet  Iwth  the  sadness  and  the  sorrow  came  ere 
they  had  been  three  years  wedded  !  Monte  Santo 
was  the  last  of  his  race ;  a  race  wliich  affected 
to  trace  its  descent  from  some  mighty  Moorish 
ancestor ;  and  certain  it  is  that  there  was  much 
in  the  fiery  nature,  and  swarthy  complexion  of 
the  Tidalg",  to  countenance  the  belief.  Three 
years  had  he  been  wedded  to  his  beautiful  Jo- 
hanna, and  they  were  yet  childless ;  the  unhappy 
lady  had  weaned  the  saints  with  supplications: 
she  had  walked  bare-footed  in  the  procession  of  tba 
ILspirita  Santo* — she  had  passed  the  ' 
tnaf  with  the  rigid  sisterhood  of  the 
under  tlie  vigilant  eyes  of  their  yet  more  rigid 

*  Holy  Ghost.         t  Lent 
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Abbadesia  • — she  had  wrought  aa  altar-cloth  for 
the  chupel  of  the  Santa  Cruzf — she  had  given 
alms  to  the  poor — but  her  prayer  waa  not  an- 
swered. 

Then,  indeed,  did  the  fair  Contessa  shrink 
before  the  flashing  eye,  and  feel  her  stricken 
•oul  sicken  at  the  harsh  comments  of  her  lord — 
the  had  poured  forth  upon  him  the  young  trea- 
«ire  of  ber  first  and  only  affection ;  and  she  loved 
'kim  yet,  passionately,  devotedly ;  for  woman  with- 
. draws  uot  her  heart  from  its  idol  till  after  long 
years  of  wretchedness  and  withering — She  heard 
llim  talk  of  dooming  her  to  the  cloister,  and  of 
craving  from  the  Holy  Church  a  dispeneatioQ 
#Dm  hiB  mnrri^e  vows,  that  he  might  woo 
mother  bride  to  perpetuate  bis  haughty  racft— 
ihe  shuddered  as  she  listened ;  for  she  felt  thet 
fcer  own  heart  could  never  have  engendered,  nor 
her  lips  have  ottered,  so  cruel,  so  bitter  a  sug- 
gestion ;  but  she  remembered  the  days  of  their 
iMighting    and    delighted    affection,     when    he 


•  Abbess. 


t  H"lj  Cross. 


wooed   her  with  gentle   tones   and  courtly   i 
teries,   while  all  the   paeeionate  ardour    of 
Moorish   blood   Bashed   out    in    bis    eyes,    and 
deepened  on   his   cheek;   and  she   whispered  to 
ber  feare,  that  it  was,  it  could  be,  hut  an  idk  j 
threat. 

Alas !  the  young  Contesea  did  but  deceiilJ 
herself;  another  year  passed  over  the  halls  4 
Monte  Santo,  and  no  infant  foot  yet  pressed  tj 
marble  floors,  no  iniant  laughter  yet  rung  t 
and  awoke  their  echoes.  Silently  and  stert 
the  Fida/gii  moved  among  his  dependants, 
silently  and  atemly  he  sat  beside  his  young  s 
heart-bowed  wife ;  or  but  broke  the  stillness  \ 
uttei'  some  keen  and  bitter  taunt.  Couriei 
meanwhile,  were  despatched  to  Rome,  but  1 
unhappy  lady  knew  not  of  these ;  nor  dreamt 
she,  while  she  was  invoking  the  saints  to  restore 
to  her  the  heart  of  her  husband,  even  though 
they  should  contemn  her  still  to  continue  child- 
less, that  t^  Beatissimo  Padre*  had  annulled  t 
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marriage,  and  that  Monle  Saiilo  was  her  hus- 
band no  longer.  At  length  the  bolt  fell ;  it  was 
from  the  lipa  of  her  Confessor  that  she  leemt 
the  ruthless  determmation  of  the  Fidafgo — be 
wnB  a  good  man,  and  he  "  did  his  spiritii^ 
gently;"  but  what  could  words  avail  to  such 
ft  sorrow  ?  The  Contessa  wept,  and  every  tear 
that  she  shed  seemed  to  fall  in  ice  upon  her 
heart;  she  did  not  reproach,  she  did  not  up- 
braid: she  asked  but  once  agaiu  to  hang  upon 
lii&  neck,  but  once  again  to  press  the  lips  qf 
Monle  Sanla,  ere  she  entered  her  living  tomb ; 
tad  ber  prayer  was,  in  part,  granted.  They  met 
■gain  —  but  not  alone ;  callous  as  he  was,  the 
Conte  shrank  from  such  a  trial ;  and  Father  Ja<i,f 
despite  the  deprecating  looks  of  the  abandoned 
wife,  stirred  not  from  his  post. 

Johanna  would  have  cast  herself  upon  her 
liuBband's  breast,  but  he  coldly  held  her  back. 

"  Johatma  da  Eslrella,"  he  said,  and  his 
voice  shook  slightly  as  he  pronounced  her  maiden 
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nsme,  *'  thia  may  not  be :  remember  that  the 
most  Holy  Church,"  and  here  the  false  nobl«, 
with  cruelty  in  his  heart  and  od  his  lip.  dared 
to  sign  above  that  indurated  heart  the  bleesed 
symbol  of  the  faith  which  he  had  profaned; 
"  that  Holy  Church,  which  caunot  err,  has  dis- 
solved onr  marriage-bonds ;  and  1  may  not  hold 
to  my  breast  one  whom  she  now  claims  as  her 
own.  You  have  desired  this  meeting,  and  I  have 
yielded  to  your  request,  perhaps  it  had 
better  for  both  of  as  never  to  have  met  again! 
"  Oh !  say  noi  so — say  not  90,  Moute  Santtn 
gasped  out  his  wretched  wife.  "  I  come  not 
reproach  you  for  your  cruelty,  for  that  were 
inflict  an  added  pang  upon  my  own  heart,  whi< 
it  can  ill  afford  to  bear — I  come  not  to  ask  yw' 
to  revoke  your  fatal  mandate;  for  now  I  feel 
and  know  that  your  purpose  has  been  slow  of 
growth,  and  resolute  of  performance — Siuto  itto 
no  corafa6  * — but  I  could  not  address  you  in  the 
words  of  bitterness —  I  could  not ! — have  I 
*  It  piercei  me  to  the  lieait. 


I  her 
have 
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lored  yoo  till  my  heart  knew  do  other  happi- 
neael — till  your  image  became  my  world? — did 
I  not  give  myself  to  you  in  my  young  beauty, 
before  sorrow  had  shaded,  or  care  had  blighted, 
it?     And  now,  d  f/uem  teria  imaginado  isso?"* 

And  the  poor  forsaken  one  looked  up  to  him 
through  her  tears,  as  though  she  would  have 
melted  him  to  pity. 

"  All  this  is  vain,  Johanna,"  was  the  stern 
Itepiy:  "you  do  but  torture  yourself  and  me. 
When,   ensnared   by   your   deceitful    beauty,    I 

le  you  mine  at  the  altar,  I  dreamt  not  that 
Johanna  da  Eilrelta  would  be  a  childless  wife — 
I  need  not  tell  you  how  I  have  pined  for  the  per- 
jietnatioQ  of  my  proud  race — I  need  not  tell  you 
how,  year  after  year,  my  hopes  have  been  blight- 
ed— you  know  all  this  too  well.  The  curse  is 
aa  you,  and  you  must  abide  its  consequences. 
I  would  act  by  you  with  all  gentleness — I  shall 
Ifljoice  to  bear  of  your  happiness — " 


juld  have  imagined  this  >. 
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He  was  interrupted  by  a  groan — he  paai 
an  instant,  and  then  resumed  : 

"  I   leave   the    selection    of  your   retreat  1 
yourself — I  will   endow  the  convent  which  ; 
uiay  determine  to  enter,  with  the  dower  wl^ 
I  received  with  you  at  our  marriage — you  s 
have  no  cause  to  complain  of  my  conduct   i 
wards  you — and  yet,  in  truth,  Johanna,  I  might 
well  have  been  pardoned  had  I  acted  differently, 
when  I  remember  the  penalty  which  1  have  ] 
to  pay  for  our  ill-omened  nuptials." 

The   unhappy  woman   glanced  towards   i 
with  a  look  of  surprised  enquiry. 

"  You  would  ask  to  what  penalty  I  alludef 
(lontimied  the  Conie.  "  I  will  tell  you — and  \ 
in  your  secret  soul  you  accuse  me  of  ci-uelt^  a 
harehnese,   remember   that  the    arrow  was 
herbed  for  ^our  breast   alone — the  chutvb 
Ip^nted  ray  prayer;  but  Johanna,  it  claitne  I 
first-born  of  my  second  marriage,  as  the  eart 
of  its  indulgence ;  I  have  subscribed  to  this  i 
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leroative  ;  and  once  more  I  see  my  hopes  nipped 
in  tbe  bud." 

"  Quitladinia ! "  *  mannured  out  the  unhap- 
py woman ;  "  fated  to  misery  even  before  its 
birth—" 

I  "  Call  you  the  eervice  of  the  Church  misery, 
Uy  daaghterT'  asked  the  monk,  for  the  first 
time  breaking  silence.  "  Nossa  Senkora  da 
Mu£ri£ordia  f  pardon  jou  for  the  thought !  " 

"  And  now,  Johanna,  let  us  part  I "  resomed 
■Monte  Santo.  "  Deos  voi  ajude !  X  ^^^  may  you 
find  that  happiness  in  the  cloister  whicli  this 
world  has  refused  to  you." 

"  1  can  know  no  happiness,  bereft  of  your 
■affection — debarred  even  the  poor  privilege  of 
iooking  on  yoii,  listening  to  you — I  would  not 
.care,  Monte  Santo,  though  I  saw  you  smile 
npon  another,  though  I  heard  you  whisper  love 
.  Id  her  a«  you  once  did  to  me — ito !  1  would 
4each  my  heart  to  bear  that  without  barBttng; 

•  Poor  thing.  +  Our  Ladj  of  Mercy. 

t  God  unst  you. 
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but  to  be  wholly,  utterly  cast  a«de — to  be  thrown 
Jtoiu  you  like  a  light  wretch,  of  whom  your 
foDcy  hftd  weaiied — Monte  Santo  —  busbaBd — 
this,  tlus  is  more  than  1  can  bear,  and  live !  " 

The  dark  Conle  turned  aside  :  his  lipe  qui- 
vered, and  the  remoree  of  an  JDStaat  clouded 
hie  cheek  and  brow :  —  but  when  did  aflectioB 
ev'er  contend  successfully  against  amLation?  la 
the  nest  moment  be  was  cold,  stem,  and  reso- 
lute as  before, 

"  Deot  vos  perdoe,  *  Johanna ;  '  he  said,  with 
affected  horror,  aa  he  glanced  towards  tlie  lean 
and  ascetic  friar,  who  had  been  his  counsellor 
throughout  the  base  conspiracy  :  "would  you  in- 
dulge in  the  cloister  the  sinful  yearnings  of  tbe 
world  ?  would  you  pollute  tbe  pure  shrinee  of 
Our  Lady  and  the  blessed  Saints,  by  erecUng 
upon  them  the  image  of  an  eartldy  idol? " 

"  Coitado  de  ti !  f  wouldst  thou  call  down 
npon  the  holy  houee,  which  will  open  its  portals 
to  shield  thee  from  the  tempests  of  the  world. 


■  God  forgive  you. 
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the  wrath  of  offended  heaven  ? "  thundered  the 
mook :  and  the  shrinking  woman  pressed  her 
riasped  hands  upon  her  bursting  heart,  and 
murmured  hoarsely:  "Coitado  de  me!" 

The  interview  lasted  not  much  longer :  the  un- 
'happy  Contessa  selected  the  rigid  order  of  Santa 
Francisca  as  her  future  abiding-place  ;  and  even 
the  callons  Monte  Santo,  and  the  st«m  monk, 
alike  sought  to  turn  her  from  her  purpose  :  but 
they  urged  in  vain — they  reminded  her  of  the 
-ceaseless  vigils,  the  rigorous  discipline,  the  fright- 
'ftil  abstinence  which  the  order  enjoined — of  the 
^l>ed  of  boards,  the  rude  labour,  and  the  hopeless 
'neglect  to  which  she  must  be  condemned  in  such 
a  commniuty ;  but  the  delicate  and  pampered 
^Johatma  shrank  not  from  the  picture — when 
ithe  heart  is  bruised,  the  body  ceases  to  be  deli- 
cate :  and  there  was  comfort  in  the  belief  that 
mch  measureless  deprivations  and  sufferings 
ironld  soon  terminate  the  life  of  one  so  unac- 
to  their  operation. 
A  few  months  passed  over  the  humble  and 
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»pirit-ctrickea  bister  of  Santa  Framciica,  ere  MohU 
Sanlo  wooed  a  second  bride :  but,  neverthelese, 
they  were  pae^ed  by  him  amid  the  revelries  aod 
the  spleadours  td  the  court,  where  the  Vonle  do 
Mottle  Saalo,  young,  rich,  handsome,  and  ^wn 
free,  was  an  object  of  universal  courtesy  and 
attentJOTi.  Some  few  there  were  who  remembered 
the  gentle  and  fond  Johanna,  and  who  thoi 
with  pity  on  her  cheerless  fate :  but  theae 
bad  neither  daughters  nor  nieces  to  marry  :  anil 
were,  moreover,  too  good  catholics  to  hazard  a 
regret  as  to  the  means  by  which  Igreja  SaiUa  • 
had  gained  so  rigid  a  votary.  Among  the  young 
and  the  lovely,  the  Count  was  the  moet  popular 
man  at  Court ;  for  he  avowed  his  intention  to 
marry  within  the  year ;  and  was  a  novelty,  not 
having  visited  the  capital  since  his  unit 
Johanna.  Many  were  the  toils  laid  to 
the  hand  of  a  man  who  bad  provfd  himself 
to  po»>-ess  a  heart ;  but  Mont?  Saitto  bad 
wary  from  disappointment;  and  tliougb  he 

■  Holy  Church. 
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ttfni^  smile  for  emile,  he  pursued  the  barter  of 
gallantry  no  further. 

Snrely  it  must  have  been  unconsciously  th&t 
'tfie  Fida/go  at  last  arrived  at  the  Quhita  with 
'fcis  new  bride  on  the  very  day  and  hour  when 
TOe  funeral  bell  of  Santa  Francisco  wh«  pealing 
^JKit  the  dirge  which  announced  that  a  novice 
%ad  just  uttered  the  vow  that  sevei-ed  her  for 
ftrer  from  the  world.  From  the  Quinta  came  on 
Hhe  wind  ilie  sounds  of  music,  and  laughter,  and 
'revelry — the  light  and  tranaient  laughter  of  the 
world's  mirth  ;^^nd  while  in  the  convent  chapel 
^e  gray -clad  nuns  of  Santa  Franctsca  stood 
Ground  their  new  sister ;  the  groves  and  gar- 
'idens  of  the  iJonte's  villa  were  gay  with  groupee 
*iDf  peasants  and  retainers  in  their  many-coloured 
'eoetumes,  and  gorgeous  liveries;  as  they  thronged 
■^about  the  bridal  party,  and  welcomed  them  with 
'songs  and  dances.  The  new  bride  was  young, 
"very  young,  with  a  bright  eye  and  a  fresh  cheek, 
yet  she  had  not  the  kind  smile  or  the  gentle 
voice   of   the   lady  Johanna :   but,  nevertheless, 
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there  was  wine  and  irassaU  m  the  halls  of  t 
Fidalgo,  and    the    heedless   peasaotrj',  and  1 
more  calculating  depetidcnta,  toasted  the  '. 
of  tlie  new  beauty  with  at  least  as  much  i 
aod  as  much  hyperbole,  as  they  had  hestow 
upon  their  greeting  to  the  last. 

How  few  thought  in  that  idle  hour  of  r 
aud   excess  upon    the  broken-hearted   sister  < 
Santa  Franc'tKa  ! 

It  was  strange  again  —  and  it  seemed 
though  the  tinger  of  justice  pointed  out  to  M<M 
Santo  the  ruthleesness  and  Tiiuity  of  his  d^ 
vices — but  on  the  day  when  the  Conteasa  flor- 
tentia  Ix'came  the  mother  of  a  daughter,  the 
death-bell  of  Santa  Franciaca  again  pealed  out, 
and  it  was  the  knell  of  Monte  Santo'i  first  and 
fairest  bride ! 

The  world  lost  not  a  denizen — the  proud  i 
of  the  Fidalgo  was  not  reft  of  a  member :  one 
bad  indeed  passed  away,  but  there  were  smiles 
of  gratulatiou  still;  for  another  had  been  bom 
to  him.     The  young  Contessa  pressed  her  in&nt 
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to  her  heart,  and  that  heart  beat  high  with 
pride  and  gladness :  but  there  was  a  shadow  on 
ihe  spirit  of  her  lord ;  nor  was  she  tardy  ia 
'   Kkoking  the  discovery. 

"  Men  amor ;  "*  she  said,  as  she  pillowed  her 
&ir  cheek  upon  his  breast,  while  be  beat  ear- 
nestly, but  sileutly,  orer  the  sleeping  babe,  "how 
■hall  I  thank  you  7  I  should  have  given  you 
%  boy,  Monte  Sanlo :  a  noble  boy,  to  inherit, 
with  tlie  name  and  rank,  the  manly  graces  of 
his  gallant  father — and  yet,  not  one  word,  not 
one  look  of  reproach,  or  of  r^ret,  has  betrayed 
your  disappointment — this  ia  kind,  very  kind — 
and  believe  me,  I  feel  it  so." 

The  Fidalgo  vas  silent  for  a  moment :  some- 
thing seemed  to  stru^le  at  bis  heart :  he  turned 
away  from  the  offered  lip  of  hia  young  wife,  but 
bis  look  was  rather  sad  than  stem. 

"  Nay,  now  you  chide  me  by  your  coldness  ;" 
she  resumed,  while  a  tear  sprang  to  her  eye, 
"  yet  you  will  love  our  child  1 " 

*  My  love. 
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'*  1  dare  not ! "  vm  the  concise  and  startliq 
reply. 

"How!"  excliunied   Hortensia,  &s  she  e 
denlj  withdrew  herself  from  his  arms; 
t/uer  diier  into  ?*  said  you  that  you  dared  i 
love  our  babe  ?  " 

"  Heed  me  not,  heed  me  not,  aweet  lore-jjj 
said  Monte  Santo,  as  be  pressed  bis  hand  upi 
bie  fevered  brow;  "  I  pray  you  beed  not  my  id] 
words :  1  would  have  said,  Hortemia,  that  I  (i 
not  love  this  little  sleeping  girl  as  I  should  I 
loved  a  boy — a  boy,  dearest,  would  liave  1 
for  ever  at  my  side ;  he  would  Lave  redected 
my  wishes,  echoed  my  opinions,  oulrun  mj 
hopes — in  his  youth  he  would  have  been  i 
sport,  in  his  manhood  my  pride — but  this  1 
girl — we  shall  have  her  but  for  a  time  --— 
And  yet,"  he  murmured,  rather  commnoing  with 
his  own  thoughts  than  addressing  the  Contesm, 
"  why  not  tell  her  the  truth  at  once  ?  why  seek 
to  cheat  her  for  a  time  by  these  specious  i 
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eoningB?  had  it  Indeed  been  b  boy,  the  evil 
woald  have  been  the  aarae  —  the  sacrifice  far 
heavier. — " 

'*  Motile  Santo,"  BRid  the  Countess,  "  what 
is  it  which  presses  so  heavily  upon  your  spirit  I — ■ 
Do  j'ou  fear  to  confide  in  me?  Am  I  not  your 
wife  1  Speak,  Conte — husbands-does  evil  threat- 
en oar  child,  our  only  one  "i " 

"  Now,  indeed,  our  only  one,  Hortensia ;  "  re- 
plied the  FidalgOt  as  he  forced  a  smile  and  E^ain 
folded  his  young  wife  to  his  bosom  ;  "  but,  re^ 
member,  nada  se  vai  mais  depressa  que  o  tempo,  * 
.  and  one  day  you  will  make  me  the  proud  father 
of  a  boy — Why  should  1  murmur,  dearest,  that 
I'am  not  such  even  now?  Nay,  nay,  1  should 
rather  thank  the  saints  that  they  htive  not  doom- 
ed the  rightful  heir  of  my  ancient  ra^e  to  the 
((loom  and  hopelessness  of  a  cloister." 

"  fie  isso  verdade?"+  asked  the  young  mother. 
"Monte  Santo,  have  you  played  me  false?  have 
you  vowed  away  my  child?" 


1 

i 


t 


*  Noibing  goea  faslet  than  li 
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"  Listen  to  me,  Contessa ;"  said  the  Fidaign, 
B£  bis  wife  stood  before  him  with  dilated  ejc^  uid 
flushed  brow,  the  very  image  of  terror ;"  listen  to 
me — think  you  that  when  1  strove  to  rid  myself 
of  a  childless  wife,  the  holy  church  exacted  no 
terest  for  the  debt  which  I  incurred  to  Nona 
hora  and  the  blessed  saintel  Think  you 
when  I  ui^ed  my  suit,  they  said  to  me,  *  Af< 
5a«(o, "your  prayer  is  granted?' — ^No,  Hortei 
tlie  Beati^simo  Podre  sets  not  thus  with  his  sup- 
pliauts — my  prayer  loat  granted,  but  a  condition 
was  annexed  to  it ;  and  that  condition  com|>elleil 
the  surrender  of  my  fiist-boni  to  tlie  cloister, — You 
laud  me  that  1  did  not  murmur  when  you  g^Bve  me 
a  girl — ^woman,  I  almost  shrieked  in  ^ouy,  when 
your  hour  came,  lest  I  aliould  be  the  father  of  a 
b(^ — of  a  monk  1  of  a  dull,  petticoated,  tonsured 
drone,  whose  hand  would  grasp  the  rosary  instead 
of  the  sword — whose  voice  would  emniDon  to  the 
vee{)cr8  instead  of  Uie  field  of  honour — and  I  tell 
you,  tlint  I  thanked  the  Virgin  when  1  learnt  that 
this  bitter  pang  was  spared  1 " 
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The  Contesta  did  not  reply;  and  wlien  Moute 
■Santo  turned  towards  her  with  more  soothing 
words,  he  found  that  ahe  was  senseless  in  his 
the  holt  had  fallen  too  soon,  and  too 
Mddenly,  to  enable  her  to  contend  with  the  shock : 
dbe  was  carried  to  her  bed ;  and,  though  the 
proud  Fidaigo  hung  over  her  in  all  the  agony 
■vt  despair — though  he  would  have  recalled  his 
WOTtls,  or  Bwora  to  abide,  for  her  sake,  by  the 
/lisregard  of  his  vow — yet  did  his  after-care  avail 
nothing;  and  for  awhile  the  life  of  the 
Coititssa  hung  by  a  thread ;  but  at  length  Motile 
SantQ,  in  bitterness  of  spirit  and  blight  of  heart, 
ynyed  for  her  death — aye,  the  death  of  his  young 
.jvife,   bis  second   bride.      In  selfishness  of  soul 

pnt  np  the  prayer,  for  he  looked  into  the 
future,  and  shuddered — but  it  was  not  answered ; 
the  Contesm  lived,  a  maniac!  There  was  no 
bursting  this  second  bond  !  The  hand  of  heaven 
was  in  it ;  and  thenceforth  the  Conte  do  Monte 
Scnia  was  a  spirit-withered  man. 

The  child  grew,  and  she  was  very  beautiful ; 
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and  it  was  strange  and  sad  to  see  lier  in  her 
first  girlhood  sporting  gaily  with  her  nuiniac 
mother.  The  Contesm,  who  fled  from  the  fiighi  of 
the  Fidaigo  like  a  startled  hare,  was  happy  only 
in  the  presence  of  her  child.  Amid  her  madness 
she  remembered  all  the  gay  and  graceful  pa»- 
tinies  of  her  own  youth,  and  she  played  ihem 
over  again  with  all  the  zest  and  laughter  of  her 
first  girlhood ;  she  wtis  very  gentle,  and  the  no- 
conscious  Ursula  loved  her  bright-eyed  D]Oth«r, 
and  knew  not  that  the  light  of  those  wild  eyes 
was  that  of  madness  ! 

The  world  had  no  longer  any  charmn  for 
Muute  Santo  —  madness  was  in  his  halls,  and 
miaerj-  at  his  heart ;  at  guch  a  time  the  homilies 
of  Father  Ja6  were  no  longer  trite  nor  tedious ; 
the  Ftdalgn  became  a  miracle  of  piety ;  he  founded 
a  Monastery,  of  which  his  confessor  was  nomi- 
nated Prior — he  vowed  his  unofi'ending  child  to 
Santa  Franchca — he  caused  masses  to  be  said 
for  the  soul  of  Johanna,  though  few  believed 
that  the  suffering  saint  needed  the  intercession  of 
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his  parchaeed  prayers ;  and  he  became, 
a  devoto.  * 

The  church  owed  him  some  return  for  his 
nncalcalating  exhaustion  of  time,  and  prayer, 
and  gold,  in  its  service ;  and  he  was  cooaeqaently 
permitted  to  enjoy  the  society  of  his  cliild  until 
the  day  on  which  she  attained  her  sixteenth  year : 
bat  there  were  conditions  annexed  even  to  thie 
iadulgence ;  the  girl  was  never  to  travel  beyond 
ber  father's  Quiiila,  and  she  was  to  wear  no  garb 
aav«  that  of  the  sisterhood  of  Santa  l-'raucuca: 
willingly,  and  even  gratefully,  did  the  Fidalgo 
eomply  wiUi  these  reservations ;  and  the  beau- 
tifnl  little  Ursula  was  known  throughout  the 
neighbourhood  only  as  the  Freirma.f  Coarse 
■ad  repelUng  as  was  the  shroud-like  costume  to 
which  she  was  condemned,  nothing  could   con- 

1  tlie  exquisite  loveliness  of  her  countenance, 
I  -ar  the  grace  of  her  flexile  movements.     She  «  as 

;   merriest  little  fairy  that  ever  gambullcd  on 

t  green-sward ;    her   light  laughter   rang  out 


*  Bigot. 


f  Little  Nun. 
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like  festal  music,  ber  sports  were  all  of  a  jo^ooi 
character — she  was  the  suobeaiD  which  lit  ap  the 
gloom  of  the  Quinta  do  Monte  Sartto. 

Wbeii  Ursula  had  attained  her  thirteenth 
year,  two  important  evente  occurred :  the  Com- 
tfsta  died ;  and  the  last  stone  of  the  Monastery 
was  laid.  Many  persons  believed  the  Conte 
would  again  niarry  ;  but  Father  Ja&  had  played 
his  part  too  well  to  leave  so  vain  a  desire  in  the 
heart  of  his  patron.  Monte  Sattto  was  too  *•■ 
cnrely  fhruUed  to  venture  on  such  a  step,  or  to 
espresA  such  a  hope.  Father  Ja6  was  duly  in- 
ducted in  bis  ministry;  a  brotherhood  were  a»* 
lected  of  acknowledged  meekness  and  discretiaa; 
a  stately  vault  was  built  to  receive  the  remain 
of  the  pious  founder — and  lastly,  the  godly  Abfaot 
invited  to  tlie  shelter  of  his  holy  walls  an  orphM 
nephew  and  niece  whom  his  previous  poverty  bad 
rendered  hini  unable  to  befriend. 

There  were  a  few  smiles,  and  a  few  whispen, 
when  the  orphans  obeyed  the  summons  of  their 
holy  kinsman :  for  Father  Ja6  bad  been  an  only 
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IlUId,  and  therefore  all  who  knew  him  marvelled 
ttat  the  Abbot  should  possess  such  relatives ; 
but  tlieir  wonder  was  premature  ;  for  when  Bri- 
gida  and  Alfonso  flew  Into  the  arms  of  their 
kinsnmn,  their  lineaments  at  once  attested  their 
tiaeage. 

Nothing  could  be  more  opportune  than  the 
KrriTal  of  the  orphans  at  this  particular  epoch ; 
for  the  Freirina  pined  after  her  beautiful  mother, 
aod  tbe  sound  of  her  happy  laughter  was  hushed. 
The  abbot  at  once  suggested  that  his  niece  should 
■monm  for  awhile  at  tlie  Quinta  with  tJie  Conte't 
lUughter,  and  the  offer  was  instantly  accepted :  tha 
^oung  Brigida  on  her  side  pined  after  her  brother 
,60111  whom  she  had  never  before  been  parted, 
If.l  the  Fidalgo  ui^ed  the  propriety  of  trans- 
lirring  the  young  Alfonso  also  from  the  cloister 
t»  the  Quiala,  The  pious  Abbade  affected  extreme 
feluctance  to  this  arrangement ;  but  when  Monte 
Mauto  Ceased  to  press  the  point,  the  good  Father 
once;  and  the  youth  gladly  took  pos- 
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Alfonso  had  just  passed  his  fifteenth  birthday, 
he  was  a  tall,  manly  youth  :  gallaut  and  graceful 
in  bis  bearing ;  and  of  a  nature  at  once  fearlese 
and  gentle.  Brigida  loved  him  with  all  the  ener- 
gy of  her  young  spirit,  and  the  FreirtTta  looked  on 
in  wonder  when  she  saw  him  press  the  happy  girl 
in  his  enos,  and  heard  him  call  her  sister. 

"  Let  me  also  be  your  sister ; "  she  said  tremu- 
lously :  "  for  I  have  no  one  to  love  me  now- 
me  also  be  your  sister — 1  will  love  you  as 
Brigida." 

"  You  must  not  love  me.  Donna ;"  was  th* 
boy's  reply,  "  you  are  to  be  a  nun." 

"  And  do  not  nuns  love  one  another  T  "  asked 
Unula :  "  then  I  will  never  be  a  nun  " — 

"  Viva!"  said  the  lad  joyouely,  "issoheomet- 
hor* — and  you,  and  I,  and  Brigida  will  live  to- 
gether, here  in  this  beautiful  Qtiintii,  among  th« 
trees  and  the  flowers,  and  love  each  other  all  our 
Uvea — what  say  you,  minba  trmaa'i"f 

"  Esto  hem  aqtii  ;"J  was  the  quiet  reply  of  the 

•  Tliiit  b  Ilie  be»l  way.         ■\  My  sister.  1 1  like  the  p 
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Jittle  Brigida,  "  I  love  the  fountains,  and  the 
.fhady  places,  and  I  can  wander  among  them 
^hile  you  Bport  in  the  sunshine  with  the  Freirina." 
I  will  shew  yoD  where  the  trees  are  tallest* 
^md  where  the  Sowers  are  brightest,"  said  Ursula, 
she  took  the  hand  of  the  lad,  and  led  him  away; 
I  shall  love  you  better  than  Brigida,  for  you  are 
ore  like  my  own  dear  mother — que  Jaremotl* 
^bsX\  we  make  garlands  to  Uoat  upon  the  foon- 
faun?  or  shall  we  gather  orange  blossoms  to 
itter  on  the  terrace-floor?" 
"  We  will  do  neither,  bonita  Freirina  .■"■f  said 
^e  boy,  with  incipient  gallantry ;  "  we  will 
wmply  wander  thus,  hand  m  band;  and  you 
jh&ll  shew  me  all  the  wonders  of  this  sunshiny 
^ace ;  and  I  will  look  at  you,  and  listen  to  you : 
and  we  will  leave  the  flowers  unplucked  until 
we  weary  of  each  other.'" 

"They  will  die  ungatbered,  Alfonso:  think 
joa  not  mV  asked  the  Contes  daughter,  as  she 
lifted  her  soft  eyes  to  his. 

t  PreUy  little  nun. 
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"  Parefe  me  que  sim  ■••  "  was  the  reply,  "  ihey 
will  at  least  never  feel  the  touch  of  my  band.' 

And  he  was  right : — flowers  and  trees  wen 
alike  unheeded;  and  Motite  Santo  was  hapj^f: 
for  though  his  fated  child  still  wore  a  eiuile  upon 
her  lip;  though  her  tears  were  dried,  and  her 
regrets  hushed  in  silence ;  yet  did  her  buoyant 
and  ringing  laughter  no  longer  do  violence  fay 
ita  paintUl  contrast,  to  her  conventual  habit.  Btm 
i;rew  graver,  and  more  silent :  her  step  was  Itm 
wild,  her  words  more  measured  :  she  appeared  in 
n  few  short  months  to  have  lived  year?  of  thought. 
Tiie  Fidalgo  was  deeply  joyed  :  Brigiiia  too  had 
assumed  the  conventnal  dress,  though  the  Ahhot, 
fi-om  some  inexplicable  cause,  decidedly  opposed 
her  evident  inclination  for  the  cloister.  The 
vomica  Alfonso  was  as  grave,  as  collected,  and  w 
ncdate  as  the  other  members  of  the  family ;  and 
the  holy  uncle  of  the  orphans  blessed  again  and 
Hfraiu  the  goodness  of  the  Saints  who  had  tfau* 
nmied  the  hearts  of  the  three  children  toward* 
tbemselvee. 


» 
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,  The  Abbot  waa  &  shrewd  man — bad  he  then 
Ibigotten  that  the  bo;  had  now  reached  his  six- 
teenth yearT  The  Abbot  had  a  quick  eye — waa 
he  alow  then  to  discover  that  when  they  stood 
■kle  by  side,  Alfonso  overtopped  his  reverend 
vsuAeX 

Not  so :  but  the  confessor  of  the  Conte  do 
Monte  Santo  was  cousin  to  a  Cardinal :  true,  his 
Eminence  had  not  been  over  courteous  to  Father 
Ja6,  but  he  had  sent  a  lo\'ing  message  to  the 
Abbot  of  Santo  Marco — and  who  may  analyse  tlie 
wild  projects  of  an  ambitious  heart! 
I  Time  stole  away — and  it  wanted  but  a  few 
weeks  to  the  day  on  which  the  Freirhia  waa  to 
take  the  vow  at  Santa  Franchca.  All  the  promises 
of  her  girlhood  were  more  than  realised  in  the 
■Orpawing  beauty  of  her  youth — and  on  the  even- 
ing that  she  was  sought  in  the  Quiuta  Gardena 
fcy  llie  holy  Abbot,  he  found  her  seated  beside  a 
fcuotain  with  the  hand  of  Alfonso  clasped  in  her's. 
tbe  coarse  veil  waa  pressed  more  closely  to  her 
ferehead  by  a  garland  of  rich  red  roses ;  which 
l2 
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Brigida,  in  a  moment  of  unusual  sportivenesB  bad 
woven,  to  adorn  her.  The  nionk  stood  for  a 
time  unseen,  as  he  gazed  intently  at  the  loren, 
for  Euch  he  felt  and  knew,  such  he  had  long  felt 
and  known,  they  must  be. 

"  It  works  well  1 "  he  murmured  to  himself;  te 
i4/^on(o  withdrew  hia  hand  front  the  fairy  tingen 
which  had  clasped  it,  and  having  pressed  those 
fingers  to  his  lips,  took  up  a  guitar  which  lay  at 
bU  feet,  and  sang  in  a  Buhdued  and  tbriiling  Toice, 
a  tender  modena  of  Spain ;  "  It  works  well — there 
is  nothing  like  the  sound  of  music,  and  the  falling 
of  water,  to  nourish  such  a  love  as  theirs  !  I  knew 
it  could  not  fail — I  knew  that  mif  son  would  be  no 
common  boy — and  Brigida  too!  huw  well  she  hafi 
fallen  uito  my  plans — how  little  she  guesses  that 
her  shadowy  fancies  are  now  furthering  my  ank- 
bition. —  She  sighs  for  the  cloister?"  —  and  he 
laughed — "^uaittai  cabefat  tantas  carapufai* — 
she  is  a  very  woman !  the  more  1  chide  her  tor 
the  wisli,  the  more  she  pines  to  indulge  it — but 
ha  I  ha!  he  poasivel?"i  be  continued,  as  he  looked 


I,  many  mindi.        +  Is  ii  possible  i 
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tigsin  towards  tlie  unsuspicious  ohjecta  of  his  scru- 
tiny :  "  he  is  no  comnioa  minstrel  to  be  satisfied 
with  the  guerdon  of  a  gracious  word — no,  no  ;  he 
has  paid  himself  from  her  lips!  and  she  scarce- 
ly chides  him,  her  frown  was  as  fond  as  the  umile 
irhich  has  replaced  it!" 

And,  satisfied  with  the  knowlei^e  which  he 
tiad  gained  of  the  hearts  of  the  unsuspicious  Ursula 
*-Bnd  her  lover,  the  Abbade  moved  to  some  dia- 
tance  from  the  fountain,  and  after  the  lapse  of  a 
|tew  minutes,  again  approached  :  bnt  with  a  parade 
irf noise  and  deliberation,  which  gave  the  Freirina 
•nd  her  companion  full  time  to  prepare  for  his 
appearance.  When  he  stood  before  them,  Ursula 
was  seated  on  the  mai^ia  of  the  fountain,  plunging 
"die  rose-wreath  into  the  marble  basin,  and  then 
withdrawing  it;  with  cheeks  Hushed  deeper  than 
ttie  roses,  and  an  energy  which  proved  that  hep 
whole  soul  was  absorbed  in  her  idle  and  nnprofit- 
«ble  occupation.  Alfonso  was  Ij-ing  under  a  myr- 
flc  hedge,  busierl  in  repairing  a  broken  string  of 
his  instrument :  they  were  not  even  conversing. 
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The  Abbot  suppreeeed  the  emile  which  roM  M 
his  lips;  he  only  felt  the  more  sure  of  bis  positioi 
he  Diade  no  comment  on  the  crimsoned  cheek  4 
the  Freirina,  or  the  heaving  breast  ofhianephei 
but,  seating  himself  beside  the  fountain,  he  entere 
at  once  uj>on  a  subject  to  which  be  saw  at  a  glaiu 
that  they  were  in  no  mood  to  listen. 

"  All  praise  be  to  the  saints,  my  daughtern 
he  said  in  his  most  §ilvery  tune,  '*  the  day  i 
proaches  rapidly  on  which  you  will  be  received'i( 
a  member  of  the  blessed  sisterhood  of  Santa  Frm 
risca,  than  which  we  have  not  a  more  holy  i 
edilying  order  in  all  Portugal.  Afler  a  life  f 
each  ceaseless  penance,  vigil,  and  discipline, 
cannot  doubt  that  every  sister  of  that  house  lean 
the  world  in  a  condition  for  beatification.  Well  ii 
il  for  you,  my  child,  that  you  are  to  pass  your  life 
in  a  community  so  pure  and  self-denying  that 
every  backward  thought  on  the  world  and  its  va- 
nities is  held  by  them  to  be  a  deadly  ein,  and 
punished  with  a  fearful  penance.  *I'i/ha  da  mii^ 

*  Daughter  of  mjr  loul. 
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alma,  need  1  tell  you  how  sincerely  I  rejoice  that 
your  spring  of  life  has  been  passed  iu  a  seclusion 
which  renders  it  impossible  that  you  shoald  carry 
with  yon  into  the  cloisters  one  vain  regret,  one 
sorrowfully- tender  recollection." 

"Oh!  think  not  so,  my  father;"  bomedly 
interposed  the  trembling  and  conscience-stricken 
^rl,  as  she  laid  her  small  hand  on  his  dark  robe, 
*'  I  shall  carry  with  me  a  thousand  regrets :  my 
father — yourself— the  very  hlossoms  and  birds  of 
this  sweet  home  in  which  I  have  spent  my  girlhood 
to  happily — the  dependents  who  have  loved  me— 
the  poor  who  have  prayed  for  me — and — and  — 

above  all Brigida ! "  and  the  agitated  victim 

barst  into  tears,  ae  she  met  the  agonized  look  <d' 
Alfonso. 

The  lordly  Abbot — He,  who  had  cried,  "Woe" 
upon  the  heart-broken  Johanna,  when  she  urged 
her  affection  for  her  wedded  lord,  had  no  word  of 
rebuke  for  the  young  beauty  who  had  given  away 
her  love  to  his  nephew — even  when  she  knew  that 
it  was  vowed  to  lieaven. 
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"  Thia  i»  mere  fancy,  tuin/ia  Jilha :"  he  reid, 
sootliingly  ;  "  your  noble  father  will  visit  you  an- 
nually at  the  grate ;  and  although,  by  the  rule  of 
tlie  Order,  it  will  not  be  permitted  to  you  to  sec  or 
apeak  to  liim  ;  yet  you  will  hear  his  voice — for  my- 
self, I  ehall  not  cease  to  officiate  in  the  co/i/Vsfjona- 
Tio,  when  my  numerous  other  duties  will  permit; 
and  doubt  not  that  1  shall  be  merciful,  my  child, 
to  the  weaknesses  of  our  common  nature — the  de- 
pendents of  the  Conte  will  be  benefitted  hy  your 
prayers — the  poor  by  your  alms — and  fof  Brigida, 
you  must  forget  her ;  for,  as  she  will  I  doubt  not, 
be  ere  long  a  wife  and  a  mother,  she  will  not 
longer  require  the  affection  of  a  eister  of  Santa 
Franchca — these  are  but  the  regrets  of  girlhood." 

"She   will   never  survive   such  a  fate!"  ex- 
claimed Alfonso,  suddenly  starting  from  hie  sei^H 
"  she  will  die  under  the  scoui^.' 

"  Peace,  sinner !  "  cried  the  Abbot,  "  lest  I 
deliver  thee  over  to  the  church  as  one  who  would 
betray  her  interests!" — 
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The  youth  shrank  back  silenced  and  abashed, 
•nd,  with  ihat  tact  which  ia  inherent  in  woman, 
Vrxula  spoke  not  a  word  in  extenuation  of  his  vio- 
lence :  she  felt  that  should  she  trust  herself  with 
•peech,  their  secret  would  be  betrayed;  and  the 
,wily  Abbot  had  moreover  drawn  so  fearful  a  pic- 
tore  of  her  destined  fate,  that  she  lacked  enei^ 
-to  contend  with  his  displeasure.     The  mook  Un- 
bred  not  much   longer;    he  had  scattered  the 
.Keds,  and  be  lefl  the  miserable  Ursula,  and  the 
yet  the  more  miserable  Alfonso,  to  feel  the  poison 
of  their  growth.  Scarcely  had  the  sound  of  his  laat 
fcoutep  fallen  upon  their  ear,  when  they  sprang 
,  into  each  other's  arms — 

•  "  Meu  amor ! "  murmured  out  the  fair  girl. 
f'Miiiha  vida!"  whispered  her  lover,  as  he 
.lield  her  to  his  heart. 

"  I  shall  die  in  the  sin  of  loving  thee ; "  sob- 
lifd  the  maiden. 

"  I  shall  live  in  the  hope  of  saving  thee,"  aii- 

1  -J 
•  My  love.                      f  My  life- 
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■wered  the  youth.  "  They  will  not — they  cannot 
do  ihec  this  wrong ;  we  will  kneel  to  thera  :  we 
will  supplicate  them — we  will  tell  them  of  our 
love  " — 

"  Oh,  breathe  it  not !  "  almost  shrieked  Ur- 
sula: "  that  were  indeed  to  ruin  meforerer,  Alas! 
Aljbruo,  1  shall  bring  sin  and  sorrow  to  the  gates 
of  Santa  Francisco — I  shall  live  in  misery,  and  I 
shall  die  in  ray  tran^ression." 

"  AimI  think  you  not  UiHt  it  is  sin  to  take  the 
vows  with  such  a  consciousne^  as  this,  minha  cfue- 
ridaf*  Yes — deeper,  deadlier,  than  all  other 
sin — this  must  not  be,  Ursula.  We  will  guard 
our  secret,  if  you  will  have  it  so:  but  we  will  weary 
them  with  prayers," 

And  they  did  so :  but  all  their  prayers  were 
vain.  The  Cvnte,  when  they  knelt  before  him, 
only  turned  aside,  and  wept ;  and  the  holy  Abbot 
answered  every  supplication  by  the  same  stem 
words. 

"  Anda,  meu_filAi:f  the  Church  cannot  resign 


*  Hj  b«3l  love. 
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ber  votary — Santa  Francisco  claims  her  promised 
«sler — lei  me  hear  no  more  of  this — Brigidn,  Al- 
J'oHso,  SB  ye  fear  my  displeaaore — Ursula,  as  you 
deprecate  the  wrath  of  our  Lady  and  the  blessed 
Saints." 

Hopelessly  did  the  three  friends  weep  together ; 
Brigidn,  whose  timid  and  somewhat  gloomy  na- 
ture yearned  for  the  cloister,  in  vain  petitioned 
to  be  allowed  to  take  the  vows  with  the  Cortte's 
daughter :  the  Abbot  was  inexorable :  he  even  for- 
bade her  to  be  present  at  tlie  ceremony,  lest  its 
gloomy  pomp  should  strengthen  in  her  heart  the 
vocation  which  she  professed.  This  was  a  new 
pang .'  and  for  awhile  the  sound  of  weeping  was 
constant  in  the  dwelling  of  Monte  Santo.  The 
only  worldly  feeling  which  yet  lingered  in  his 
breast  was  a  deep  love  which  had  grown  up  there 
for  his  child ;  a  love  which  had  been  strengthened 
by  her  glowing  beauty,  and  by  the  peculiar  sad- 
ness of  her  destiny.  How  his  heart  yearned  to  her 
«8  the  day  approached  when  they  were  to  part  foi- 
erer  !     When  he  was  to  look  at  her,  to  listen  to 
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her  no  more !  How  vividly  came  back  upon  him 
the  memory  of  Johanna's  death  in  those  dim  cells 
which  were  now  to  become  the  dwelling-places  of 
his  child  !  He  knew  tlmt  hie  wronged  and  out- 
raged wife  had  drawn  her  last  breath  alone — on  a 
floor  of  Btone,  overstrown  with  ashes — without  a 
hand  to  raise  her  head,  without  a  voice  to  eootb 
berdying  agony — without  a  form  on  which  her  gl« 
ing  eye  could  rest  until  it  closed  for  ever — he  k 
that  even  such  a  death  must  be  that  of  his  child — 
hi3  innocent,  bis  lovely  child !  In  the  watches 
of  the  night  did  the  miserable  Fidalgo  groan 
his  agony  of  spirit,  and  wring  his  hands  In  h 
lessness — the  chain  of  the  church  was  on  him :' 
and  though  as  a  man  he  loathed  the  sacriBce,  as 
a  Catholic,  he  dared  not  withhold  its  victimr! 

In  those  silent  hoars  when  no  eye  was  o 
— ^when  busy  conscience  woke,  and  remorse  ^ 
his  spirit  to  its  inmost  depths — in  those  houre, 
into  which  was  compressed  the  misery  of  year^— 
wert  thou  revenged,  Johanna ! 

At  length  the  day  came — and  the  Abbot,  wifl 


soothj^^ 

^kneil^l 
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lan  SB^^B 
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the  first  dawn  was  at  the  door  of  Ursola'a 
diamber.  She  received  him  with  a  cahn  dei 
our  which  startled  and  Bnrprised  him.  She  had 
already,  on  the  previous  evening,  taken  leave  of 
her  father,  who  was  now  closely  locked  into  his 
chamber,  and  had  refused  admittance  even  to  hii 
Confessor.  Brigida  also  was  invisible  ;  and  At- 
Jhnso  had  wandered  away  no  one  knew  whither. 

In  the  Qiiinla,  every  thing  breathed  of  desola- 
tion :  the  servants  went  about  their  several  duties 
lilently  and  in  tears :  the  Abbot's  heart  was  chilled. 

"  Hast  thou  no  wish  to  confide — no  request  to 
make  of  me,  my  daughter  ? "  he  asked  gently : 
•*  a  wish,  or  a  request  which  may  contain  so  much 
of  the  world's  leaven,  that  after  to-day  it  may  not 
pass  thy  liiM-r-ask,  and  if  it  be  in  my  power  to 
gmnt  it,  it  shall  not  be  refused." 

"  I  have  a  prayer  to  make  to  you,  mio  padre : " 
«id  Vrxula,  with  a  slight  tremour:  "  it  will  be, 
perhaps,  an  idle  one  in  your  eyes,  yet,  pefo  the  em 
lortezia*  do  not  therefore  refuse  it.     Grant  that 

*  I  bewech  you. 
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I  may  go  through  the  foithcomtng  Bolemni^  with- 
out being  required  to  withdraw  my  Teil,  I  wish 
not,  after  I  have  left  my  father's  house,  to  mert 
nny  eyes  until  my  fate  is  fulfilled." 

A  singular  expreasion  flitted  o^'e^  the  face  of 
the  Abbot;  it  was  partly  surprize,  and  partly  a 
v^ue  species  of  speculating  wonder  ;  but  he  has- 
tened to  assure  the  trembling  Freiriiia  that  be 
would  take  measures  to  obtain  the  consent  of  the 
Abbess  to  her  fanciful  request.  Aud  thug  they 
parted,  after  havuig  prayed  together  i  until  the 
tenth  hour,  at  which  time  the  sacrifice  was  to  be 
consummated.  It  is  almost  unnecessary  to  remark 
that  the  ri^id  order  of  St.  Francis  allows  so  year 
of  probationary  trial :  were  such  a  system  permit- 
ted, not  one  vocation  in  a  hundred  would  outlive  the 
noviciate  of  the  votary.  There  is  no  after-claim 
on  the  world :  all  ties  are  broken  at  once.  Sin- 
^lar  as  seemed  tlie  request  of  Ursula,  it  was  one 
which  admitted  of  tlie  most  ready  fulfilment ;  for, 
wearing  as  she  had  done  fium  ber  mfsncy,  iht 
cuiiveutual  habil,  many  of  the  usual  ceremonies  of 


%  nun's  profession  were  necessarily  omitted — there 
were  neither  gauds  to  be  laid  aside,  nor  ringlets  to 
be  shorn ;  and  the  Abbess,  without  the  hesitation 
of  a  moment,  granted  the  request  which  was  prof- 
fered to  her  by  the  Abbot. 

"  Santa  Francisca  be  praised  !  "  she  said  de- 
voutly ;  "the  young  Donna  cares  not  to  take  ano- 
ther look  at  the  false  world;  sera  mel/ior* — Our 
Lady  forfend  that  I  should  deny  so  pious  a  prayer! 
Sua  Exeellenriay  her  father,  merits,  from  hie  libe- 
rality lo  our  poor  sisterhood,  that  we  should  grant 
his  child's  first  prayer— and  I  beseech  you,  holy 
Sir,  lo  tell  her  that  it  is  granted." 

The  tenth  hour  came :  Alfomo  had  not  yet 
returned :  lirigida  and  the  Conle  were  alone 
with  their  sorrow ;  and  the  Freirirta,  without  a 
murmur,  suffered  the  Abbot  to  assist  her  into  the 
carriage  which  was  to  convey  her  to  Santa 
Franciica.  She  waved  her  hand  mournfully  to- 
wards the  Quinta,  as  though  she  would  have 
uttered  a  fai-ewell,  bad  she   possessed  power  to 

'  It  will  be  better  io. 
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do  80 ;  and  her  sobbiitg;8  were  incessant  as  she 
proceeded  towards  the  convent ;  but  to  the  ex- 
hortations and  soothings  of  the  somewhat  agi- 
tated Abbot,  she  replied  only  by  a  pressure  of 
the  hand,  or  a  wave  of  her  veiled  and  eartb-^ 
Ixiwed  Iieiid. 

At  the  chapel  porch  she  was  received  by 
Abbadecsa  and  the  nuns  in  full  procession  ;  they 
were  chaunting  one  of  the  seven  penitential 
paaltns;  and  the  deep  organ  pealed  Out  its 
spouses  to  their  funereal  strains — the  heart  of 
Feeirina  beat  as  though  it  would  have  burst  iti 
prison  house ;  hut  she  knelt  meekly  down  at  the 
altar;  and  as  the  tapers  were  extinguished,  sfaa 
extended  herself  on  the  chapel  floor,  that 
pall  of  the  dead  might  be  cast  over  her,  and 
heard  the  lugubrious  De  Profundi)  peal  from  the. 
lipe  of  the  sisterhood,  and  die  away  in  the  deptbq 
of  the  distant  shrines,  like  the  wailiiigs  of  the, 
bereaved  for  their  departed. 

After  a  lime,  the  whisper  of  the  Abbess  sui 
moned  her  to  rise,  and  as  the  pall  was   wit 


rtb-j^_ 
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driiWTi,  ihe  joyous  Jubilate  echoed  through  the 
chapel — and  she  knew  that  she  was  the  bride  of 
Heaven,  and  that  she  had  done  for  ever  with  the 
things  of  this  world! 

It  were  rain,  meanwhile,  to  attempt  an  anc^ 
lysis  of  tjie  feelings  of  the  Abbude  as  the  cere- 
mony  proceeded ;  at  intervals,  his  quick  eye 
glanced  from  the  altar  to  the  chapel  gates,  as 
ibongh  he  anticipated  some  interruption  from 
without ;  and  at  every  slight  movement  among 
the  spectators,  the  blood  rushed  to  his  cheek  and 
brow,  as  if  he  were  nerving  himself  to  contend 
with  some  terrible  or  startling  incident ;  but  it 
ig  nevertheless  certain,  that  wlien  the  ceremony 
bad  terminated  without  any  such  interruption, 
an  expression  of  gloom  and  disappointment 
clouded  his  countenance ;  and  he  answered  ab- 
ruptly and  absently  to  the  courtesies  of  the 
•tately  Abbess.  He  had  previously  accepted  an 
invitation  to  partake  of  the  "  fimeral  baked 
meats  "  which  were  prepared  in  the  convent  re- 
fectory ;  hut,  pleading  indisposition,  the  Abbot 
mounted  hb  mule,  and   alteudE^d   by  euch  of  the 
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brethren  as  had  assisted  in  the  ceretnonr  he 
hastily  departed  for  Santo  Marco. 

The  churchman  had  scarcely  taken  leare  of 
the  gloomy  walls  of  Santa  Francisco,  when  file 
sisterhood  assembled  in  the  cell  of  the  new 
Freira,*  (whither  alie  had  immediately  retired 
on  leaving  the  chapel)  to  congratulate  her  on 
her  admission  into  their  holy  commnnit)-.  The 
Abbess  was  at  their  head,  and  as  the  yount; 
sister  knelt  to  receive  her  bleSNsg,  she  threw 
back  her  veil,  and  displayed  to  the  afitonisbvd 
»nd  dismayed  community  the  countenance  of 
Brigida  I 

Up  spran;^  the  Alibesa  from  her  cushioned 
chair:  up  sprang  the  sisterhood  from  thi-ir 
bended  knees:  in  a  moment  all  was  confusiou. 
The  Abbot's  niece  !  Could  they  believe  their 
eyes  t  And  tlie  rich  Conte's  daughter,  the  vowwl 
to  Santa  Fraitcisca,  where  wa»  ehel  Ne%er  bad 
there  been  such  excitement  within  those  huly 
walls;  every  one  of  the  sisterhood  reniembenHl 
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H  to  her  dying  day !  Where  was  the  rich  gift 
which  was  to  have  accompanied  the  Donna 
Vmila  ?  The  Abbot's  niece  was  dowerlese. — The 
Abbadessa  turned  away  in  solemn  displeasure, 
■nd  the  Dims  shrank  timidly  from  beside  their 
new  gister. 

"Hear  me,  madre  bemaventarada :"  cried 
the  trembling  Brigida,  "hear  me,  I  beseech 
you : — Oar  Lady  and  the  Bleaeed  Saints  pardon 
me,  if  I  have  sinned !  You  know,  Mother,  how 
long  I  have  pined  for  the  cloister :  bow  my 
dreams  have  been  of  my  vocation ;  and  how  my 
ancle  has  refused  to  listen  to  my  prayer:  Mother, 
holy  Mother,  turn  not  from  me  away  thus  in 
wrafh ;  the  Donna  Ursula  trembled  at  the  fate 
to  which  I  90  fondly  clung :  she  had  an  earthly, 
I  an  heavenly,  love — I  have  dared  to  venture  ali 
to  devote  my  life  to  the  blessed  service  of  the 
Saints  —  1  pray  you  pardon  me — holy  Mother, 
vra  pro  me ! " 

"Rash  woman ! "  said  the  stem  Abbess,  "  you 
have  entered  the  holy  walls  of  Santa  Frandsca 
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like  a  thief  in  the  night ;  you  have  come  laden 
with  deceit  into  the  midst  of  our  simple  com- 
munity :  Ave  Maria ! — I  scarcely  know  how  to 
answer  you  in  the  spirit  of  a  christian." 

The  stricken  Brigida  sank  powerless  on  her 
mde  pallet ;  and  when  she  a^in  ventured  to 
look  up,  ehe  was  alone. 

And  the  Freiriita,  where  was  she  I 
Speeding  away  over  mountain  and  through 
T&Uey  on  a  fleet  mule :  her  conventual  habit  caet 
aside  ;  her  light  figure  enveloped  in  a  mitnto* 
of  dark  blue  cloth,  scarcely  long  enough  to  con- 
ceal the  WMf  and  aiiental%  of  gray-coloured 
cotton.  Vnnla  was  flying  far  from  Santa  Fran- 
cisco, &nd  Alfonso  was  at  lier  side.  How  beaa- 
tiful  she  looked  in  her  peasant  garb  I  and  bow 
fondly  she  glanced  at  her  proud  and  happy 
companion,  who  seemed  to  ber  more  attractive 
than  ever  in  the  camarra  %  and  capa  \\  of  a 
muleteer.  But  after  a  time,  when  fatigue  began 
to  overpower  her  strength,  the  heart  of  Ursula 
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shruik  within  her ;  and  then  it  was  that  the 
Bnimated  Aljhnso  administered  to  her  the  beet 
Festorative  for  her  sinking  spirits.  It  was  a 
strange  tale  that  he  told  to  his  young  lore, 
u  they  hreathed  their  panting  mules  on  the 
crest  of  a  lofty  mountain,  where  they  stood  alone 
amid  the  wild  and  the  wonderful  of  nature;  a 
rushing  torrent  foaming  and  chafing  down  its 
rocky  channel,  a  bright  blue  sky  above  their 
beads,  and  groves  of  the  stately  pine  sweeping 
away  far  as  the  eye  could  reach. 

Suffice  it  that,  as  she  listened,  the  heart  of 
.Ursula  ceased  to  tremble;  the  light  returned  to 
her  brow,  and  the  smile  to  her  lip.  And  it  im- 
ports little  whether  it  was  by  the  power  of  the 
CouU's  gold,  or  the  Abbot's  prayers,  that  the 
healissimo  Padre*  pardoned  the  fugitive  lovers; 
and  accepted  in  the  stead  of  the  young  bride,  in 
the  name,  and  on  the  behalf,  of  Sanla  Francisco, 
the  pious  and  humble  -  minded  Brigida. — Evil 
toBgnes   hinted    that    the   holy   Abbade  merely 
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the  sarprUe  which  be  expressed 
ttut  his  nephew  bad  fled  with  the  Frt- 
iraM;  utd  that  his  gold,  moreover,  mpported 
tfaoB  imtfl  the  diepenj  arrived   frora  Rome 

tar  Unmia:    be   that  may,  Monte    Smtta 

gBBHoasly  paid  intc  isitrjr  of  the  Conreni, 

viA  tikb  Abbot'e  niece,  aige  Bum  which  mn 

to  hwra  been  the  doi  bis  omi  child ;  nor 

^A  he  fiol,  on  the  deal  the  stem  A  hbadtaa, 
to  Mean  the  electioo  ol  ripda  to  her  vftcant 
chair;  while  the  holy  Abbot  of  Samto  JUorte 
in  his  turn,  did  not  disdain  to  hold  at  the  hap> 
tisnial  font  the  first-boni  infant  of  "the  Fidalgo's 
Daugrhter." 
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MONASTERY. 

Our  next  stage  was  Vendos  de  los  Carvalhos,  a 
poor  hamlet,  consisting  of  about  balf-a-dozen 
houses  scattered  about  among  the  pine-woods, 
and  so  unsociably  situated  as  that  no  two  of  them 
are  visible  the  one  from  the  other.  In  conse- 
quence of  the  distance  between  Rio  Mayor  and 
Leiria  being  too  great  to  admit  of  troops  march- 
ing so  far  in  one  day,  the  government  have 
erected  by  the  side  of  the  calfada^  a  species  of 
barrack,  consisting  of  a  long  stone  gallery  with 
little  square   rooms    opening  from   it  on   either 
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side,  contaijiing  a  n'ooden  bedstead  coi-ered  with 
a  straw  palliasse,  a  table,  aiid  a  chair ;  and  prft- 
•enting,  I  should  imagine,  from  the  sensatiaa 
vhich  it  produced  upon  me,  very  much  the  ap- 
pearaDce  of  a  prison-cell.  Behind  the  builditig 
is  a  pateo,  or  court,  surrounded  bj  stables ;  and 
it  is,  on  tlie  whole,  as  cheerless  a  place  as  caa 
well  be  conceived.  The  rooms  which  I  hara 
described  are  iutended  for  the  officers;  and  a 
epace  of  ground  has  been  cleared  in  the  imti» 
diate  vicinity  of  the  barrack  for  the  bivouac  of 
the  men.  It  was  the  first  time  that  I  had  sees 
B  bivouac,  and,  as  the  night  was  remarkably 
fine,  I  waa  much  struck  with  the  sight.  Fires 
were  lighted  in  niches  dug  under  the  shelter  of 
the  rock;  the  soldiers,  wrapped  in  their  large 
dark  cloaks,  were  crouching  round  them ;  while 
the  women  flitted  to  and  fro  in  front  of  the  flame, 
busy  in  their  numerous  avocations ;  and  above 
all  spread  the  clear  blue  sky,  bright  with  ten 
thousand  elars. 

While  I  am  on  the  subject  of  Carvalhos,  I  will 
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F^bIaIc  RD  anecdote,  in  which,  although  not  per. 
ually  concerned,  I  neverthelees,  from  i 
jices,  felt  considerable   interest.      During  the 
me  that  we  resided  at  Leiria,  after  our  return 
from  Coinibra,    the  paymasters   of  the  difierent 
regiments  stationed  in  that  eity,  went  to  Lisbon 
|o  procure  money  for   the  payment  of  their  re- 
Ktire  corps;    having  obtained  it,   they   halted 
r  the  night  at  Carva/kox,  and  not  having  car- 
laied   provisions  with    them,  they  took  up  their 
t£rs  at  the  Eslraiagem  instead  of  occupying 
e  inhospitable  rooms  at  the  barrack. 
P^     The  host  was    a    hearty,   corpulent,   bright- 
■eyed  fellow,  who  seemed  to  fiave   no  ol>ject  or 
ambition  in  life  beyond  providing  for  the  com- 
fort of  his  guests ;  and,  with  the  help  of  his  active 
l<lrife,   a  good   supper    soon    smoked   before   the 
lAuQgry  travellers. 

Sentinels  were  posted  round  the  Est.i-alugem, 
I  and  Messieurs  Us  Pa^eurs,  after  passing  as  coin- 
I  fertable  an  evening  as  slippered  feet  and  tolerable 
I  <rine    could  atford,   betook    ihemschcs   to    rest. 
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About  an  hour  after  mtdnigfat  an  atarm  irai  gireo- 
hf  oaw  of  the  Eenthes.  He  had  heard  a  loog 
ahrill  whistle  noi  tar  fironj  his  poet,  which  bad 
beeo  anavrered  fi-om  the  wood :  then  a  ihinl,  ani 
a  fcortb — in  short,  he  knew  not  how  manj 
•mil  the  sounds  of  these  midnight  si^ala  had  , 
T^ed  awny  in  the  distant  .  Nor  was  tliis  allc 
be  had  teen  dark  figures  moving  about  amoof 
"the  trees^  in  the  vicinity  of  the  Ettraiagem :  and 
had  distincdy  distinguished  one  tnll  fellow,  wrap- 
ped closely  in  his  capa,  gliding  away  in  the  di- 
rection of  the  Leiria  road.  All  this  was  onawt- 
fortable  enough  to  men  who  were  in  possesaira 
of  a  considerable  sum  of  money,  and  a  very  in- 
considerable guard — there  was  no  time  to  he  loet; 
and  accordingly  mine  host  was  summoned  to 
rise ;  very  little  delay  took  place  before  he  made 
his  appearance,  as  the  toilette  of  the  Portugueae 
peasantry  is  no  elaborate  process  when  they  leave 
their  beds;  for  as  they  almost  invariably  lie 
down  on  their  mats  precisely  as  they  have  ap- 
peared during  the   previous  day,    without    dii- 
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plncing  any  part  of  their  dress,  they  have  merely 
to  ehaJte  themselves,  indulge  in  a  yawn  or  two, 
and  they  are  ready  to  enter  on  the  duties  of  the 
next  day. 

Such  was  the  case  with  the  portly  Estaiajn- 

tkiro,*  who  stood  barreled  in  hand,  before  the 

traTcUers,  five  tDiDutes  after  they  had  summoned 

:  bim.     In  no  vei'y  courtly  terms  did  they  receive 

I  him ;  every  enei^tic  epithet  in  their  slender  vo- 

,  ttbulary  of  Portuguese  was  lavishly  bestowed  on 

him ;  they  insisted  that  he  must  know  of  the  pro- 

fleeclings  without,   and    declared   they  saw   very 

'  dearly  that  violence  was  intended  towards  them. 

It  stood  quite  unmoved,  quietly  twirling  his 

I,  and  glancing  from  one  to  the  other,  as 

1  Addressed  him  in  turn.     When,   however, 

yielding  lo  their  indignation,  they  at  length  vowed 

,   »engeance  against  him  if  he  did  not  immediately 

explain  tlie  suspicious  appearances  vouched  for  by 

the  sentinels,   a  sUght    smile,   rather  pity  than 

BCom,  wEut  perceptible  on  his  lip ;  and  it  was  not 
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uutil  tLey  declared  that  they  would  instautly  \e&\e 
his  house  and  proceed  on  their  jouniey,  that  the 
hitherto  imperturbable  Etialajadein  condescend- 
ed to  mix  in  the  converBation ;  he  said  little  even 
then,  but  that  little  was  sufficiently  to  the  pur- 
pose to  change  the  outcry  of  the  travellers  into 
Ihe  low  murmur  of  a  spent  storm,  and  to  del 
mine  them  to  stay  where  they  were,  at  all  i 
unltl  day-break. 

"  Peza-me,  Senkores"  *  he  said  calmly,  when 
tliey  declared  their  intention  to  depart,  "  that 
yim  have  come  to  gnch  a  resolution  ;  but  yoa  li 
free  travellers,  end  I  can  draw  no  bolt  upon  j 
nevertheless,  guardai-voi ;  f  you  already  know 
thai  the  salteadors^  are  abroad  in  Ihe  woods: 
ihey  art!  many  and  bold,  it  is  said  ;  and  you  best 
know  how  far  you  are  able  lo  contend  with  them. 
\Vhile  you  arc  in  my  house,  1  will  answer  for 
your  lives  and  property  with  my  own — leave  it 
hefore  day-light,  and  I  swear  by  .Vosjo  Senhora 
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db  raca  ,*  that  1  would  not  inaupe  to  any  one  of 
jrou  another  hour's  existence.  Eslott  experando 
peiai  ordens  de  vosse  Senhores."  f 

There  was  a  quiet  gravity  about  the  ninn 
which  convinced  the  travellera  at  once  of  his  per- 
fect sincerity :  they  held  a  hurried  council  together, 
which  terminated  in  the  resolution  to  remain 
jrhere  they  were,  at  least  until  the  morning  hail 
broke;  and  they  announced  their  delemiinalion 
.p>  the  landlord. 

I ,  "  Alamia  aox  Setikorei"X  was  his  only  reply,  a* 
lie  turned  to  a  lad  who  had  accompanied  him 
to  the  apartment;  and  with  a  slight  how  he 
prepared  to  withdraw. 

■•  Let  the  light  remain  here ;"  said  one  of  the 
party,  taking  the  heavy  brass  lamp  from  the 
rapaz,^  and  placing  it  on  a  table  "  we  shall  watoh 
during  the  remainder  of  the  night." 

"  Pais,  estd  feito"\\  was  the  unmoved  reply. 
"  1  will  send  you  some  wine — a  pleasant  dawn 
to  you,  Senhores,"  and  the  host  disappeared. 

•  ( hir  Lady  of  the  rock.  t  Oenllemen,  I  wait  for  your  com- 
mands-       ;  Lighl  the  genllemen.       ^  Lad.      ||  Well, be  it  so. 
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The  lime  passed  alowly  enough  to  the  sleepy 
and  anxious  travellers,  but  no  furtlier  alarm  took 
place;  and  after  an  early  breakfast,  Messiears 
les  Payevn  took  leave  of  Vtndos  de  los  Carvalhos, 
and  reached  Leiria  without  any  other  adventure. 
And  well  was  it  for  them  that  they  attended  to  the 
warning  of  the  portly  Exlnleijadeiro,  as  he  turned 
out  to  be  no  less  a  person  than  the  Lieutenant  of 
the  Band  ;  and  consequently  spoke  from  excellent 
authority.  It  was  neverthelese  a  singular  trait 
of  character,  that,  robber  as  he  was,  this  man 
respected  the  lives  and  property  of  his  guests 
while  under  bis  own  roof,  although  he  would  have 
made  no  effort  to  preserve  either,  when  once  the 
travellers  had  passed  his  threshold ;  it  was  pre- 
cisely what  one  would  have  expected  in  an  Arab. 

We  heard  several  anecdotes  of  this  man  which 
made  me  curious  to  see  blm ;  and  on  our  re- 
turn from  Coimbra  my  curiosity  was  gratified. 
Although  bis  connection  with  the  regularly-or- 
ganized banditti  who  infest  the  Caifada,  or  rather 
the  woods  bordering  on  it,  from  Lisbon  to  Oporto, 
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notorious  as  hla  calling  as  an  Estalajadeiro, 
uitliorities  dared  uot  molest  bini :  ht- 
hare  been  fearfully  revenged ;  and  they 
were  well  aware  of  tbe  fact.  Indeed,  tlieir 
tolerating  an  individual  is  the  less  eittraordinary 
iriien  it  is  remembered  that  there  are  toWns  and 
(Tillages,  such  as  Tlioniar  and  Redinha,  which 
^are  well  known  to  be  almost  entirely  peopled  by 
^^e  families  of  these  wortby  wood -rangers ;  and 
iwlitch  are  aeverthelees  permitted  to  remain  ue 
head  quarters  to  the  troop,  without  being  suhject- 
,cd  lo  any  surveillance,  or  interference  whatever, 
On  the  part  of  the  police  or  magistrates. 

While  I  am  on  the  subject  of  the  Ladronef,"  I 
may  as  well  mention,  that  in  the  event  of  travel- 
lers, onattended  by  any  guard,  being  desirous  to 
prosecate  their  journey  without  an  encounter 
with  some  of  these  free- woodsmen,  it  is  necessary 
for  them  to  procure  their  ff;os,t  or  mules,  from 
particular  individuals  in  Lisbon,  or  the  towns  on 
the  road ;  when  the  driver  of  the  carriage,  or  tbe 
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wreiro*  who  rides  the  second  mule,  are  inva- 
lisbly  in  correspondence  with  the  band,  if  it 
should  even  chance  tJial  they  be  not  members  of 
it;  the  epies,  who  are  in  ambush  by  the  road-side, 
know  the  signal  of  their  comrade,  and  do  not 
leave  their  lurking-places  :  and  while  tlie  travel- 
ler continues  under  the  charge  of  this  man,  he  is  as 
•afe  as  though  he  were  seated  at  his  own  hearth, 
unless  lie  should  be  personally  obnoxious  to  any 
individual  of  the  band — thus  practically  illus- 
traUng  the  old  adage  of  "  honor  among  thieves."' 
1  know  an  instance,  where  a  friend  of  ours,  who 
had  resided  many  years  in  the  country,  and  had 
married  a  Portuguese  lady,  was  on  his  way  from 
Oporto  to  Leiria,  and  suddenly  pulled  up  his 
mule,  to  direct  the  attention  of  his  coreiro  to  the 
body  of  a  man  which  lay  in  the  road-side  with  the 
bead  nearly  severed  from  the  body. 

Vd-se,  TOisa  merce,f"  said  the  man  quietly, 
*'  you  must  look  strait  forward  ;  I  will  overtake 
you  in  five  minutes." 
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The  traveller  did  aa  he  was  desired,  and  with- 
in the  stated  time  lie  was  again  joined  hy  llie 
eoreiro  who  was  singing  the  constitutional  hynui 
of  Dom  Pedro  at  the  very  top  of  his  lungs,  to  the 
Bocompaniment  of  his  mule'a  clatter  on  the  rouu;li 
talcada :  "  They  did  their  work  dirtily,  /os  n 
,  loi .' "  *  he  remarked,  as  be  pulled  up  beside  Mr. 

and  hegan  to  adjust  his  scarlet  saab,  which 

lud  been  displaced  by  his  esertions:  "  to  leave 
the  dineiradf  lying  there  for  me  to  remove,  when 
had  they  rolled  him  quietly  into  the  ditch,  as  1 
have  done,  tlie  wolves  would  have  disposed  of 
him  at  once — he  is  warm  yet,  the  eara  de  mono  !\ 
but  he  is  dead  enough." 

Surely  to  comment  on  such  a  state  of  things 
vere  a  work  of  Buperer<^don  indeed ! 

The  same  gentleman  received  a  letter  directed 
to  him  at  Leiria,  from  a  man  whom  he  well  knew 
to  be  one  of  llie  leaders  of  the  band  :  in  which 
he  was  informed  that  it  was  well  known  to  the 
Ladronn  that    he   contemplated   a    journey   lo 

■ThanucaU.         tTbick-skull.  I  Ape'»-6ce. 
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Oporto,  where  he  was  to  receive  a  lai^  som  of 
money ;  and  tliat  consequently  he  was  in  good 
case  to  lend  them  ten  moidores,  of  which  they 
were  much  in  want,  having  experienced  a  very 
unprofitable  season: — the  letter  indicated  the  spot 
where  he  was  to  deposit  the  money,  which  would 
be  secured  by  a  man  on  the  watch  for  him  ;  and 
assured  him  that  it  should  be  returned  on  a  par- 
ticular day ;  but  that  in  the  event  of  his  declining 
to  comply  with  their  request,  he  had  better  not 
venture  to  ti-avel  by  that  or  any  other  road  in  Poi^ 
tugal,  as  he  would  never  reach  the  end  of  his  journey 
while  tlicre  was  a  quick  eye  and  a  ehaqj  blade 
left  in  the  woods !  What  was  to  be  done  ?   tic 

wife  of  Mr. was  posseescd  of  considerable 

landed  property — Portugal  was  the  country  of 
hia  adoption — and  he  well  knew  that  if  theX.<idron(j 
could  boast  no  other  virtue,  they  were  at  least 
well  known  never  to  falsify  their  promises.  Ue 
went  to  Oporto :  and  when  on  his  return  he 
reached  the  spot  appointed  by  his  correspondent, 
he   quietly  dismounted,    and   deposited    liis   ten 


AND    A    MONASTBBV.  '-iOl 

nioiiforei  as  he  had  been  directeil — it  need  scarcely 
be  remarked  that  lie  eutertatiied  not  ibe  slightfiBt 
hope  of  ever  seeing  ihetu  again. 

The  cvreiro  looked  on,  but  he  did  not  affect 
aay  surpriee  at  the  proceeding ;  on  the  contrary, 
he  muttered  to  himself  the  old  proverb  a  Ooiit 
eNtmdtdor  poucm  puiavrat  :*  and  then  contioued 
the  conversation  which  bad  been  interrupted  by 
the  incident  just  related. 

The   day    arrived    on   which    the    l^droiie 
had  promised  in  his  letter,  to  repay  the  money  : 

but  Mr, had  so  little  faith  in  the  promise, 

that  he  did  not  even  remember  the  fact :  at  duek 
one  of  his  servants  informed  him  that  a  muleteer 
wished  to  speak  to  the  Senkor ;  he  was  acTOrdiiiirly 
shewn  [up  etairs,  and  entered  the  apartment  i<s 
oDconceraedly  as  though   he  bad  been  the  parish 

priest.     Mr. looked  at  him,  and  perceiving 

that  he  was  a  stranger  to  him  enquired  hia  busi- 
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ont  ten  moidorei  on  the  table :  "  this  was  the 
day  appointed  ;  and  I  come  to  return  with  thanks 
what  was  so  trustingly  lent.  If  the  Senhor  ig 
ever  pushed  for  money,  let  him  leare  a  letter 
where  he  deposited  liia  money  the  other  day,  we 
will  help  him  if  we  can — Fafa-nie  a  honra  de  me 
p6r  ttosprsda  Senkora."*  And  having  so  said  be 
drew  his  chapeof  lower  on  his  brow,  and  sprang 
down  the  stairs. 

I  need  scarcely  say  that  Mr. never  availed 

himself  of  this  extraordinary  offer  ofserrtce;  hut 
the  Ladrones  were  by  no  means  so  scrupulous,  ss 
theyfrequently  applied  to  him  for  assistance :  and 
in  no  one  instance  did  they  ever  break  their  faith. 

In  Portuguese  prisons  there  ia  no  provision  made 
for  tlie  support  of  the  prisoners :  they  are  expect- 
ed to  supply  themselves  with  botli  food  and 
clothes ;  and  the  consequence  of  such  an  arrange- 
ment is  obvious ;  while  they  have  money,  they 
are  permitted  to  indulge  in  every  excess ;  when 
it  18  exhausted,  they  part,  one  by  one,  from  every 

•  P-!  "■«  Ihe  bonor  Id  throw  me  ui  ihe  feel  of^Qur  ladj. 
t  iial. 


•rtlcte  of  covering,  until  they  become  a  mass  of 
rags  and  filth — in  tliis  last  stage  of  miaery  and 
degradation,  they  subeist  on  the  casual  charity  of 
those  who  may  chance  to  pass  the  goal ;  and  it 
ia  to  further  their  views  in  tliis  reepect  that  all 
Portuguese  prisons  are  built  in  some  tborough&re 
of  the  towns:  frequently,  indeed  commonly,  in 
the  squares.  Should  this  source  of  subsistence 
,  fail,  and  the  wretched  captive  not  be  suffici- 
ently popular  among  his  fellow-prisoners  to  meet 
with  sympathy  from  them — Ae  must  starve !  Nor, 
I  believe,  is  this  result  by  any  means  unusual. 

When  we  quitted  Car^'alhos,  I  turned  off  the 
road,  in  company  with  two  of  our  party,  to  visit 
the  celebrated  monastery  of  Bntalha.  As  my 
horse  had  suffered  considerably  since  we  left 
Lisbon,  from  fatigue,  I  mounted  a  young  mule 
which  had  never  carried  any  thing  but  a  pack- 
•addle  in  its  life.  It  wa;s  a  tall,  sleek-limbed, 
beautiful  animal,  with  a  black  coat  as  glossy  as 
tatb,  and  an  eye  like  a  hawk.  Fearful  prog- 
Doattcs  were    uttered  on  the  event  of  my  day's 
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journey  by  sonio  of  the  lookera-oa ;    but  I  coi 
not  allow  my  prospect  of  visiting  Batalha  to 
consequent  on  the  good  behaviour  of  a  mule, 
therefore  did  not  heed  them.     We  struck  into 
voods,  and  tlie   poor  animal  not  being  able 
comprehend  the  mystery  of  its  one-sided  burthen, 
introduced  me  to  every  tree  on  our  line  of  march 
in  no  very  agreeable  eontact.     We  eo 
to  perceive  that  M-e  were  not  the  only  tmvelli 
among  the  pines,  for   at  intcrvftls  we  obeeiri 
men  in  the  garb  of  muleteers,  armed  with  rii 
crouching  under  the  trees,  and  eyeing  us  i 
suspiciously.     This  was   the    more  disagreeal 
as   the  gentlemen,  with    the  exception    of  their 
swords,     were    quite    defenceless :     not    having 
thought  of  placing  their  pistols  in  their  holst«ra. 
We  liad  nothing  for  it  but  a  gallop,  and  accoi 
ingly  away  we  went !  The  mule  from  its  len| 
of  limb,  and  the  lightneea    of  my  weight, 
considerably  ahead :  but  I  soon   discovered 
it  was  quite  beyond  my  co&troul ;  as,  wheneri 
I  attempted  to  pult  it   up,  it   toeaed  its  uoae  il 
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the  air  in  a  most  prorokuig  fa^IiioD,  Bnd  set 
me  fairly  at  defiance.  It  was  like  riding  a 
deer;  it  sprang  over  the  fallen  trees,  of  whicb 
there  were  a  great  number  lying  across  the  path, 
in  the  most  unhesitating  manner  imaginahle  ;  and 
had  we  been  riding  a  race,  I  should  have  won  in 
fine  style ;  but  as  it  was,  1  should  have  been  quite 
oontented  to  have  had  a  little  more  time  for  ob- 
servation. I  do  not  know  whether  we  distanced 
the  rifle-men,  or  if  they  were  in  pursuit  of  other 
prey,  but  we  reached  Batalha  in  safety,  and  with* 
out  meeting  with  any  impediment. 

Beautiful  Batalha!  who  that  bus  ever  pass 
under  thy  lofty  arches,  and  wandered  through  thy 
majestic  cloisters,  can  recall  thy  memory  with- 
out delight?  Who  that  has  stood  in  thy  mag- 
nificent chapel,  and  looked  upon  the  tombs  of 
kii^,  and  the  shrines  of  saints,  but  must  sigh 
to  track  the  lipoiler  in  the  traces  of  ruin  and 
destruction  which  he  has  left  behind  ! 

What  pleasant  memories  1  hnvt  of  the   mo- 
nastery of  Batalha :  recollections  of  beauty   and 
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courtesy,  and  hospilality— I  visited  it  again  i 
again  uutil  I  had  made  '  familiar  faces'  amoiigj 
its  community ;  and  I  listened  to  the  justifiablaj 
vanity  with  which  the  holy  fathers  expatiated  o 
the    many    marvels    of   their    magnificent 
bey,   until   I   could    have  officiated   as  cice 
myself  over  mo3t  of  the  edifice.      How  well  J 
remember  the   panting  anxiety  mth   whieh, 
my  first  visit,  I  waited  to  learn  if  1  shoold  i 
deed  gain  admittance  ;    and  how  bitterly  1    felj 
the  reply  which  allowed  me  ingress  only  to  t 
chapel.    Fortune,  however,  befi-iended  me,  for  the 
Prior  was,  at  the  moment  of  my  arrival,  point- 
ing out    to  some    friends  of  mine    the  tomb 
John    I.,  the  founder  of  the  building — a  met 
monument  for  a  prince !    All  was  now  compara-^ 
lively  easy;  aft€r  a  kind  greeting  from  those  to 
whom  I  was  known,  the  Prior  significantly  turned 
away  from  an  open  door,  through  which  I   was 
conducted  to  the  room  where  the  party  had  just 
taken  breakiitst ;  wliither  myself  and   friends  ft 
whom,  being  gentlemen,  no  objection  was  msdd 
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foliowed  by  the  Prior,  who  sat  down 
iated  at  the  tea-table.  This  was  a  inoet 
tanti^iDg  ceremony,  as,  iti  his  anxiety  to  com- 
pliment the  party  by  a  perfectly  English  break- 
feet,  we  were  condemned  to  weak  tea  without 
milk,  in  the  very  smallest  of  old  china  cups  with 
the  accompaniment  of  sweet  cakes  and  sugar  Hs- 
cuiU ;  the  prior  looking  meanwhile  quite  satisfied 
with  the  excellence  of  tlie  arrangement;  and  little 
tuspecting  how  uoaatisfactoi'y  it  was  to  hungry 
travellers.  He  was  a  fine  man,  welUeducated, 
courteous,  and  conversational ;  he  even  ventured 
a  jest  or  two  on  tlie  fact  of  his  waiting  upon  a  lady 
in  the  very  heart  of  hia  monastery ;  but  he  would 
not  suffer  me  to  see  more  of  the  edifice  than  the 
lower  cloisters,  and  the  chapter-hall ;  nor  did  I 
encounter  one  of  the  community  during  my  stay. 
In  the  breakfast-room,  we  saw  the  helmet  and 
■word  worn  by  Dom  John  at  the  battle  of  A/gibe- 
rotu,  which  victory  Batalha  was  founded  to  com- 
memorate ;  they  arc  of  immense  size  and  weight, 
but  not  particularly  curious. 


IS,  as  I  ban  ainadj 


vTimm  r«>jr  iia  '^amaai>if  at  .Usiberon ;  and  waf 
w  TfiKTM*  £i:-aa^:»sa«wdinsr  re^ns  of  Jamet, 
XmiviEs.'  V .  t:ui  i:h^  II.  The  chapel  is  rich  in 
mataeax  ^Kaizmx^-r — ki%$  and  prioces,  queou 
mi  v-anLxn^  £,  Ba<v  4ef*  the  kios:  sleep  within 
K$  bL^T  Tcw-^sirc?.  THr  paatb«OD  of  John  I.  cod- 
ca3K$  k3^  c«m  <«rn>f  Aasnf.  and  ilx^e  of  six  other 
kiatcs  :  anJ  <*A  vitl^.vt  the  railing  which  Kreeua 
<if  ihi  K  iiiiL  |Jwi  ofnnaliT,  i;  a  lar^  flat  stone 
evTvraw:  tbf  rvmaiie  of  a  priTate  soldier,  who  once 


MONASTERY. 

preserred  the  life  of  JoHd  ia  battle  :  and  chose  as 
his  recompense  a  grave  as  near  to  that  of  his  royal 
master  as  could  be  pennittcd — his  wish  has  been 
complied  with  to  the  letter,  and  the  iron  gate  of  the 
pantlieon  touches  on  the  edge  of  his  humble  burial- 
dab. — Well,  alike  by  hie  bravery  and  his  devo- 
tion, did  be  earn  a  grave  even  in  the  chapel  of 
Baltaha. 

In  the  pantheon  I  was  much  interested  by  a 
portable  altar,  which  always  accompanied  John  to 
battle.  It  was  plain,  and  almost  coarse,  alike  in 
material  and  workmanship,  simple  in  design,  and 
■cumbrous  in  the  estreme :  and  yet  withal  highly 
impressive  fi-om  association,  and,  perhaps,  even 
from  its  very  simplicity.  I  could  imagine  as  I 
looked  njKin  it,  the  unhelmetted  warriors  standing 
roond  their  king,  and  invoking  on  the  eve  of  the 
fight,  that  mighty  aid  which  alone  could  insure  to 
them  the  victory  for  which  they  were  about  to 
peril  life  and  limb.  Standing  on  this  altar,  were 
figures  of  ten  of  the  apostles,  carved  in  cork,  and 
richly  gilt :  on  my  taking  np  one  of  them  to  ex- 
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amine,  I  was  eorry,  end  somewhat  ashamed 
find  that  the  two  which  were  missing  bad 
very  uutiandsomely  carried  away  by  some  ] 
lish  visitors,  whose  "  collections  "  were  mon 
perativc   than    thetr   coiieciencee.      I   can 
uiiderstuiid  the  desire  to  possess  so  interesting'^ 
relique  ;  the  figures  l)eing  between  four  and  fi4 
hnndreJ  years  old  ;    but  I  cannot  enter  into  1 
feeling  which  conld  make  such  a  return  for  t! 
courteous  hospitality  of  the  community. 

It  is  not  my  intention  to  give  a  detailed  < 
scription  of  the  monastery  of  Batalha,  althouf 
every  stone  of  the  vast  fabric  may  truly  be  said  « 
he  worthy  of  its  record;    I  shall  simply  notM 
those  objects  which  particularly  attracted  myself:! 

Over  the  principal   entrance  to  the  chapel  i 
a  magnificently  painted  window,  tliB  Inhoar  t 
time  bestowed  upon  which,   I  was  informed,  werij 
nearly  incalculable :    it  was  assuredly   the  mo 
elaborate  tiling  of  the  kind  which  it  has  ever  h 
my  fortune  to  see.    To  the  left  of  the  high  aiti 
is  another  window,  which  to  me  appeared   < 
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i  tremely  curious  —  three  figui'ea  are  represeuted, 
t  one  clad  in  silk,  one  in  armour,  and  the  third 
F  in  serge ;  it  appears  to  have  been  an  experimeat 
:  to  the  capabilities  of  the  art ;  and  ti-uly  the 
L  effect  of  the  different  costumes,  and  the  great 
f  dUaiiDiUrity  in  the  character  of  the  drapery,  is 


At  the  entrance  of  the  chapel ,  a  flat  atone  bears 
I  tbe  name  of  Matthew  Fernandez,  and  those  of  hie 
I  wife  and  children :  he  was  the  arcliitect  of  the 
lufinished   "  octagon   chapel,"  the  boast  of  Ba- 
tslha ;  which  was  considered  to  be  so  consummate 
a  specimen  of  architecture  that  on  the  death  of 
ihc  great  man  who  had  designed  it,  the  king  pre- 
I  ferred  suffering  it  to  remain  in  the  incomplete  state 
I  in  which  it  waa  left  at  his  decease,  rather  than 
incur  the  risk  of  permitting  it  to  he  finished  by  an 
I  inferior  hand ;   and  thus  marring,  by  an  iiijudi- 
oous  completion,  the  inimitable  design  of  Fer- 
nandez. 

Near  the  grave  of  this  famous  archilect,  lies 
met   Traversas,  the  favourite  of  John    I.  and 
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Qaeen  Philippa,  the  oiily  Englieh  Queen  who  t 
reigned  in  Portugal,  and  for  whose  memory  tl 
appear  to  entertain  great  respect.  I  v 
what  surprized  to  find  ihe  slab  which  covered  the 
remains  of  this  &voureJ  courtier,  ornamented  lg[ 
a  wreath  of  thistles.  ^H 

There  is  a  very  extensive  rent  in  the  roof  ^n 
the  chapel,  which  was  caused  by  the  great  earth- 
quake iu  Lisbon  ;  and  is  certainly  not  the  least  in- 
teresting rehquc  which  is  pointed  out  to  the  v 
tor.  The  chapter-hall,  which  you  enter  by  | 
Bouth-east  cluister,  is  accounted  a  great  curiot 
being  very  exle!i?ivo,  immensely  lofly,  and  » 
ported  only  by  its  outer  )walls,  without  a  sing 
column  or  pillar.  They  have  a  singular  traditM 
attached  to  this  noble  building ;  twice  it  was  biiill 
and  roofed-in :  and  twice,  when  the  scaffolding 
was  removed,  the  walls  gave  way,  and  it  became 
one  heap  of  ruins — hut  the  architect  would  not  be 
thu:^  foiled  in  his  magnificent  undertaking;  a 
third  time  the  walls  were  raised — the  richly  groin- 
ed roof,  rising  spirally  at  its  centre,  once  mor« 
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united  them  ;  all  the  best  ener^iea  of  the  spirit 
which  had  conceived,  and  ihe  perseverance  which 
had  yet  again  produced,  the  work, had  been  exhaust- 
ed iD  the  undertaking:;  iind  Aipliouse  Domitiguei:, 
after  having  surveyed,  with  mintrled  pride  and 
dread,  tlie  lordly  pile  which  be  had  reared,  swore 
that  if  a  third  time  his  skill  had  failed,  he  would  not 
jnrvive  the  disgrace,  but  would  find  a  grave  among 
Hs  ruiDs.  In  vain  was  he  dissuaded  from  what 
was  universally  considered  an  act  of  voluntary  self- 
immolation  ;  be  walked  calmly  to  the  centre  of  the 
ImU — he  issued  his  directions  with  an  unfaltering 
Toice — portion  by  portion,  be  saw  the  mighty 
Wam9,  which  stood  perhaps  between  him  and  a 
|«infu1  and  revolting  death,  removed  by  his  reluc- 
tant assistants — at  length  the  last  prop  was  drawn 
siray — and  many  covered  their  eyes  with  their 
Imnds  to  shut  out  the  miserable  spectacle— but 
jhere  was  no  necessity  for  the  precaution — the  are 
cbitect  stood  nnharmed  and  secure — his  mighty 
Vork  was  above  and  around  him — vast,  magnifi- 
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cent,  and  wonderful !     A  memorial  of  bis  undying 
genius .' 

It  is  asserted  tliat  King  John  was  so  charmed 
by  the  high  spirit  and  hei-oic  during  of  Domingues, 
that  he  commanded  him  tu  place  within  the  ball 
some  commemoration  ofthedeed  :  with  a  modesty 
equalled  only  by  bis  genius,  the  architect  obeyed  ; 
and  a  small  figure,  not  exceeding  a  foot  in  length, 
is  seen  in  the  act  of  supporting  a  portion  of  the 
edifice,  where  the  roof  touches  on  the  north-wai 
it  is  a  representation  of  Atphmise  Dviningues ! 

This  beautiful  building  contains  three  sarco< 
phagii ;  two  on  the  right  of  the  entrance,  enclos- 
ing the  bodies  of  Dom  Alplionse  V.  and  Donna 
Isabella;  and  one  on  the  left,  concealing  the 
remains  of  tlie  unfortunate  young  prince,  son  of 
John  II.,  who  was  killed  by  a  full  I'runi  his  horse 
on  the  day  of  his  marriage,  when  only  twenty  yean 
rif  age,  The  painted  window  is  verym^uil]ceut,ftad 
three  hundred  and  seventy  years  old ;  the  ri(^, 
vnried,  und  yet  melancholy  light  which  itsbeds  npou 
ihe  tombs  is  strlkiugly  impressive  and  appropriate. 
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*  The  monastery  boasts  some  valuable  maon- 
fcripta  and  ancient  volumes,  which  were  preaepred 
from  the  destructive  power  of  the  French  during 
Ae  Peninsular  war,  in  a  very  singular  manner. 
Above  the  high  altar  is  a  canopy  of  white  and  gold, 
Vfaich  was  not  of  sufficient  value  to  tempt  the  cu- 
pidi^,  nor  of  sufficient  beauty  to  provoke  the  vio- 
Jtnce,  of  the  spoilers,  amid  so  much  of  cost  and 
SWgiuficeDce,  and  which  consequently  escaped 
destruction.  CoDcealed  within  this  canopy,  which 
is  hollow,  and  into  which  they  were  thrown  as  a 
|i}rlora  hope  by  the  terrified  and  bewildered  libra* 
rian,  the  most  precious  portions  of  their  once  ex- 
tea^re  library  escaped  the  ruin  which  threatened 
tiiem.  I  requested  to  be  allowed  to  see  these  vo- 
lomes ;  and  will  it  he  believed  2  They  were  yet 
irithin  the  canopy.  After  a  lapse  of  seventeen 
yean,  they  were  still  lying  intheir  place  of  refuge  ! 
Itey  tcwf  to  Ik  withdrawn — need  I  say  more  for 
Portuguese  procrastiiiHtioa  1 

Of  the  unfinished  chapel,  designed  by  Mattheio 
Fernandez,  1  shall  not  venture  to  speak;   tlia  fact- 
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of  its  remainia^  in  the  state  in  which  he  lefl  it  at 
his  death,  hy  the  command  of  a  sovereign  who 
knew  how  to  estimate  its  tnmsceodant  beauty, 
conveys  more  than  the  most  laboured  description. 
I  have  often  both  niar\'eUed  and  raoumed  over 
that  digitical  dbeaee  so  prevalent  in,  and  so  pecu- 
liar to.  Englishmen,  which  prompts  them  to  di»- 
fignre  and  deface  the  most  precious  monmnents, 
by  inscriptions  and  carvings  as  senseless  as  they 
are  misplaced  :  and  never  did  I  feel  the  Vandalinn 
of  such  mischievous  folly  more  deeply,  than  when 
I  stood  in  this  area  of  the  chapel,  in  the  midst  of 
eight  sculptured  columns,  which  even  in  their  an- 
finisbed  state  are  a  world's  wonder ;  and  saw  them 
scrawled  and  scribbled  over  in  all  directions  with 
obscure  names,  and  unraeBniug  sentences— and 
Btill  worse — coarsely  indented  by  the  knives  of  idle 
nnd  tasteless  travellers ;  who  could  find  no  better 
recreation  on  such  a  spot,  than  that  of  profaning 
the  memory  of  genius  on  her  very  altars !  And 
when  I  discovered,  with  a  regret  which  was  by  no 
nieans  imaccompanied  by  shame,  that  all  these 
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iAjaries  and  follies  had  been  the  work  of  English- 
il»en! 

I  wiah  that  I  were  able  to  speak  of  the  whole 
eommuQity  of  Batallut  with  the  same  admiration 
as  I  can  do  of  their  splendid  monastery.  On  the 
recollection  of  the  Prior  iny  thoughts  dwell  with 
taalloyed  pleasure.  He  was  a  learned,  and  a 
^pod  man.  But  I  remember  also  the  Bnb-Prior, 
ffttther  Francis  ;  and  the  Sacristan,  Father  Law- 
rence !  I  shall  but  particularize  these  two  :  the 
'remainder  of  the  brethren  were  dull,  obtuse  eaters 
luul  drinkers  of  the  good  things  of  the  world,  re- 
tailers of  holy  gossip,  believers  in  miracles, — in 
•hart,  Monks !  But  the  two  whom  I  have  named 
'  *ere  more  than  this,  though  I  regret  to  say  that 
It  was  only  a  supremacy  in  evil !  Of  Father  Law- 
■  rence,  I  have  a  tale  to  tell — a  strange,  but  an  au- 
""  ihetitic  one.  1  have  forborne  to  shape  it  into  a 
''inore  finished  narrative — to  offer  it,  in  short,  as  a 
"Legend ;  " — lest  such  an  arrangement  should  cast 
'"  a  doubt  on  its  authenticity  :  conscious  as  I  am  that 
in  Buch  a  case,  the  reader  would  make  all  due 
K  2 
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kllmniioe  (or  mv  own  unpltficatioDS,  as  well  as 
diose  of  the  persons  from  whose  lips  I  learnt  the 
namuiTe.  I  ask  do  mch  indulgence,  however, 
for  this  sketch — t  sfa&U  neilber  seek  to  enibellisb 
nor  to  retRodi  oo  tmth. 

FiAt  Teare  ago,  the  then  King  of  Pgrtu^ 
fawl  been  bg«r-himting,  a  sport  of  which  he  was 
iaordinalelT  food,  in  the  immediate  neighbour- 
hood of  Batalha,  accompanied  by  a  gi-eat  retinue 
of  NoUes.  Pr>°vioiisly  to  his  return  to  Lisbon, 
he  boDCHUvd  the  eonuntmity  by  sojourning  in  their 
moDaslety  a  day  and  a  night,  to  recof-er  from  the 
btigue  of  his  expedition.  At  this  period  Father 
Lawrence  ma  about  twenty  years  of  age,  already 
a  mod);,  and,  judging  from  his  appearance  even 
when  I  saw  him,  as  handsome  a  friar  as  t\eT 
drew  cowl  over  a  sharen  crown ;  tall,  and  ath- 
letir.  with  a  dignified  carriage,  and  an  eye  like 
nti  engle.  Be  thi»,  however,  as  it  might,  it  Is 
ofTtaiii  thai  be  had  long  been  attached  to  a  betu- 
tifiil  jieitMint  girt  in  the  hamlet  of  Batalha,  n 
had  rvtumed  his  auction ;  when  th«  royal  t 
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arrived  at  tlie  monastery.  As  he  coatemplatetl 
the  maguificeace  of  the  noblee,  their  gorgeous 
array,  and  their  liveried  retinue,  a  pang  of  jea- 
lousy shot  across  his  heart ;  for  be  felt  that  t&e 
too  was  looking  with  wonder,  and  probably  with 
admiration  also,  on  these  gilded  courtiers.  It  ia 
easy  to  imagine  the  bitterness  with  which,  young, 
high-spirited,  and  devotedly  attached  as  he  was, 
the  monk  turned  from  the  jewels,  plumes,  and 
<  fteeda  of  the  nobles,  to  look  upon  his  own  robe  of 
•erge,  his  ebaveu  head,  and  untanned  sandals! 
The  event  proved  that  the  moment  had  been 
fall  to  him. 

Among  the  Fidalgos  was  the  King's  Master-of- 
die-horee,  who  was  described  to  me  as  a  stri- 
Itingly  handsome  man,  in  the  bloom  of  life,  of 
high  family,  and  higher  hopes;  light-hearted, 
generous  to  excess,  and  an  enthusiast  in  beauty. 
'Wearied,  after  a  time,  by  the  monotony  of  the 
-monastery,  this  young  noble,  such  as  I  have  en- 
deavoured to  pourtray  him,  unfoi-tunately  wan- 
dered into  the  hamlet,  and  there  encountered  the 
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bmtittfal  peasant;  he  thooght  her  lorely, 
he  scrupled  col  to  tell  her  so ;  the  <iark-e]red  di 
telta  *  was  unhappilv  not  indifferent  to  the  adl 
ratioa  uttered  by  such  courtly  lips;  her 
tat^ht  her  heart  to  flutter,  eren  if  it  failed  tS 
make  it  false,  and  elie  smiled  where  she  should 
haye  Ehunned :  as  she  listened  to  the  noljle, Father 
Lawrence  was  forgotten ;  her  new  lover  talked 
long  and  tenderly  to  her,  unheard,  but  not  nnseen; 
and  when  at  length  they  parted,  and  the  gorgeous 
nohle  raised  the  hand  of  the  fair  peasant  lo  his 
lips,  she  had  promised  that  this  meeting  should 
not  be  their  last.  Alas!  they  met  no  more  ia 
this  world!  The  monk  had  seen  all — he 
the  meaning  of  every  glance  of  the  dark  eysi 
whose  light  he  had  lived  so  long ;  and  be  wal 
them  until  the  young  Fidalgo  gathered  his  mj 
round  him  to  return  lo  the  monastery ;  be 
not  lost  a  look,  nor  a  gesture  ;  and  as  he  stood  in 
his  hiding-place,  gnashing  his  teeth,  and  clench- 
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ing  hiB  hand«,  be  swore  iu  the  depths  of  hlfl 
qririt  that  their  hour  of  dalliance  should  avail 
them  nothing ;  it  was  a  silent  and  a  guil^  vow, 
ftnd  fearfully  was  it  kept ! 

When  the  young  monk  emei^ed  from  hia 
concealment,  his  brain  waa  on  fire;  he  paused 
BOt  to  reflect  on  consequences — he  hesitated  not 
tm  results — but  traversing  the  little  street  of  the 
hamlet  with  hasty  strides,  he  hurried  to  the  cot» 
togfi  of  a  peasant  who  wBS  in  his  confidence.  The 
monk  needed  not  to  tell  his  tale  of  guilty  love 
lieiieath  that  humble  roof — he  required  no  breath- 
feg  time  to  explain  to  his  solitary  listener  the 
rise  and  progress  of  his  fatal  passion — he  had 
oo!y  to  plunge  at  once  into  the  narrative  of  what 
lie  designated  his  wrongs — to  give  a  loose  to  the 
demon  which  waa  working  within  him — to  lend 
Vorda  to  the  frightful  project  which  had  suddenly 
q>ruRg  up  in  his  heart — and  to  claim  the  co- 
operation of  big  obsequious  auditor — all  this  re- 
qaired  but  scant  time ;  and  after  the  lapse  of  a 
few  momenta,  Father  Lawrence  quilted  the  cot- 
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age ;  and  it  was  afterwards  reuiemLered  that 
was  calm,  perfectly  calm,  and  had  spoken  cc 
ously  to  one  of  the  villagers  whom  he  had  eni 
lered  on  his  way. 

After  the  evening  banquet,  the  young  noble- 
man again  left  the  nioiiaetery,  and  entered  the 
stable  wliicb  was  appropriated  to  the  horses  of  the 
King.  The  door  was  suddenly  closed  behind  hina, 
and  he  was  struck  to  the  earth  by  a  blow  from 
ui  axe  !  The  work  of  death  was  soon  completed ; 
but  not  with  sufficient  speed  to  permit  tlie  escape 
of  the  murderers.  As  they  were  about  to  retreat 
from  the  scene  of  blood,  some  of  the  royal  grooms 
entered  tlie  stable,  and  they  were  instantly  se> 
cured :— need  I  say  that  the  assassins  were  Pi 
ther  Lawrence,  and  the  peaeant,  Lis  con6dent7 

The  fearful  event  caused  great  and 
consternation ;   the  rank  of  the  victim,  and 
vocation  of  one  of  hie  murderers,  augmented 
sensation  and  the  horror  of  the  public ;  the 
prils  were  tried  and  ccudeiuued ;  the  ill-Judging 
and  ilj'fated  girl,  who  had  been  the  cause  gf. the 
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lue  act,  was  placed  in  a  convent,  and  the 
.-  peasant  suSered  death  :  but  as  monks  are  never 
.,  executed  in  Portugal,  be  their  crimes  what  they 
may,  owing  to  the  scandal  which  it  would  cause 
among  the  laity,  Father  Lawrence  was  delivered 
,  up  to  hia  Order,  to  be  dealt  with  as  they  should 
-  see  fit.     The  Prior  of  Bataiha,  justly  indignant 
and  exasperated  at  the   disgrace  brought   upon 
.  his  house,  summoned   a  Cliapter  of  the  Order, 
and  by  it  the  delinquent  friar  was  condemned 
to  he  confined  for   life  in   the   prison-vault  be- 
neath the  chapel.     Rigidly  was  his  sentence  en- 
forced,  for  the  Prior  was  bo  deeply  wounded  by 
the  stigma  which  the  crime  of  the  culprit  had 
cast  upon  the  community,  that   he  would   not 
eoAen  down  in  one  iota   the  bitterness   of  that 
''  tkte  which  had  been  awarded  to  him :  a  loaf  and 
*  a  stone  pitcher  of  water  were  placed  beside  him, 
■    and  the  guilty  wretch  was  briefly  counselled  to 
■I  make  his  peace  with  heaven,  as  with  this  world 
'.   he  had  then  done  for  ever — sight  or  sound  of 
was  he  never  to  know  again — the  sentence 
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4^  excominnnicstioQ  was  passed  upon  him  — 
and  he  was  left  in  utter  darkneea  to  iterish  i 
sembly  by  famine  1  The  stem  Prior  him 
turned  the  key  of  his  fearful  prisoD,  and  can 
it  away  no  one  knew  whither ;  and  from  t 
day  the  name  of  Father  Lawrence  never  pa^ 
his  lipB.  Some  of  the  younger  monks,  h 
ever,  if  not  less  oblivious,  were  decidedly  lei 
unrelenting:  and  tliey  found  means  to  conn 
food  to  him  in  trifling  quantities,  through  i 
crevice  beneath  the  iron-studded  door  of  tlM 
vault;  and  shortly  af^r  hia  incarceration,  th^ 
supplied  him  with  a  tool,  by  means  of  which  be 
mode  an  opening  large  enough  to  admit  what- 
ever they  wished  to  con^•ey  to  him.  Thus  did  he 
live — if  such  an  existence  may  be  termed  1 
without  a  ray  of  light,  and  fastened  to  a  rin 
in  the  wall  of  his  dungeon,  by  a  manacle,  wh 
pasaed  round  his  body,  and  was  attadied  U 
chain,  barely  sufficient  in  length  to  enable  1 
to  profit  by  the  good  offices  of  those  whose  pity^-i 
outweighed  their  horror :  and  this  for  upwi 


of  eight  long  years]  How  fearfully  dear  must 
life  have  been  to  the  gnilty  wretch  who  could 
cling  to  so  miserable  an  esisteiice !  How  ago- 
nizing mnst  the  dread  of  death  have  been  to  the 
nnner  who  could  eeek  such  a  refuge  as  this! 
Writhing,  guffocating  in  his  hving  grave — shut 
out  tram  the  blessed  light  of  the  sun — an  alien 
from  his  kind — his  name  a  watchword  of  fear — 
his  crime  a  tale  for  the  timid — it  may  wdl  be 
doubted  whether  the  work  of  pity  which  pro- 
longed his  beii^,  were  indeed  mercy.  With 
what  fears  must  not  his  solitude  have  been 
visited !  His  friends  might  weary  in  their  task — 
and  the  imprisoned  monk  knew  full  well  that 
to  the  superstitious  and  credulous  it  was  no 
light  one,  for  his  cell  was  separated  only  by  a 
wall  of  solid  masonry  from  the  bone-house  of 
the  monastery ;  and  should  they  do  so,  he  would 
have  draped  on  an  existence  only  less  dread' 
lul  than  utter  annihilation,  to  perish  miserably 
at  last!  Momenta  there  must  have  been,  too, 
when  the  darkness  \ras  peopled  with  the  forms 
of  those  whom  he  had  injured;  of  her,  whose 
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.  A*  Piw  aT  Btt&OW  h^  been 
I  at  A^  OiJct.  and  >  sueccsor 
■  naaiit  WIS  ogled  in  thoee 
.  \g  U»  K-appMnnce.  Wbea, 
sfter  die  retnat  «f  the  FrenA,  the  monks  i«- 
aancd  is  die  naaasbaj.  Father  Lawrence 
%-olanUnlj  iorreodered  himseli'  lo  the  brother- 
hood ;  who,  in  cooperation  of  the  long  cap- 
r  whidi  be  bad  already  endured  in  chaina  . 


snd  d&rkneee,  suffered  hiui  to  be  at  large  in  the 
monastery,  stipulating,  however,  that  he  should 
neither  serve  the  mass,  nor  leave  the  premises 
unaccompanied  hj  another  of  the  community. 
That  the  culprit  should  again  roluntarily  subject 
himself  even  to  these  restrictions  may  appear 
extraordinary :  and  the  fact  that  be 
rant  in  how  far  indulgence  would  be  extended 
to  him  on  his  return,  renders  it,  at  first  sight, 
still  more  so;  but,  be  it  remembered,  that 
Father  Lawrence  was  under  the  ban  of  the 
church — that  he  was  an  excommunicated  out- 
cast— and  that  the  mere  hope  of  being  once 
more  admitted  into  the  bosom  of  that  Church, 
was  alone  sufficient  to  induce  him  to  risk  all  the 
rest ;  —  thus  read  the  simple  monks  the  secret 
of  his  re-appearance — let  the  subsequent  actions 
of  his  life  declare  the  truth  or  fallacy  of  tlieir 

,  judgment. 

Shortly   after  this   arrangement,   the  former 
Prior  of  Batalha  made  a  tour  of  the  Houses  of 

S  bis  Order,  and  announced  his  speedy  arrival  at 


hifl  old  moDaetery.  Father  Lawrence  was  once 
more  immured  witli  all  speed  in  liis  vault ;  the 
manacles  were  replaced:  and,  by  his  particular 
desire,  the  holy  visitor  was  iuforoied  of  liis  ex- 
istence, and  of  his  pious  wisli  to  obtain  the  par- 
don and  hiessing  of  bis  spiritual  Father  ere  big 
miserable  career  should  end.  The  saiutly  Supe- 
rior started  at  the  unlooked-for  and  unwelcome  in- 
telligence, and  spared  neither  reproach  nor  pe- 
nance to  sueh  of  the  community  as  had  contribut- 
ed to  prolong  the  existence  of  the  criminal ;  but 
when  he  heard  that  the  penitent  had  returned 
oonscience-stricken  to  bis  cell,  and  that  he  now 
waited  in  humilty  and  tears,  to  kiss  tlie  hem  of 
his  own  most  boly  garment,  he  was  softened; 
and  yielded  to  the  entreaties  of  the  brotherhood 
that  he  would  shed  a  ray  of  light  over  the  dark> 
ness  of  tile  sinner's  dungeon.  He  went  according- 
ly, attended  by  two  inferior  monks,  and  approach- 
ed the  criminal  with  the  words  of  pardon  and  of 
peace — but  be  trusted  too  much  to  the  safeguard 
of  hie  own  sanctity  —  be  diminished  too  great^ 


279 

e  epace  which  divided  himeelf  atid  the  culprit — 

hie   throat  was  suddenly  grasped  as   by  a  hand 

I  of  iron,  and  he  was  hurled  to  the  earth  !     Well 

9  it  for  the  proud  Prior  that  he  went  not  alone, 

he  had  never  returned  alive :    Father  Law- 

rence   clung  to   him  with   all  tlie  strength  and 

ener^  of  eight-and -twenty,  and  all  the  rage  of 

B  who  Itelievcd  himself  to  have  been  injured 

I  ind  oppressed ;  and  it  reqiiired  the  united  efforts 

I  of  the  two  allendant  monks  to  free  their  affright- 

'  td  and  panting  Superior  from  the  clutch  of  the 

desperate  criminal. 

After  tiuB  adventure,  the  brotherhood  feared  to 
free  him  altogether  from  Ills  confinement — they 
dreaded  alike  to  risk  the  anger  of  their  General, 
and  their  own  personal  safety  :  they  permitted 
him,  however,  to  have  the  whole  range  of  the  sub- 
terraneans beneath  the  chapel — they  supplied  him 
I  plentifully  with  food ;  and  after  a  few  months  of 
irnlation  and  reetlessnees,  tlie  guilty  Monk  sought 
some  occupation  which  might  beguile  his  tedious 
hoars.     lie  learned  to  knit  embossed  stockings, 
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and  to  work  lace — in  both  which  arta,  when  I 
knew  him,  he  excelled.  The  Madonna  on  the 
High  Allar  is  indebted  to  the  incarcerated  assassin 
for  both  her  hose  and  her  petticoat !  This  Bccond 
captivit)'  he  endured  for  twelve  years ;  and  it  ter- 
minated alnioijt  inipercepiibly.  Firet,  the  criminal 
was  allowed  to  ascend  to  hear  mass  in  tJje  chapel, 
in  consideration  of  his  time  being  spent  in  the  ser- 
vice of  the  Virgin,  and  the  Saints !  Then  he  was 
permitted  to  occupy  a  seat  below  the  lay-brothers 
in  the  refectory,  on  high  festivals  and  feasts— and 
next  he  became  an  attendant  in  the  hospital ;  and 
repaid,  by  hia  assiduity,  the  cares  which  bad  so 
long  preserved  his  own  existence.  When  I  men- 
tion that  he  was  a  man  of  superior  understanding 
and  talent,  it  will  he  less  a  matter  of  surprize  that, 
having  already  conceded  so  much,  the  brotherhood 
should  eventually  receive  him  once  more  among 
them  upon  e^ual  teims ;  still,  however,  insigting 
that  he  should  not  wander  heyond  the  Monagtery. 
Tlius  was  he  situated  when  I  first  saw  him,  save 
only  that  he  had  been  elected  SacrisUui  I     H«w 
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far  his  previoDB  mode  of  life  had  fitted  bim  for 
aucii  au  office,  of  course  the  cotumunity  could  best 
•'determine. 

Our  uenal  party  to  the  Monastery,  was  on  one 
increased  by  the  presence  of  two  Portu- 
'ladiee,  who  were  cousins ;  one  of  themmar- 
to  a  British  Officer,  and  the  other  to  a  Portu- 
guese. These  ladies  were,  after  much  c<»J8ultatioD, 
'advised  to  enter  the  building  without  permission, 
'^•ncl  then  to  throw  themselves  on  the  indulgence 
of  the  Prior.  They  were,  of  course.  Catholics; 
End  it  was  singular   to  obsene  how  differently 

^■'Ihey  felt  in  making  the  experiment.   Mrs. 

'laughed,  and  threatened  to  frighten  them  with 
Kthe  vengeance  of  her  English  husband,  should 
•they  behave  discourteously  to  her;  while  her 
'■friend,  on  the  contrary,  trembled,  and  turned 
??pale,  and  asked  repeatedly  if  it  were  not  a 
^-deadly  sin  thus  to  intrude  into  a  Monastery :  all 
^er  courage  fairly  evaporated  before  she  was  off 
►ter  horse,  and  we  were  obliged  to  uae  the 
greatest  persuaeum  to  induce  her.  to  persetsfffs ; 
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at  length,  however,  we  prevailed,  and  in  ihi 
Chapter-hall  we  were  met  by  the  '  holy "  Sacris- 
tan, who  seemed  greatly  to  enjoy  the  joke, 
though  he  repeatedly  warned  them  not  to  let 
their  Tisit  transpire  in  Leiria ;  thia  they  readily 
promised,  and  had  indeed  previously  determined 
on ;  and  after  a  five  minutes'  conference  with 
Father  Lawrence,  he  left  u?  to  apprize  the  Prior 
of  our  arrival.  I  never  saw  him  look  so  grai-e 
and  so  dignified ;  lie  spoke  mildly,  but  was  evi* 
dently  both  embarrassed  and  displeased ;  anxious 
to  avoid  ollending  the  friends  of  the  ladies,  and 
yet  unwillin|r  to  allow  them  to  proceed  further. 
They  were  both  sileiit,  and  left  nie  to  plead  their 
cause ;  but  I  think  that  Father  LawTeiice  was 
their  best  advocate ;  for  after  a  whispered  con- 
ference with  him  of  some  five  minutes,  the  Prior 
desired  tliem  to  accompany  the  Sacristau  to  the 
chapel,  to  undei^  tlie  ceremony  of  excommuni- 
cation, previously  to  their  being  admitted  into 
the  Monastery.  Upon  what  principle  this  wb* 
proposed,  I  pretend  not  to  explain :   for  it  hu 
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always  appeared  to  me  as  suiBciently  ungolar. 
that  these  ladies  ehould  l>e  considered  m 
gible  inmates  for  a  holy  bouse,  when,  accovding. 
to  their  own  creed,  in  a  state  of  utter  and  hope- 
less perdition,  than  when  only  burthened  with 
their  own  comparatively  trilling  tran^ressiona. 
Be  the  fact,  however,  as  it  may :  when  the  re- 
H^HtioD  of  the  Prior  was  communicated,  I 
diougbt  Donna  Reta  would  have  fainted;  and 
was  not  a  little  amused  at  the  coolness  with 
which  Father  Lawrence  informed  her  that  it 
of  no  consequence,  as  before  they  left  the 
lAonastery,  the  excommunication  should  be  re- 
moved. 

^  Mai  de  Deos!"*  exclaimed  the  beautiful 
.joung  Portuguese;  "  if  I  should  die  suddenly!" 
The  Sacristan  smiled :  but  the  Prior  appear- 
ed gratified  by  her  alarm.  With  some  difficulty 
■be  was  appeased,  and  with  her  cousin,  followed 
JFatber  Lawrence  to  the  chapel.  I  was  anxious 
accompany  them ;  but  the  Fi-ior,  with  evident 

*  Mother  of  God. 
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iDtentioR,  prevented  my  doing  bo,  by  taking  that 
opportunity  of  making  enquiries  for  some  fnenda 
of  his  own  at  Leiria,  who  were  known  to  rae :  and 
in  less  than  ten  minutes  the  party  returned ;  Donna 
Reta  weeping  most  piteously,  and  her  less  sensi- 
tive, or  less  supergtltioUE,  cousin,  endeavouring 
to  console  her;  while  the  Sacristan,  who  had 
himself  excommunicated  these  two  young  and 
innocent  women,  stood  a  few  paces  behind,  with 
a  scornful  smile  upon  his  lips.  Yes,  I  saw  al 
once  that  he  at  that  moment  scomed  alike  him. 
self  and  the  piece  of  idle  mummery  which  he 
had  just  been  enacting. 

We  spent  a  delightful  day ;  and  Father  Law- 
rence mentioned,  as  we  eat  at  table,  that  the 
monastery  posoessed  a  miraculous  wooden  image 
of  the  Virgin  with  the  child  in  her  arms ;  which, 
at  the  time  that  the  French  fired  the  building, 
was  surrounded  by  flame  in  every  direction,  and 
yet  remained  totally  untouched,  the  fire  not  hav- 
ing left  even  a  trace  upon  it.  Need  1  say  that 
I  instantly  expressed  a  wish  to  see  so  extraor- 
dinary a  representation  of  Nossa  i 
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The  Sub-Prior  politely  offered  to  shew  itto  me 
himself;  a  piece  of  courtesy  with  which  1  would 
willingly  h&ve  dispensed ;  and  the  gentlemen  of 
the  party  rose  at  the  same  moment,  saying  that 
they  would  go,  and  order  our  horses  to  the  gate, 
while  we  were  looking  at  the  miracidoiis  imi^e  : 
they  departed  accordingly  ;  and  I  shall  not  at- 
tempt to  describe  my  dismay  on  bearing  the  Prior 
calmly  and  decidedly  refuse  to  permit  the  two 
Catholic  ladies  to  penetrate  so  far  into  the  interior 
of  the  monastery !  Having  expressed  a  wish  to 
look  at  Soua  Senhora,  of  course  I  could  not 
aflerwarda  decline  doing  so;  and  to  add  to  my 
consternation.  Father  Lawrence  declared  hin  in- 
'toition  of  accompanying  ua.  Away  we  went  from 
the  Sacristy,  where  we  had  dined,  across  the 
chapel,  and  having  passed  through  a  door  which 
opened  into  it,  we  ascended  a  long  iligbt  of  stone 
steps,  and  arrived  at  a  second  door  which  prored 
to  be  onexpectedly  locked.      Father  Lawrence,- 

Iwho  made  the  discovery,  very  politely  requested- 
litB  Suh-Ptior  to  return  for  the  key,  which  he 


r 


A»    E3TRALAGKM 


accordingly  did  :  and  the  feeling  was  far  from  in 
enviable  one  with  which  I  found  myself  alone  6r 
several  minutes  with  a  man  whom  I  knew  to  \» 
a  murderer !  I  could  almost  hear  my  heart  bett; 
and  I  welcomed  the  returning  footeteps  of  FatW 
Francis  with  delight.  The  fire-proof  image  repud 
me  very  ill  for  my  terrors  on  visiting  it ;  it  WM 
dingy  and  mis-shapened,  with  a  huge  head,  and 
a  anub  noae ;  and  the  child  had  neither  "  nsaA 
nor  likelihood."  It  rested  upon  a  beautiful  pe- 
destal of  Mosaic,  and  the  figure  appeared  to  be  of 
painted  wood ;  but  as  I  wa«  not  permitted  to 
touch  it,  it  might  possibly  have  been  atone,  which 
appeared  the  more  probable,  as  the  very  flooring  of 
the  chajiel  in  which  it  stood  was  partially  burnt 
away,  and  the  walls  were  covered  with  nnoke  and 
min. 

As  we  relumed,  I  enquired  of  the  SacrifltU 
the  nature  of  the  ceremony  of  excommunicatira; 
when  he  laughed,  and  told  me  that  it  was  "  not 
worth  mentioning,"  and  "  very  droll — "  but  that 
if  I  was  at  all  curious  on  the  subject,  I  had  better 
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•oeompan;  ttte  Udies  to  the  chapel,  and  see  the 
'kui  removed.  Determined  not  to  repa^  all  the 
IpndntHw  of  the  Prior  by  any  unpleasant  intrusion, 
I  at  ODce,  on  our  return  to  the  Sacristy,  mentioned 
mj  wish  to  him,  hut  a^ured  him  that  if  he  had 
ma  objection  to  my  vritneseing  the  ceremony,  I 
id  at  once  give  up  all  intention  of  doing  so : 
|te  appeared  gratiiied  by  the  assurance,  and  tak- 
ae  aside,  told  me  that  he  had  individually  no 
irifth  to  disappoint  nie ;  but  he  felt  that  it  was 
ceremony  imworthy  of  their  holy  religion — a 
Vtere  papistical  obser^-ance — and  that  he  would 
father  I  should  have  seen  the  majesty  of  the 
Catholic  faith,  than  ite  abuses.  I  made  ae  haad- 
•ome  a  speech  as  I  could ;  and  assured  him  that 
1  had  too  great  a  respect  for  the  Romish  church, 
for  it  to  be  shaken  by  a  mere  ceremony :  he 
thanked  me,  and  said  no  more  on  the  subject- 
We  accordingly  proceeded  to  the  chapel,  where 
|he  ladies  knelt  down  before  the  altar  of  the 
lianto  Sacramento ;  and  to  each  was  given  a  wax 
pBodle  uidighted :  one  of  the  seven  Penitential 
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Psalnis  was  volubly  repeated  by  the  Sacristan; 
then  two  or  three  eliort  prayers  also  in  Latin ;  and 
a  little  boy,  who  attended  at  the  altar,  produced 
seven  small  twigs,  bound  together  by  a  thong  of 
leather :  with  these,  which  I  was  told  represented 
the  seven  passions  of  our  Saviour,  each  of  the 
ladies  were  slightly  struck  three  times  by  Father 
Lawrence,  who  immediately  afterwards  lighted 
the  candles  which  they  heM ;  telling  them,  that 
even  as  the  flame  had  suddenly  eprung  to  light 
in  those  tapers,  so  had  righteousness  once  more 
grown  up  in  their  souls :  and  accoixlingly,  after 
a  short  mental  prayer,  they  rose  up,  as  good 
Catholics  as  ever !  By  way  of  rendering  the 
ceremony  more  impressive,  the  devout  Father 
favoured  me  with  a  touch  of  the  rod  before  he  re- 
placed it ;  and  then  explained  to  me  that  I  had 
seen  all  the  mystery  of  excommunication,  with 
this  slight  difference,  that  in  excommunicating, 
tlie  candles  are  placed  in  the  hands  lighted,  and 
are  blown  out  with  the  comfortable  assurance  that 
the  light  of  salvation  has  even  so  departed  from 
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the  aoaU  of  those  who  hold  them !  Whatever 
might  be  mj  opioion  of  that  which  I  had  just 
witnessed,  I  was  nevertheless  gratified  at  having 
seen  so  extraordinary  a  ceremony  :  though,  know- 
ing what  I  did  of  the  Prior,  I  was  not  at  all 
astonished  that  he  never  alluded  to  the  subject 
when  we  rejoined  him. 

Some  time  after  my  last  visit  to  the  mon- 
utery,  I  went  to  the  convent  of  Santa  Anna,  in 
the  Roicio*  at  Leiria,  to  enquire  for  a  nun  who 
had  been  sick ;  and  whom  I  was  informed  by  a 
lay-sister,  who  came  to  the  grate  to  speak  to  me, 
bad  died  that  morning.  I  walked  slowly  away 
to  return  home,  when  I  heard  my  name  pro 
nounced  from  the  door  of  the  convent  chapel.  I 
tamed,  end  to  my  surpnze  beheld  Father  Law 
tence!  He  was  certainly  beyond  the  premisea  of 
Batalha  that  day. 
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Is  one  of  tlie   most  beautiful  provinces  of  Por- 
tugal stands  a  monastery,  in  itself  an  object  of 
,   beauty  from  its  exquisite  architecture ;  and  ren- 
f   dered   doubly   attractive   from   the  aluiost   une- 
qualled loveliaess  of  its  situation.     Let  the  ima- 
gination rerel  amid  groves  of  orange  trees,  laden 
at  once  with  fruit,  flower,  and   perfume — amid 
tracts  of  the  dark  olive  and  stately  pine,  relieved 
by  the  fragrant  and  lively  foli^e  of  the  myrtle 
and  gnranium  —  clumps    of   the  delicate  gum- 
,  toMas,  carpetting  the  earth  with   the   leaves  of 
iM  own  frail  and  fairy-like  flowers — gronpes  of 
o  2 
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graeefld   almond  trees,   shedding  et  once  ihrir 
Kift  perFutne   and   tbeir   eifeet  fiowers    on    tbt  1 
i  —  allers   of  Umon    and 

rs   and   nils   of  Iht  1 
elding  nature's  awit 
of  riolets  and  wiUlf 
BOQflly  on  their  n 
yet  it  will  scansi} 
Inxiiriaot  land- 


bowers  of  roses,  and 
coolest  and  clearest  water, 
mirror  to  the  clinging  ti 
lilies  which  blossom  sf 
gin-^et  it  do  all  this,  a 
trare   en  its  mental  tablet  thi 
««pe. 

On  the  southern  side  of  the  Monastery,  li«^ 
nenth  a  hill  tray  with  its  belt  of  timber  and  its 
laughing  \'iDeTard,  stood  the  Qiiinta  dot  Suspi- 
ros ;  but  I  am  premature  in  thus  designating  it 
here  —  the  name  of  the  "Villa  of  Sighs"  was 
piven  to  it  after  that  of  which  I  am  about  to 
tell  had  takei)  place. 

In  this  monastery  dwelt  the  mysterioM 
Father  F.iistacio.  Tlie  monastic  robe  of  white 
s«'n;:v  foil  round  his  tall  and  graceful  form  in 
fulils  l>etter  suited  to  the  regal  purple :  the 
(!i»wn  of  his  head  was  indeed  shaven,  but  the 
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nven  curls  clustered  richly  round  a  brow  high 
Aad  smooth,  as  if  hewn  in  marble;  and  the 
itark  fiery  eye,  and  the  scornful  emile  which 
discovered  teeth  like  eastern  pearls,  yet  told  of 
It  world  which  be  had  vowed  to  renounce  for 
crer.  He  was  a  Spaniard  —  the  brotherhood 
theniselves  knew  no  more  : — he  had  made  rich 
offerings  at  the  ebrine  of  the  patron  Sunt  of 
their  order ;  he  had  brokea  the  weapon  which 
he  wore  at  bis  arrival  on  the  steps  of  the  Altar, 
and  trampled  his  dark  plume  beneath  hJa  feet 
<Hi  the  threshold  ;  he  had  withdrawn  a  rich  jewel 
from  his  neck,  and  placed  it  on  that  of  the  Ma- 
donna CNosta  Seiihora  da  Piedade)  ;  *  tliough  it 
waa  long  remembered  that  parting  from  this 
idle  and  worldly  gaud  appeared  to  be  tlie  great- 
est struggle  of  all — and  he  had  finally  taken 
the  TOWS  of  the  order,  and  become,  to  appear- 
ance, like  the  rest  of  the  community,  a  mere 
of  mechanism  and  habit. 
Bat  no  one  followed  Eustacio  to  bis  i 
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cell — no  ear  drank  in  the  low  soimde  which 
eecaped  from  his  overcharg«d  spirit  in  his  soli- 
tude— HO  eye  beheld  the  contempt  with  which 
he  hurled  from  him  the  effeminate  habit  of  tlie 
brotherhood— none  looked  on  him  in  his  pa- 
rorism?  of  emotion,  when,  with  clenched  handfi, 
fixed  teeth,  and  starling  eye-balls,  he  stood  in 
the  mid^t  of  his  confined  apartment,  like  a  thing 
of  stone ;  and  then  sprang,  as  it  were,  into  life 
90  suddenly,  that  every  nerve  quivered,  and 
every  Toin  swelled  almost  lo  bursting ;  when  his 
heart  heaved  as  though  he  had  not  space  even 
for  existeuce  in  his  narrow  prison,  and  his  hand 
sought  instinctively  to  grasp  a  weapon  which  he 
wore  no  longer,  and  then  fell  hailesaly  at  his 
side  —  none  heard  the  soul-fraught  groan  that 
followed  as  he  sank  down,  with  his  face  buried 
in  his  spread  palms,  and  spent  the  night  gazing 
unconsciously  at  the  dim  lamp  that  lit  np  the 
mis-shapen  altar,  the  rude  crucifix,  and  the 
grinning  skull,  which  were  the  furniture  of  bis 
cell. 


FATHER    EUBTACIO 

It  was  the  festi^'al  of  their  Patron  Saint,  and 
oue  of  the  brotherhood  watched  by  hiB  ehrine 
fell  night:  Eustacio  won  permiBsion  to  be  that 
one ;  nor,  when  his  prayer  was  granted  hy  the 
Prior,  did  any  drowsy  monk  of  tlie  community 
dispute  with  him  the  pious  privilege  ;  the  vesper 
was  chaunted,  and  the  twilight  mass  served,  and 
the  brotherhood  uttered  their  evening  orisons 
Bt  the  shrine,  and  departed — and  at  length  Ens- 
tocio  was  alone.  He  looked  around  him  and 
smiled.  There  was  a  taper  dimly  lighting  up 
the  figure  of  the  Saint;  and  the  holy  lamp, 
arhich  is  never  extinguished  at  tlie  altar  of  the 
Santo  Sacramento,  shed  its  faint  Hght  over  a 
United  space,  and  left  the  remainder  of  the  vast 
«difice  in  darkness.  No  sound  was  there,  save 
the  lall  of  his  own  footsteps,  as  the  solitary 
snonk  strode  through  tlie  murky  aisle.  Twice 
had  he  traversed  the  chapel  to  its  extremeat 
"length,  and  returned  to  the  shrine  he  watched; 
m  third  time  he  paced  its  solemn  space,  and  ap- 
|»roached  the  altar ;  but  now  he  started,  and  the 
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blood  Sprang  to  liu  brow,  while  he  passed  hu 
b&ad  over  bia  eyes,  queBtioning  the  evidence 
they  gave  him.  Kneeling  there,  with  her  veil 
thrown  back,  and  disclosing  her  pure  and  pallid 
beauty,  was  a  female,  whose  mantle  of  sable 
velvet  fell  around  her  in  lai^e  and  heavy  folds : 
jewels  were  in  her  hair,  and  on  her  arms,  aad 
the  very  missal  in  her  small  hand  was  clasped 
with  a  rich  gem.  Her  lips  moved  noiselessly; 
and  she  aeemed  so  absorbed  in  her  devotions 
that  she  had  not  heard  the  approach  of  ibe 
monk.  Once  she  extended  her  arms  towards 
the  shrine  in  tl»e  energy  of  supplication,  and  a 
deep,  suppressed  sob  accompanied  the  action. 

Eustacio  stood  like  one  entranced — a  thou- 
sand recollections  pressed  upon  his  spirit  —  his 
dark  eyes  flashed  fire — his  breast  heaved — yet 
he  stirred  not.  The  prayer  was  ended,  the  lady 
rose  to  depart,  and  started  on  discovering  the 
Monk.  Eustacio  gazed  upon  her  as  her  fea- 
tures were  fully  revealed  by  the  taper  which 
burnt  before  the  shrine  of  the  Sunt.     She  was 
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beautiful ;  bnt  it  was  a  proud,  pale 
which  eorrow  eeetned  to  be  wasting, 
it  had  failed  to  destroy.  Her  form  was  alight, 
and  graceful  as  the  sweep  of  the  river  willow; 
and  she  looked  like  one  wholly  unfitted  to  con- 
tend with  the  world's  woes.  Sometliing  she 
must  have  read  in  the  countenance  of  Eustacio 
which  forbade  fear,  for  in  an  instant  she  stood 
calmly  and  almost  proudly  before  htm.  The 
Monk  remained  like  a  statue  rivetted  to  the 
spot.  "Holy  Father — "  she  commenced  in  a 
lone  80  rich  and  deep  that  it  died  away  down  the 
long  aisle  of  the  chapel  like  the  last  note  of  the 
T«aper  organ. 

"  Scarce  SMnt  enough  for  the  first,  or  rever- 
l  tad  enough  for  the  second,  lady;"  murmured 
[  Qie  monk,  as  though  he  brooked  not  the  address 
I  JW>m  such  lips ;  and  the  dark  eye  flashed,  and 
[  Ae  rich  blood  mantled  in  the  proud  brow :  "  and 
I  yet,  other  epithets  become  me  not  now,  even 
1  beauty." 
Tliere  was  questioning  in  the  look  which  was 
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1— l^iwa  — W8fihi.fc^W  replied  not  to 
fciMi^wj.  «nc  hrautiafOaii  bnber  tack  tU 
wri  vbk  bi  Mrtkn.  abdel  Ui  Cue,  Kal 
mtemf  tim  §m  t  BKre  loAiljr.    But 

Aacaniid  h  (A  tfaa  bort  vt  th» 

Mr*Mitw  ■  7«*  to  fcc^Bl  th« 


^■^■•tas  a  BMi  wu  pufiioo  in  tb* 

^••■A  «■  tie  Bpw-  ot  tbe  world's  Unli, 

vt^^^iltf^  rhad&iled  to  «uu- 

hSae ;  aad  ibcre  was  pride  ia  the  bcaTtng  of  thi 
snz«-cliki  dkesc  and  ihe  diUiiwi  of  the  enTelt^ted 
i^uire — trva  ia  the  gn^  of  the  finely-fiwined 
wfuie  hAod,  wtuch  drew  more  gracefully  together 
the  fold?  of  the  coarse  habit.  For  all  this  one 
flaace  5affic«d.  Never  had  the  lady  looked  oa 
•ach  a  £ue  and  fona  within  those  walla — never 
on  UT  with  the  feeling  which  now  pressed  opoa 
her  heart.  Slowly  and  silently  she  drew  fron 
ber  bosom  a  small  key;  and  adjusting  it  to  • 
concealed  lock  in  an  ornamented  pannel  of  the 
■brine,  the  narrow  door  fell  back ;  and,  raising  a 
•  Siuren  crowD. 
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lamp  from  the  floor  within  the  receas,  she  turned 
<me  long,  filed  look  on  the  Monk,  and  retreated, 
dosing  the  door  as  she  withdrew. 

Long  stood  Eustacio  gazing  after  her,  a» 
Aough  he  deemed  that  she  would  reappear ;  but 
■be  came  no  more  that  night.  Thenceforward  the 
|lte(j  of  F&ther  Eustacio  hecame  a.  prorerb  among 
the  brotherhood.  His  nights  were  no  longer  spent 
in  sleep ;  he  kept  holy  vigils  when  the  world  was 
baried  in  slumber.  There  was  an  expression  ia 
&.«  departing  look  of  the  mysterious  visitant  of 
Ihe  chapel  as  she  disappeared,  wluch  had  assured 
Iiiin  that  she  went  not  for  ever,  and  the  assurance 
WM  verified.  Night  after  night  ehe  trod  the 
iecret  passage  from  her  own  sunny  home  to  the 
SUntly  shrine ;  and  Eustacio  heard  her  tale  of 
BDtTow  as  they  sat  together  on  the  marble  step  of 
the  altar  where  they  had  first  met ;  and  the  hand 
of  ihe  monk  wiped  away  the  few  large  drops 
which  fell  as  she  murmured  it  in  his  ear.  it  was 
a  nmple  and  a  sad  tale.  Her  father  had  vowed 
her  to  a  hated  union ;  end  she  pined  in  soul  while 
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ehe  won,  by  supplication,  frequent,  but  short  dstl 
lays.  Then  came  the  name  of  her  hated  suitOTf  ' 
and  the  cowled  listener  started  from  her  side,  anil 
clenched  his  hands,  and  ground  his  teeth,  as  he 
intinnured  out :  "  Tis  he !  'tis  he  !  the  murderer 
of  my  sister !  —  the  hunted  one  of  my  hate  • 
whom  I  pursued  until  my  soul  sickened  that  it 
found  him  not,  and  in  despair  vowed  itself  aw^ 
to  a  cloister,  that  it  might  moulder  into  ina- 
nity, and  forget  —  but  think  not,  fell  '^Mflmn, 
that  I  have  for^tten ! — Hearken  to  me,  Ignes — ' 
And  he  drew  nearer  to  his  agitated  companion, 
who  had  already  risen  and  stood  before  him: 
"  hearken  to  me :  I  could  not  forget !  The  cell, 
the  cowl,  and  the  cloister — they  are  not  the 
anodynes  1  madly  thought  them — they  bring  no 

Lethe! — I  am  still  Adrian,  Duke  of — ■ ,whJle 

I  strive  only  to  be  a  monk ;  I  am  still  the 
brother  of  the  dead  Carlotta,  while  I  thought 
only  to  cast  off  the  world  and  the  world's  tifS. 
Forget !  easier  were  it  for  me  to  forget  the  air 
I  briMithe,  or  the  sua  in  whose  light  I  Utc,  than 
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that  &lse  traitor — I  know  him,  Ignez,  I  know 
biin — lingua  doce  como  mel,  t  corafao  amargota 
tomafel* — Dare  Dot  to  marry  him  !  Listea  but  to 

I  one  vow  from  hi?  polluting  lips,  &iul  the  curse  Of 
thy  crime  be  on  tbee !  There  is  blood  upoa  hut 
huut,  though  he  may  streU;h  it  to  thee  iu  gentle- 
.Besa — poison  in  his  breath,  though  it  may  syllable 

I  |»88ion. — He  was  the  husband  of  my  sister, 
abe  was  beautiful,  and  she  was  the  idol  of  our 
house.  We  gave  her  to  hini  with  tears,  as  men 
{Mrt  from  that  which  they  hold  dearest — we  gave 
her  to  faira — and  we  never  saw  her  more  I  She 
passed  away,  and  none  knew  where,  or  how ; 
but  many  whispered — murder!  Think  you  not 
that  I  pursued  him?  Ay!^  like  a  bunted  deer  he 
fled  from  place  to  place,  and  1  was  ever  at  his 
heels — alas !  too  late — Then — mark  me,  Ignez — 
fiar  1  can  breathe  it  only  in  a  whisper — he  sought 
Ifi  rid  himself  of  so  tenacious  a  pursuer,  bo  bitter 
U  enemy,  and  he  poured  his  subtle  poison  in 
he  ear  of  one  in  power,  and  I  was  proclaimed  — 

*  A  longue  of  booey  and  a  heart  of  gall. 
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a  traitor  I  TLe  blow  was  struck — my  wster,  my 
revenge,  all  were  forgotten — my  proud  name 
became  a  reproach — my  honors  were  bowed  to 
the  dust.  Look  at  yonder  sparkling  cross,  pen- 
dant from  the  neck  of  the  Madonna:  litlte 
deemed  I,  when  I  knelt  to  receive  that  boon, 
that  the  giver,  in  his  blind  belief  of  an  enemy, 
would  so  soon  cast  me  forth  to  shame  and  oblo- 
quy !  EUo  vai,  fo/go  que  aisim  seja* — it  is  one 
link  in  the  chain  ready  broken  to  my  hand.  I 
uttered  no  justification,  Ignez — to  be  suspected 
was  enough — but  I  came  hither — came  to  forget 
myself  to  stone — to  be  a  man  no  longer — to  be  a 
monk !  And  i  am  one ! "  And  the  fair  girl  shrank, 
and  cowered  beneath  the  withering  laughter  which 
echoed  along  the  aisles:  "The  neighbourhood 
rings  with  my  piety  ;  the  blind  crowd,  who  look 
on  me,  hold  me  as  a  thing  too  holy  for  this 
world:  I  ara  pointed  at  as  a  pattern,  made  the 
depository  of  the  sins  of  others,  and  held  to  be  too 
pure  to  sin    myself:  but  it  isnot  so,  Ignez — "  and 

■  Well,  well,  I  am  glad  on't. 
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jkbe  deep  voice  grew  yet  deeper  "  eis-at]ui 
aao  as  cousas  desle  muiido* — so  does  it  judge  by 
,lbe  surface  of  the  streaDi,  heedless  of  the  dark 
turbulence  of  its  depths — thus  is  it  with  roe — 
the  very  thought  of  crime  bas  roused  me  from 
my  lethargy — the  very  tbougfat  of  him  whom  1 
bave  stvom  to  sacrifice.  I  had  vowed  the  dag- 
ger— I  have  hunted  him  to  his  lair,  and  now  I 
can  strike  it  even  to  his  heart's  centre ! " 

"  Adrian !  Eustacio !  "  murmured  the  lady  : 
" qutm   teria  imaginado   isso -''t 

"  Either  name  is  dear  from  thy  lips ;"  said  the 

led  noble:  "though  the  one  is  sullied  by 
calumny,  and  the  other  but  a  mockery — but  I 
must  not  hear  a  reproach  from  you,  Ignez — Ifou 
mast  not  barb  the  arrow :  it  rankles  too  deeply 
even  now.  But  hark,  love!  they  have  rung  in 
die  dawn  ;  the  drones  are  about  to  shake  off  their 
droweiness,  and  live  on  another  day  in  their 
apathy : — till  to-morrow  then,  we  must  part." 

"  Farewell !"  whispered  Ignez,  as  he  strained 
*  So  goeiihe  world,      f  Who  would  have  thought  thill 
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her  to  hiB  heart ;  and  ere  many  moments  she 
disappeared.  When  the  officiating  monk  iU 
ily  entered  the  chapel  to  feed  the  lamp  at  tbc 
altar  of  the  Santo  Sacramento,  Father  EilsIacio 
was  prostrate  before  the  shrine  of  the  faint 
Weeks  passed :  and  still  at  intenals  the  gentle 
Ignez  and  the  nohle  monk  met  when  the  world 
slept ;  but  the  Spirit  of  the  attainted  Dnkc  panted 
ur  vengeance  on  his  enemy,  and  it  came  at 
last. 

It  was  on  a  lovely  midnight,  when  the  lai 
scape  was  flooded  with  light,  and  the  sparkling  stars 
flashed  out  of  the  clear  heavens  like  diamond 
studs  scattered  over  a  robe  of  purple,  that  the  monk 
wandered  from  the  monastery  to  the  grounds  of 
(be  adjoining  Qainlu.  For  a  while  he  passed  on, 
gazing  as  be  went  upon  the  white  clusters 
clematis,  and  the  richer  bloseoras  of  the 
granate,  as  they  disclosed  their  beauty  to 
moun,  and  thinking  of  Ignez  :  but  ere  long 
wilder  and  darker  visions,  and  he  remembei 
bis  sistor — that  sister  who  had  been  murdered  in 
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her  young  loveliness,  and  upon  whose  grave  no 
eye  had  rested.  Then  came  the  memory  of  her 
liusband — of  the  murderer !  and  he  looked  up  to 
the  moon  as  she  rode  in  light,  and  then  down  on 
the  dark  shadow  cast  along  the  earth  by  the 
Wooded  height  which  bounded  the  lardacape. 
Me  fell  that  he  stood  there  a  ditihonoured  man  and 
an  alien — he  felt  that  he  was  loved  even  in  his 
evil  fortune,  and  that  bis  enemy  bad  again  crossed 
his  path.  He  struck  his  hand  forcibly  on  his 
breast,  and  it  came  in  contract  with  the  hilt  of 
\aft  dagger :  the  raonk  smiled — the  world  has 
•eldom  looked  on  a.  smile  like  that  with  which 
he  drew  it  forth.  He  cast  back  his  clinging  robe, 
he  fetched  one  long  deep  breath ;  there  was  fire 
■t  his  heart,  and  in  his  brain :  and  he  hurried 
cm. 

There  had  been  feasting  in  that  place  of 
beauty,  and  the  guests  were  yet  awake.  He  ap- 
•|>roached  the  house ;  an  avenue  of  citron  trees 
■|hrew  up  their  rich  perfume  to  the  sky,  and 
darkened  the  space  beneath  them,     He  hastened 
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to  that  spot  of  gloom ;  but  it  had  other  occupants. 
He  heard  the  voice  of  Ignez :  tremblingly  aud 
tearfully  she  spoke,  and  entreaty  quivered  on  her 
tongue.  Other  accents  heard  he  also — the  accents 
of  his  enemy  !  For  a  moment  he  paused  silently 
and  sternly,  and  then  he  sprang  convulsively 
forward,  and  stood  before  them.  There  was  a 
faint  scream,  the  agonized  scream  of  a  woman, 
but  the  revellers  heard  it  not.  Then  came  louder 
and  longer  sounds — names  were  shouted,  and 
imprecations  followed  them — there  was  a  struggle 
— a  wrestling  for  life — but  Ignez,  in  her  agony, 
stirred  not  a  limb.  The  loud  laughter  of  her 
father's  guests  came  fitfully  on  the  night  breeze 
like  the  rejoicings  of  observant  friends.  Light 
was  around  them — the  pure  light  of  tlie  silver 
moon  ;  but  they  stood  on  a  spot  of  darkness. 

The  simple  was  brief,  yet  to  Ignez  it  seemed 
to  have  lasted  years :  one  of  the  combatants 
staggered  and  fell  heavily  against  the  trunk  of  a 
citron  tree,  and  the  white  blossoms  showered  on  him 
as  he  sank  down  bleeding  and  i 
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came  the  deep  tones  of  the  monk  upon  her  ear, 
aehe  laughed  out  his  triumph,  and  struggled  for 
&  moment  with  his  weakneas,  ere  he  fell  prostrate 
beside  his  enemy. 

The  moon  bowed  her  silver  brow  to  the  com- 
ing dawn,  and  the  flowers  gave  out  fresh  sweet- 
ness to  the  morning  breeze ;  the  revellers  shook 
off  the  heaviness  of  sleep,  and  came  forth  to 
gladden  their  oppressed  energies  by  the  freshness 
of  nature.  One  among  them  entered  the  avenue 
ef  citrons — two  lay  dead  before  him ;  the  affi- 
anced noble  and  the  holy  Monk — and  a  third 
was  there — she  looked  up  as  he  approached,  and 
pointed  with  stem  eye  and  steady  flnger  to  the 
corse  of  the  cowled  combatant — it  was  the  Lady 
Ignez.  Her  hair  was  dank  with  the  night  dew, 
■nd  her  lips  livid  and  compressed — one  glance 
horror  had  been  busy  with  her — She 
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Few  heard  the  tale;  the  holy  brotherhood 
bore  away  their  dead :  the  count  consigned  his 
fellow  noble  to  a  silent  grave ;  and  of  his  dangh- 
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ter  no  one  knew  more.  The  peasant,  as  he  paaaes 
the  forsaken  pile  (for  the  spot  has  been  long 
abandoned),  doffii  his  barrete^  while  he  hastily 
mutters  a  Pater  and  an  ilve,  and  hastens  on  his 
mules  firom  the  Quinta  do$  Suspiro$* 


Cap. 
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We  were  escorted  into  Leiria  by  a  party  of 
gentlemen  who  rode  out  to  meet  as ;  and  who, 
after  greeting  us  with  a  hearty  **  Viva^*  accom- 
panied us  for  a  considerable  distance  bareheaded, 
before  they  could  be  induced  to  resume  their  hats. 
The  city  still  bore  the  traces  of  violence  and  ruin 
which  were  entailed  on  it  by  the  French  during 
the  Peninsular  war ;  and  which  the  inhabitants 
had  lacked  the  means,  or  the  energy,  to  obliter- 
ate.     It  was    nevertheless  one  of  the  prettiest 
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I  1  mm  in  the  cotmtrr  :  the  Rouio 
,  and  beaadfiiUy  eitnated ;  the  ca- 
Hng;  and  the  public 
iM^inlcfH&taUe  alike  id  ibe  liberality  and  the 
goad  fadnf  cf  Ar  tamwm-fetfXa.  The  city  >)> 
mmntioi  bv  beuiifallT  sweliing  bilU,  many  of 
tbaok  cfcuhad  with  tidb,  and  forming  lovely 
litde  ivH^s,  gaiy  wiA  Quatot  and  gardens: 
aad  one  or  t««  a<i>WBcd  with  a  siuall  cha- 
pd,  its  oU  done  otHS  cutting  sharply  against 
Aadcvfahef^.  But  the  finest  object  in  the 
luigUmwbood  is  the  rain  of  a  Moorish  Castle, 
OB  a  bd^t  whidi  coaunaods  the  town ;  it  i^ 
built,  aa  it  were,  upon  a  pile  of  rocky  fragments 
ihnnm  together ;  aad  the  efled  is  altogether  very 
striking.  There  is  a  traditioD  in  the  country  that 
an  advenmrous  peasant,  ha^-iag  discOTered  during 
his  wmnderings,  some  ludden  entrance  to  the  ca- 
renuof  the  rock,  veatured  his  life  to  gratify  his 
rorioaity,  and  passed  a  very  magnificent  eyening 
with  Boabdil  and  bis  coart;  butfotmd  himeelf, 
when  moming  dawned,  lying  upon  the  lurfatlbe 
\mse  of  the  rock ;  and  af^r  seeking  in  rain  to  find 
tile  aperture  by  which  he  had  entered  on  the  preri' 


e  night,  went  home  to  his  family,  and  told  them 

I  Ais  adventure,  which  soon  hecomiug  pablic,  ttte 

[  peasant  got  laughed  at  for  his  belief  in  a  wild  dream 

L  engendered  hj  ynm  and  superstition.     Be  it  as  it 

lay,  however,  'M  noite  do  ruttico"*  is  still  talked 

•f  among  the  people. 

During  our  stay  at  Leiria,   an  officer  of  the 

T«nth  Regiment  was  buried  amid  the  ruins.     I 

shall  never  forget  tlie  effect  of  the  wailing  and 

melancholy  sounds  of  the  military  music,  as  tbey 

came  mournfully  down  into  the  valley  in  thegrey 

dawn,   swelling   aud   sinking   in    the   uncertain 

L  ariud;  while  he  was  borne  "slowly  and  sadly" 

I  te  his  last,  long  home.     The  fimeral  service  was 

Karcely  performed  when  the  morning  sun  bnrat 

gloriously  through  the  receding  mists,  and  its  first 

|;olden  beams  fell  broad  and  bright  upon  the  sol- 

I  -Aer's  grave — truly  might  it  l>e  said  of  him  as  it 

I  was  elsewhere  beautifully  said  of  Sir  John  Moore, 

'    that  when  the  funeral  train  moved  slowly  from 

beside  his  ^rave  "  they  left  him  alone  in  his  glory!" 

The  M&tely  ruins  amid  which  his  comrades  had 

Lidi^  his  grave — reliques  of  the  olden  time,  whoRe 

*  Tbe  peasant'^  oighl. 


.^ 


4  UCOtXECnoXE    OF    LElRt 

only  hisUuT  was  tiaditkNi — the  magiiiScont  9cen«, 
which  br  ss  the  eye  oould  reach,  gpread  oat  in 
loxorj  viA  beaaty,  the  riTer  quivering  iu  silver 
beneath  the  light,  uui  the  rich  foliage  of  the  forest 
trees, ^Mridtng.w  the  night-dew  fell  like  diamond 
ilrope  from  the  wind-shaken  boughs,  white  over 
all  the  clear  tnighl  sk j  spread  its  glitieiing  blue, 
Went  with  ten  thousand  glorious  tints  caught  frotn 
tlic  newly-risen  sun — all  these  collectively  pre- 
»euled  a,  picture  1  should  think  seldom  equalled, 
and  probably  never  surpassed. 

A  priest  was  pointed  out  to  me  in  this  city 
who  Iiad  been  hung  by  the  French  during  the 
war.  and  saved  by  a  peasant  who  chanced  to  be 
tmversing  tlie  wood,  and  who  having  cut  him 
down  before  life  was  quite  extinct,  had  succeeded 
ID  recuse  i  la  ting  him.  He  was  a  gaunt,  livid, 
cadaverous-looking  man;  and  really  bore  per- 
sonal testimony  to  the  truth  of  the  story. 

A  tr^^-comic  circumstance  occurred  during 
our  i-esidence  in  this  place,  which  afforded  mncb 
conversation  at  the  time.  Two  British  soldiers 
died  on  the  same  day  iu  the  hospital ;  the  one  a 
Protestant  and  the  other  a  Catholic  ;  the  Catholic 
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requested  to  see  a  priest  before  be  died ;  this  was 
of  course  immediately  acceded  lo ;  and  accordingly 
a  priest  arrived  at  the  bedside  of  the  dying  man. 
when  it  wag  discovered  that  the  soldier  could  not 
speak  Portuguese  enough  to  make  liimself  undei- 
atood  ;  and  that  the  confessor  knew  not  a  word  of 
English.  A  third  party  waH  necessarily  called  in, 
as  interpreter,  who  was  somewhat  startled  when 
cslled  upon  to  impart  to  ihc  holy  man  the  appal- 
ing  fact  that  his  penitent  had  committed  murder  ! 
Tbe  man  had  always  borne  a  very  indiffereut 
character  in  his  regiment ;  but  had,  of  course, 
never  been  suspected  of  so  heinous  a  crime  hs 

I  this;  he  received  absolution,  however,  and  died. 
The  other  poor  fellow  had  been  much  esteemed 
by  his  comrades,  and  had  ever  been  remarked  for 
his  steadiness  and  good  conduct ;  he  had  no  "tale 
to  tell,"  and  passed  away  calmly,  with   a  prayer 

Ilffon  his  lips.  An  hour  afterwards,  tlie  priests 
lent  to  request  that  the  body  of"  tlie  christian" 
might  be  delivered  up  to  them,  for  the  purpose  of 
being  interred  according  to  the  rites  of  his  reli- 
gion. The  commanding  officer  informed  his 
inen   of  the  circumstance,  and  desired  them  to 
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MBte  tbdr  wishes  on  the  nbject :  whether  the 
it»d  nam  sboold  be  baried  by  the  priests,  or  be 
laid  be^de  bis  oammde :  the  utswer  wbs  onani- 
Bons — "  Imj  him  beside  his  comrade ;~  and 
Meordii^T  the  two  bodies  were  csrried  ont  of  the 
town  to  an  olive-giwre,  where  several  brave  men 
bad  been  buried  during  the  Peninsular  war,  and 
where  many  new-made  graves  had  appeared 
during  our  present  sojourn.  Several  priesU  were 
spertaiora  of  the  ceremony,  which  they  evinced 
no  inclination  to  inteiriipi ;  one  of  them  merely 
asking  carelessly  which  was  the  body  of  the 
Catholic.  It  was  pointed  ont  to  him  ;  and  when 
the  prayers  were  read,  and  the  earth  heaped 
npon  the  two  coffins,  the  moumftil  procession 
departed  from  the  place  of  graves. 

In  the  night  one  of  the  bodies  was  di^n- 
terred,  and  there  were  lights  in  the  cathedral  for 
some  hours.  The  priests  had  been  resolved  to 
carry  their  point ;  but  they  had  made  one  slight 
mislnke — they  had  exhumed  the  Potestant !  Of 
course  they  were  never  informed  of  their  error ; 
and  the  poor  fellow  now  lies  in  the  burial-groui 
of  the  cathedral,  with  a  small  wooden  croas  | 
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the  head  of  his  grave  ;  while  his  Catholic  couj, 
rade  remains  sleeping  ajnong  hraver  and  Iwlter 
men  in  the  Ctmiterio  fleretico !  * 

The  £piacopal  Palace  is  a  large,  rambling, 
ill-huilt,  comfortless  pile;  inconvenient  and  un- 
•ightly.  U  boasts,  however,  a  beautiful  little 
chapel,  splendidly  fitted  up,  and  hung  with  very 
fine  paintings.  The  Altar  is  profusely  decorated 
with  flowers ;  and  surmounted  by  a  cnicitlx  of 
Brazilian  wood,  handsomely  gilt;  the  figure  of 
the  Christ  is  finely  carved  in  ivory,  and  was  pro- 
cured by  the  Bishop  from  China.  Over  the  head 
of  the  Savionr  is  a  glory,  the  centre  formed  of 
a  diamond  enriched  by  pale  rabies,  with  raye  of 
tnimished  sliver ;  of  which  material  the  nails  in 
the  hand  and  feet  are  likewise  made.  The  Sa- 
cristy belonging:  to  the  chapel  is  also  thickly 
bang  with  paintings,  but  I  only  remember  one — 
I  could  have  looked  on  it  for  ever !  It  was  a 
I  representation  of  our  Lord  after  the  Flagellation ; 
he  was  pourtrayed  in  the  act  of  crawling  upon 
his  hands  and  knees  to  lie  down  upon  a  cloak  ; 
ihe  countenance  was  beyond  any  thing  I  ever 
•  Herelic    oemelerj-. 
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»««.h«»>»|niil»te  tk<k>rbm  oT  iIk 
r»>n,  »»«  sMs£^  Eke  nil  'i'  SuBixa, 
«iik«ffitej  kM^a^^s  ItkM^  aot,  if  one 
-*i*«i-lg.brlk.a,™-i«rfk«o»Mo»»t 
witk  ^K  ■•  plcManUe  a  feelmg):  anoi^  » 
■  «(  whiwti,  helped  mp  in  diffeivnt 
•  of  tbe  ■partBii' III,  like  the  iU-eombuictl 
He  »{K)logued  for  the  db- 
!  at  the  Ufarv;.  bj  mformii^ 
M  tbat  the  SemkorBitpo*  had bog«^  the  bookf 
Mcood-hand  at  Luboa.  whence  thej  had  but  jnst 
•rriTed ;  and  that  neilher  bh  lordship  nor  hiiD- 
•elf  •«  jret  kneir  even  the  osraes  of  uij  of  them ! 
I  hud  the  curioeilj  to  open  two  of  the  volunies 
au  hazard — one  wu  a  Latin  copy  of  Ovid's  Me- 
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tamorphoBis,  »nd  the  other  an  English  pamphlet 
on  the  Slave  Trade.  The  bewiliieretl  man  of 
letters  iufornied  us,  with  most  mirth-provoking 
gravity,  that  they  were  anxious  to  get  ho(As  uf 
some  description,  tii  tlie  lihrary  looked  so  empty 
and  cold  ;  and  that  when  he  had  arranged  tlie 
new  purchaAes  to  the  Ijest  advantage  he  thought 
it  would  be  miiito  bonilo!*  He  sighed,  however, 
as  he  added  that  he  should  be  obliged  to  make 
an  inventory  of  the  whole,  which  would  be  "great 
labour" — consoling  himself  nevertheless  in  the 
same  breath,  by  adding  that  tlie  first  trouble 
would  l>e  tinal,  for  as  no  one  even  thought  of 
reading  tlie  books,  they  would  not  be  disturiied  to 
create  more  work  !  What  would  I  not  give  now 
for  a  peep  at  the  inventory;  if  indeed  it  is  yet 
completed,  which  I  should  be  very  far  From 
•seuming  to  be  the  case. 

The  Palace,  and  the  whole  of  the  grounds 
attached  to  it,  are  within  the  original  outworks 
of  tlie  castle  :  and  the  gardens  are  entirely  formed 
fVom  earth  carried  np.  with  great  labour  and  ex- 
pense,   from    the    plain    which    they    overhang. 


i 


*  Very  pretty. 
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They   are  tolemMy  spacious,   but  ill-kflpt,  i 
in  bad  taste. 

In  this  city  1  first  heard  a  Portagnese  Impro- 
visafore.  though  they  are  by  no  means  uncommon. 
I  was  talking  from  my  own  balcony,  to  a  Portu- 
guese officer  who  sjioke  very  tolerable  English, 
when  thJH  wandering  minstrel  came  under  the 
window,  with  hia  guitar  slung  round  his  neck ; 
and  attended  by  a  little  boy  siiiiilarly  accoutr^. 
He  was  a  good-looking  man,  with  a  bright  eye 
and  ft  gny  smile ;  and  a  perfect  master  of  his 
instrument — the  twelve-stringed  country  guitar; 
and  after  playing  a  lively  symphony  to  which  his 
attendant  contributed  an  excellent  second,  he 
5ang  in  a  soft,  fpleasant  voice,  a  stanza,  of  which 
I  was  the  subject ;  when  this  was  concluded,  he 
turned  to  the  opposite  balcony,  and  apoetrophised 
his  military  countryman  ;  and  then,  with  con- 
siderable archness,  he  fa\-Dured  us  with  a  third 
verse,  in  which  he  shadowed  out  our  future  for- 
tunes in  a  manner  as  vexatious  as  it  was  laughable. 
1  threw  some  silver  to  him  as  a  dismissal,  but 
he  remained  firmly  at  his  poet,  until  he  had 
given   u9   a  few   more  specimens  of  his  talent : 


eoiiclutlmg   hia  eshibitioa   by 
King"  with  Portuguese  words. 

I  made  many  attempts  to  gain  admittance 
into  tb«  convent  of  SaiUa  Anna,  in  the  gre»t 
■quare,  but  could  never  penetrate  beyond  the 
grate.  The  order  was  miserably  poor,  but  aonie- 
what  rigid;  and  many  of  the  uuns,  who  all  con- 
versed freely  with  me,  and  even  ui^cd  me  to 
visit  them  more  frequently,  were  sensible  and 
courteous  women-  I  was  much  joked  by  one 
of  the  c&noue  of  the  cathedral,  who  visited  us 
nearly  every  day,  on  my  propensity  for  seeing 
religious  houses.  "  Crea-me,*  vossa  Sen/ioria," 
he  used  to  say,  "there  <»nuot  be  anything  to 
repay  you  for  the  vimt — you  will  never  see  a 
pretty  woman  in  a  convent— /e/i/io  isso  par  ctr^ 
fo."t  I  proved  afterwards,  however,  that  the 
gtrad  priest  was  in  error  on  that  point,  or,  at 
least,  affected  to  be  so. 

Two  or  three  years  before  we  vi^ted  Leiria, 
k  man  made  bis  appearance  there,  and  took  poe- 
•ession  of  a  mined  chapel  on  an  eminence  be- 
yond the  town.      He  did    not  seem  to  be  (nore 

•  Believe  me,  l,<v,  ^   I  am  terlaiii  ofllial- 
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ihan  four  or  five- and -twenty  years  of  age ;  of  a 
tall,  powerful  tigure,  but  extremely  coarse  and 
forbidding  both  in  person  and  manner.  He  b<^n 
by  repairing  tbe  chapel  with  great  assiduity, 
never  raakinj;  his  appearance  in  Leiiia  until  twi- 
light, when  he  begged  from  the  pioii3  to  enable 
bini  to  complete  the  work  which  he  had  com- 
menced. The  very  singularity  of  the  circumstance 
assisted  tbe  speculation ;  and  in  the  course  of  a 
year,  not  only  the  chapel,  but  also  two  small 
rooms  attached  to  it,  were,  by  his  own  individual 
induslrj-,  perfectly  renovated.  He  then  took  up 
his  abode  in  one  of  the  cell-like  apartments,  iJie 
door  of  whicli  he  never  fastened  during  bis 
wanderings  over  the  country,  which  were  fre- 
quent and  distant ;  thus  leaving  his  dwelling  open 
to  the  scrutiny  of  every  one  wlio  might  be  curiouE 
enough  to  visit  it  in  his  absence  :  but  to  the  other 
room  he  alone  had  ingress,  as  it  was  ever  cloi 
with  the  most  jealous  care. 

He  had  resided  thus  upwards  of  two  years;" 
noted  for  his  piety,  his  nightly  vigils,  and  his 
voluntary  seclusion,  when  he  was  accidentally 
recognized  by  a  priest  who  visited    Leiria,  as  a 
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reprobate  monk  who  for  some  hea\-y  crime  had 
been  expelled  from  his  monastery  ;  he  was  never- 
theless, and  vrith  some  justice,  suffered  to  remain 
nndistarbed  in  the  home  which  he  had  formed 
Ibr  himself. 

I  have  seen  this  hermit  frequently  in  the  twi- 
light, stealing,  rather  than  walking,  along  the 
•treets  of  Leiria;  crouching  closely  under  the 
walls  of  the  houses,  nith  his  little  basket  in  his 
band,  to  receive  the  donations  of  the  charitable ; 
but  he  had  ceased  to  beg  on  the  completion  of 
the  chapel,  and  he  had  now  established  a  sort  of 
claim  to  the  assistance  of  the  pious,  for  which  he 
always  returned  a  prayer ;  be  never  spoke  to  any 
one,  save  in  the  language  of  rapid  and  laconic 
thanksgiving ;  and  it  was  clearly  understood  by 
bia  benefactors  that  he  did  not  seek  or  wish 
fbr  money ;  oil  and  food  were  consequently  all  that 
were  offered  to  him,  and  fur  these  he  ever  return- 
ed a  similar  acknowledgment.  The  apartment  in 
which  he  lived  was  scrupulously  clean,  but  he 
was  himself  disgustingly  dirty  :  I  verily  believe 
that  he  knew  water  only  as  a  beverage  !  He  was 
always  clad  in  a  monastic  gown  of  very  coarse 


t?  Ts^r  2fXt=s:  cohU  \aTr  b««a  Miorc  beautifid 
r^nz  ^£?f  ■;#?«  imtJtwl  W  Ui  mUiuJ  of  flhnni- 

:.-ir-Z:r  "i"?  ^^LiMitti  He  rerToonded  it  <»  all 
**•!-*  wri  ri^r*  ^drr  ^bck*.  id  eoUecSiog  whiefa 
bf  «^>  ft>«Tt^i  br  tbe  bojs  of  the  neigfaboar- 
b<»i«i :  wte.  f.^  a  day  or  two  preTiooslj,  bad 
s*ib«red  latere  quantities  in  the  wood  behind  the 
town.  &a4  placed  it  near  the  chapel  for  the  DM 
of  the  rwiui*.  Aboat  nine  o'clock  in  the  CTen- 
ins.  1  was  rnfonned  that  the  illumination  would 
take  place,  and  I  accordingly  walked  to  the 
riter  «ide  to  witness  it.  Tlie  scene  was  striking 
bevond  description  :    I  was  standing  in  the  soA 
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light  of  the  moon,  beside  a  fine  willow  which 
dipped  its  lon^,  gruceful,  weeping  braucheB  into 
th«  very  stream  ;  the  fire-fliea  were  flitting  and 
flashing,  like  jewelled  dust ;  aud  the  calm,  sweet 
river  itself,  flowing  with  a  gentle,  whispering 
flouod  upon  its  way.  Before  me  rose  the  steep 
hill  ou  which  the  hermitage  was  seatcfl ;  the 
outline  of  the  building  clearly  defined  as  the 
flames  rose  and  sank  around  it.  The  tall  cross 
on  the  chapel  roof  gleaming  white  and  dazzling; 
and  the  large  flag  at  its  base  flying  broad  and 
bright  in  the  nigbt-hreeze.  At  times  the  flame 
deadened,  and  the  tall,  dark  figure  of  the  recluse 
was  seen  flitting  from  point  to  point  tu  feed  the 
exhausted  tires,  when  again  the  tongues  of  flame 
rofte  high  into  the  air,  and  ivere  reflected  by  the 
river-wave,  as  their  light  came  far  and  fierce 
•cross  the  valley.  If  he  indeed  were  an  impos- 
tor, this  man  of  mystery  had  cast  a  sublimity 
even  over  his  sin. 

1  have  now  told  my  story ;  but  1  am  sorry  to 
be  obliged  to  mar  its  efi'ect  by  confessing  that, 
before  we  left  the  city,  this  self- constituted  hermit 
had  become  as  social  and  loquacious  as  any  other 
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w  BMirbt^l  mm  ihe 
-uw^  Th^  w«c  a  «cxT  faf  looting,  sdUim^ 
^i;  itf^  jc  ^uea^  aa>i  s  gmt  Duaiber  of  ifaem 

wiffv  ruu-wr^  31  ae  areet  in  vhicli  oar  friend 
r!?sji»!ii  W^  «i>n>  mnA  unit^ed  by  wuching 
ajftr  L— iz:£^i3*E^ :  and  *»ill  more  so,  when, 
MWf  SLtLTa  p>.'«R<«^:i»txi  of  tbeir  billeis,  and  clean- 
3^  ihnir  Mxwxivsteats,  fcocmre  as  thev  were, 
tieT  CiT^ec  -^n  in  parties  and  comnieDC«d 
pkivif^  ai  lanod?  games:  and  thoee,  naay  of 
ibem,  w  aa^alar  a?  to  collect  arooDd  them  a 
<\.)a>aJtfTabJe  crowd.  One  oiaD  in  particular 
atoactni  our  attratioo ;    he  was  a  corporal :   t 
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rery  handsome  young  man,  of  abuut  sis  feet  in 
height ;  and  with  a  long  stick  he  was  playing 
■ach  antics  that  it  was  inipoaaible  not  to  remark 
him.  He  imitated  every  description  of  instru- 
ment so  exactly,  that  we  at  length  sent  for  him 
into  the  house  to  exhibit  his  skill  more  nearly. 
He  was  no  whit  abashed,  and  amused  us  for  nearly 
an  hour.  When  he  had  concluded  his  exhibition, 
be  told  us  that  he  was  the  fugleman  of  the  regi- 
ment, and  that  he  had  the  honour  of  drilling 
Dom  Pedro.  How  true  this  atory  might  be,  it 
were  difficult  to  determine ;  but  he  was  certainly 
a  very  fine,  and  a  very  active  fellow.  He  left 
ae  with  a  few  Crusailo  Navoi*  in  his  pocket,  and 
a  profusion  of  compliments.  One  rather  nume- 
rous party  were  performing  a  species  of  farce, 
m  which  their  powers  of  pleasantry  seemed  to  be 
fully  developed,  if  there  were  any  judging  by 
the  peals  of  laughter  wliich  occasionally,  and  by 
no  means  infrequently,  burst  from  the  crowd. 
The  history  of  this  exceeding  facetiousnees  was 
■ooD  made  public :  for  the  following  morning, 
sfter  the  regiment  had  marched,  it  was  disi 
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«1  that,  while  these  merry  groups  were  amusing 
the  good  people  of  the  neighbourhood,  a  "  for- 
ding party"  of  their  no  less  active  comrades 
were  helping  themselves  to  every  thing  on  which 
they  eould  lay  their  hands;  and  many  of  the 
inhabitants,  if  their  own  account  might  be 
credited,  liad  seldom  paid  80  high  a  price  for 
an  evening's  amusement. 

One  nmming,  while  residing  in  this  city, 
we  were  startled  at  an  early  hour,  by  a  cry 
of  Hre :  and  rood  ascertained  that  it  was  bul 
three  doors  from  us,  round  the  comer  of  another 
street.  The  scene  was  singular ;  the  little  square 
or  rather  triangle  in  which  we  lived  was  soon 
filled  with  British  soldiers;  and  shortly  after- 
wards the  crowd  was  increased  by  general 
officers,  staff-officers,  and  officers  of  every  de- 
scription. Then  came  the  dessar  des  cartes:^ 
ladies  at  their  windows  a  demi  mises,  muffled  in 
the  everlasting  tnaitlo  of  coarse  dark  cloth — Don- 
tins  who  thenceforth  lost  half  their  charms  when 
h>o  tenacious  memories  recalled  their  looks  tiiat 
day :    and    beans  with    the   last  yawn  of  half- 
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ftwakened  drowsiness  yet  quivering  about  their 
lips,  or  course,  the  inhabitants  ran  about  most 
tealously,  shrieking  out "  Jesus"  and  Aqua  !*  with 
all  the  power  of  their  lungs,  while  the  English  sol- 
diers extinguished  the  flames;  a  brave  party  of 
the  Leiria  militia  arriving  just  in  time  to  see 
the  smoking  of  the  ruins ;  for  which  gallant  ex- 
ploit they  were  rewarded  by  t!ie  local  authorities 
with  a  loaf  of  bread  and  a  pint  of  wlue  each 
man,  and  retired  on  their  laurels. 

I  should  think  that  few  people  in  the  world 
we  more  susceptible  of  kindness  than  the  Por- 
tuguese ; — appear  to  take  an  interest  in  their 
wel&re,  bear  with  their  peculiarities,  and  in- 
I'dnlge  them  in  their  harmless  and  amusing  va- 
nity, and  in  return  they  will  do  you  every  service 
in  their  power.  I  met  with  frequent  instances 
of  this,  and  never  forgot  the  advice  of  a  very 
clever  and  intelligent  Liabonese  Nobleman,  who, 
when  he  was  consulted  by  a  British  officer,  about 
to  settle  in  tlie  country,  as  to  the  best  method  of 
becoming  popular  among  the  natives,  simply 
replied  :  "  Laugh  when  they  laugh,  though  you 

•  Water. 


■M-  Mt  1— fPiTiiaJ  tk  jeM : — cry  when  t 
or.  V,  >1  Wan,  srb  Ib  4o  m,  and  tnift  I 
KM  t»  ifciMiiluii  *      Tbl  this  wu  the  i 
MBBibfe  W«iec  wMdk  W  eaaU  hsT?  given  ■ 
^  ercnMnaan,  ihere  csBsot  be  a  doubt  ( 
the  BBod  •(  aBf  penoB  «fe  is  aware  uf  ib«r 
I  of  nqOT,  and  their  e(|u&l 


I  a  Pmita^ese  wh«n  be  is  telling 
Toa  of  an  Jawilt  o&red  to  bim :  look  at  hU 
flaafaing  ere,  and  be«r  the  ^ndjng  of  bis 
clenrbed  teeth,  and  jw  will  feel  «l  once  tbat 
be  is  an  enemy  to  be  Ceared.  S«e  hiin,  on  the 
cootnuy.  ivheii  he  is  coosdoos  that  you  are  gtrir- 
ing  to  gratify  or  to  amnae  him,  and  tou  will  be  na 
ready  to  admit  that  be  b  a  friend  worthy  to  be 
omcilialed.  There  is  a  natural  joyousnesi:  in 
the  Portognese  charHCter  which  re^^uircs  but 
slight  excitement  to  call  it  forth  —  a  word  —  & 
gesture — if  tliey  see  that  it  is  intended  to  promote 
mirth,  will  make  their  laugh  ring  out  merrily, 
and  tlieir  hearts  warm  to  you  at  once.  And 
then  many  of  their  expres^ons  are  so  Ha'ive  anl_ 
original,  that  w)iere  you  are  not  predetermiiUM^ 
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to  dislike  them,  you  are  sure  to  find  BOrae  amuse- 
ment in  their  conversation.  And  their  English  ! 
but  I  will  give  one  or  two  epeclmens,  and  let 
tliem  speak  fur  themselves. 

A  very  handsome  man  one  day  called  u]X)n 
to  enquire  whether  my  father  would  dispose 
of  an  English  carriage,  which  we  had  taken 
out  with  us.  1  quite  forget  his  name,  but  I  per- 
fectly remember  his  telling  us  that  he  was  a 
Baron,  and  tlie  Colonel  of  a  militia  regiment. 
He  remained  with  us  for  a  couple  of  hours,  and 
on  our  complimenting  him  upon  his  English,  in 
which  he  certainly  did  contrive  to  make  himself 
understood,  lie  said  thai  tipeaking  our  language 
was  "  a  great  trouble"  to  him,  but  that  he  spoke 
French  like  a  native.  I  immediately  ofTered  to 
Mve  htm  the  "  trouble,"  by  conversing  with  him 
in  French,  on  whii-h  he  looked  rather  embar- 
rassed, but  rephed,  with  some  tact,  that  he  dis- 
liked the  nation  too  much  to  tolerate  their  lan- 
piage. — Italian,  however,  he  perfectly  idolized ! 
Here  again,  partly  for  the  jest's  sake,  I  volun- 
teered to  gratify  him ;  and  for  an  instant  he  was 
.htr\y  planti :  but  he  quickly  recovered  his  self- 
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posMBsion.  and,  with  a  profound  bow,  decUred 
tliat  he  could  noi  thiak  of  paying  ladies  so  bad 
a  compliment  as  to  converse  with  them  in  any 
other  lan^age  than  their  own.  1  believe  that 
1  have  already  remarked  on  the  very  inordinate 
desire,  which  appears  to  be  universal  among 
the  Portuguese,  to  be  considered  great  linguists- 
The  Baron  accordingly  continued  to  display  his 
Enghsh ;  and  at  length  began  speaking  of  bis 
family :  in  the  coarse  of  converBalioo  be  eaid : 
"  Yes,  madam,  we  are  lai^e  family ;  there  is  my 
brother  what  gorems  a  town  in  the  Alemtajo — 
and  then  there  is  the  four  young  ladies  which 
lives  with  my  mother  at  Bikhos  Ai/res~then 
there  is  me,  what  am  the  oldest,  which  make« 
(IX  brothers  of  us  altogether."  1  fear  that  this 
oration  requires  hearing:  it  certainly  loses  in 
the  telling. 

Another  instance  of  their  whimsical  mode  of 
expressing  themselves,  which  arose  entirely,  like 
the  preceding  one,  from  their  rendering  the 
words  of  their  own  langu^e  hterally  into  Eng- 
lish, without  paying  sufficient  attention  to  the 
sense    of  the   translation,    occurred    at    Leiria, 
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when  a  gentleman  who  resided  there  mentioned 
to  my  father  the  incoDveiiience  which  he  expe- 
rieiic«d  from  tJie  fact  of  there  not  being  an  ope- 
rator in  the  city  who  was  thoroughly  versed  in 
the  noble  art  of  shaving.  "  But  1  have  a  nice 
plan ;"  said  he,  with  great  eelf-gratulation,  "  1 
will  go  to  this  fine  fellow,  and  with  me  a  cruiado: 
•nd  I  will  say  to  him — -I'll  speak  but  two  words 
to  you,  mi/  chap :  do  you  Bee  this  hig  bit  of  sil- 
ver t  Oh  !  you  do — if  you  shave  me  well,  then 
it  is  Dot  mine,  it  is  yours  :  but  if  you  make  my 
Uood,  I  will  not  pay  you  my  beard  1 "  I  do  not 
tbink  that  I  ever  laughed  more  heartily  in  my 
life  :  the  pomposity  of  the  tone,  and  the  tenor  of 
the  words  combined,  were  irresistible. 

It  was  a  very  common  occurrence  for  Portu- 
fgaeae  gentlemen,  whom  I  encountered  in  my 
tides,  to  request  of  me  to  pay  a  visit  to  their 
Quintat,  in  order  to  let  their  wives  and  families 
•ee  me ; — moat  of  them  never  having  previously 
bad  an  opportunity  of  seeing  an  English  woman ; 
•nd  I  never  had  reason  to  regret  my  compliance 
•with  these  extraordinary  and  candid  invitations, 
beyond  the  temporary  inconvenience  to  which  1 
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was  sometimes  Bubjecled.  1  was  aiixtouB  on  my 
own  part  to  see  as  mucb  as  I  could  of  the  people 
among  whom  1  was  then  residing ;  and  I  always 
knew  that  whi;rever  i  had  suffered  myself  to  be 
thus  exhibited,  1  had  made  frieuda,  who  were 
willing  and  anxious  to  repay  the  courtesy  by 
every  meauB  in  their  power.  I  do  not  know  which 
excited  the  greatest  attention,  my  light  hair,  or 
my  riding  habit;  the  ladies  always  evinced  the 
utmost  amazement  at  both :  my  hair  they  were 
in  the  coustanl  habit  of  letting  down  about  my 
shoulders,  to  convince  tliemselves  that  it  wm 
really  ibe  produce  of  my  head;  and  tbcy  never 
did  BO  without  an  ejaculation  on  discovering  thai 
the  premises  were  untenanted :  tlieir  own  heads 
being,  from  the  highest  to  the  lowest,  of  the  most 
animated  description.  I  saw  many  very  beautiful 
women  up  the  country,  in  the  manner  which  1 
have  just  described;  the  wives  and  daughters 
of  noblemen,  and  wealthy  landed  proprietors, 
who  possessed,  as  1  waB  infonned,  more  than  one 
muitQ  ion  Quinta  ;*  but  1  univerBally  found  their 
hair,  their  teeth,  and   their  nails,  in  the  most 


•  Very  fine  country  house. 
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I  Bkhy  state  of  neglect :  and,  in  ao  far  as  I  was 
Ritulividually  concerned,  I  never  eaw  any  beanty 
■which  could  counteract  the  effect  of  this  unfe- 
Iviiiine  and  revolting;  characteristic. 

The  peasantry  are  possessed  of  a  great  deal 

I  of  sly  humour ;  and  even  mdulge  it  at  times  on 

kthe    moBt   sacred  subjects,    with   an   irreverence 

Irholly  incompatible    with  our  EngUsh  ideas  of 

I  religion.     I  will  ijuote  one  instance  of  this. 

rich   vine-grower,   not   a    hundred   miles 
I  from  Leiria,  in  ft  sudden  fit  of  piety,  built  a 
I  miall  chapel  at  the  meeting  of  four  cross  voada, 
ind   dedicated   it  to  "  Our  Lord  of  the   Cruci- 
fixion."    A   large   cross,   with  a  figure   of  Our 
Saviour  nailed  upon  it,  occupied  the  centre  of 
I  like  altar ;  and  in  order  to  render  the  woik  of 
I  lighleousness  more   decidedly  popular  and   edi- 
fying in  the  neighbourhood,  tlie  wood  of  which 
it  was  constructed  was  purchased  of  one  indivi- 
dual in  the  village,  and  its  formation  entrusted 
L'to  another.     It  will  readily  be  conceived  that  it 
[  did  not  give  a  very  sublime  idea  of  that  which 
[  it  was  designed  to  represent;   but  the  intention 
I'WBsnoL  the  less  pious,  nor  the  artist   tbe   less 
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proud.  WLen  tbe  building  was  conipli 
the  altar  fitly  armtiged,  a  gretit  crowd  assembled 
to  wiliie&s  the  ceremony  of  tlie  coiisecratioa. 
During  the  celebration  of  the  Mass,  the  officiut- 
tug  )>riest  was  much  impeded  in  lua  holy  dtitit's 
by  the  grimaces  of  an  individual  in  the  throng, 
who  waa  making  most  violent  tiffurta  to  co»- 
troul  the  laughter,  which,  at  times,  broke  iutu 
ail  hyetericiil  gi^le,  in  despite  of  hltfi.  la  vsia 
the  astonished  and  indignant  cUrigo  *  frotmed 
and  stared ;  still  the  man  «huffliid  and  smirked ; 
and  whenever  he  raistrd  bis  eyes  to  the  crucifii:, 
^iiiiothei-tid,  with  increased  difficulty,  ii  fresb 
bunst  of  merriment.  The  neighbours  murmured 
siDoiig  themselves  that  Seukor  Joachim  waa 
assuredly  star  doudQ.f  The  Piitst  looked  longer 
and  more  sternly  on  hiin,  but  nothing  availetl: 
and  duiing  the  entire  Mass,  the  incurrigihle  Sen- 
ior continued  to  cover  his  face  with  his  bands, 
and  to  laugh  until  bis  brow  and  ears  were  crim- 
son. At  the  conclusion  of  tlie  ceremony,  tht 
enraged  clerigo  ordered  tlie  delinquent  befurr 
him,  and  the  following  dialogue  ensued : 


•Prtert. 
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m      "  Man !  are  jon  aware  that  you  have  been  com-         ^M 
Hnilting  a  dea'Jly  sin,  by  treating  with  contempt         ^H 
^  Ihe  actual  presence  of   your  Gofi,  in  the  cele-          ^^ 
bmtion  oF  the  most  holy  MasB?  " 
*•  Simmio  Senhor."  * 

"  And  wherefore  then  have  you  thus  wilfully 
wui  deeply  sinned  I" 

"  I  could  not  help  it ;"  was  the  reply,  aocom- 
fAoied  by  a  freah  burst  of  laughter. 

"Not   help  it,  ue/Aoco .' t — know  that  I  am 
greatly  displeasetl." 

"  Sinio  isso,  mio  Seithorit  but  1  hope  not. " 

"  But.  1  tell  you,  sinner  that  you  arel — that 

1  am  deeply  incensed — and  moreover,  1  tell  you 

thst    '  Our  Lord  of  the   Crucifixion,'    who  wrs 

1     here  in  tlie  midst  of  us,  fixed  on  you  an  eye  of 

1   anger  and  of  judgment." 

L         "  Oh,  no !  he  knows  better  than  to  do  that ;" 

■  wid  Joachim,  confidently  raising  his  eyes  to  the 

■  figure  as  be  spoke,  and  once  more  giving  vent 
1  -to  a  long  and  hearty  peal  of  laughter. 

1          "Knows    better!"    echoed     the    bewildered 
K,pnest,  who  b^an  to  imagine  that  the  mau  had 

H          •  Yei,  »tr.           -f  Knave.            ;  1  am  sorry  for  lijai. 
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been  snddenly  bereaved  of  Iiia  wits;  *"  VirgwN 
fteatiaiima !  knows  better  ! " 

"  Yes,  ys,  he  will  not  be  angry  with  me ;" 
pernisted  the  culprit :  "  why.  Lord  bless  you, 
Senlior  Cieriga,  he  was  a  bit  of  my  cheriy-tree 
once!" 

It  were  worse  than  useless  to  comnieni  on 
such  an  occurrence. 

While  I  am  "I'the  vein"  1  will  relate  another 
anecdote  which  I  had  from  tlie  mouth  of  tlie 
gentlcmnn  to  whom  it  was  relMed  by  a  priest. 
On  the  occasion  of  a  grand  procession  in  honour 
of  the  Virgin,  which  takes  place  annually  at 
\aiiirr  (the  Brighton  of  Portugal);  all  the  most 
beHiitifid  boys  of  the  neighbourhood  were  se- 
lected to  officiate  as  angels.  Tliey  were  twelve 
in  number,  and  were  gaily  attired  iu  garments 
of  gold  and  silver  tissue,  with  pasteboard  wings 
u]>on  their  shoulders.  They  were  intended  to 
surround  tlie  figure  of  the  Virgin,  and  formed 
a  verj-  striking  feature  in  the  praccssion.  They 
were  all  carefully  di-essed,  and  desireil  to  keep 
themselves  quiet  until  they  were  called  to  take 
•Blessed  Virgin. 
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their  places  beside  Nossa  Senhora,      This  was, 
however,  by  no  means  easy  to  children  under 
six  years  of  age;    and    accordingly  when    the 
Priests  had  taken  their  places,  the  wax  candles 
w«^  lighted,  the  censers  filled,  and  the  Virgin 
ready  to  start,  it  was  discovered  that  two  of  the 
"  little  angels "  were  missing !  •  Great  was  the 
consternation  of  those  who  had  been   entrusted 
with  the  care  of  them — they  searched,  as  they 
imagined,   every  possible  and  every  impossible 
place ;  "  Until,  at  length,"  said  the  Priest^  who 
told  the  story,  "  in  despair  I  ran  into  a  stable, 
the  door  of  which  I  saw  standing  open ;    and 
there  I  found  the  two  d d  little  angels  play- 
ing at  pitch-and-hustle  !** 
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*^  ApreT*  exclaimed  the  aged  Senhora  Leouora, 
one  of  the  moet  incorrigible  comadresf  of  Leiria; 
**  kuma  desgrafa  alcanfa  a  outra  % — because  I 
gave  that  giddy  Isabel  leave  to  go  to  vespers 
yesterday  alone,  she  is  off  again — ah !  master 
Pauk) — master  Paulo — you  are  at  the  bottom 
of  this  ;  but  I  will  soon  put  an  end  to  such 
doings,  or  my  name  is  not  Leonora  Sepulveda/' 
'^  At  the  bottom  of  what,  good  Senhora  ?  " 
asked  a  handsome  young  muleteer,  as  he  drew 

*  Hey  day  !    f  Gossips.    X  One  mischief  draws  on  another. 


lua  head,  while  pase- 


■^^  ^aitr  ihc  lov  door-way  of  the  cottage ; 
*«fcal  ■■  ha*  poor  Pwlo  committed  since 
Imi  n^l.  «iiea  jom  puud  from  him  to 
UdDyr 

"  Pmt  Pulo,  indeed  ! "  echoed  the  old  wo- 
awa,  stming  to  kiok  more  angry  than  she  reaUy 
ftdt:  "  poor  LeoQora,  too  should  say,  who  is  left 
to  bandle  tbe  distaiT,  and  to  Gil  the  pafulia  as 
die  any,  while  ber  to»ta  *  of  a  meoe  is  talking 
to  makMcn,  and  each  like." 

"  Nay,  if  that  he  all ;'  said  the  young  man 
gaily,  as  be  liited  the  earthen  pitcher  from  the  . 
gimmd,  "  I  will  he  back  from  tJie  fountain  bat] 
fare  yoB  oui  ba?e  time  to  say  an  "  d 
for  the  distaff,  tttittha  Stuhorit,  1  must  even  leSTfl 
that  for  the  pretty  hands  uf  Isabel  to  twirl." 

"  Hie  pretty  hands  of  Isabel  are  even 
making  it  spin  merrily ;"  said  an  arch  voice  i 
tbe  elbow  of  the  youth,  as  he  tamed  to  leatH 
the  cottage;  and  both  aunt  and  lover  startedat 
the  sound  ;  Isabel  was  indeed  there,  and  there, 
too,  was  the  distaff,  but  very  liltle  thread  \ 
*  Oiddy-braiiu. 
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spun ;  and  there  was  a  deeper  crimson  upon  the 
glowing  cheek  of  the  maiden  than  was  usual 
even  to  her  rich  beauty.  Her  dress,  also,  was 
arranged  with  more  than  usual  nicety ;  the 
toucado*  was  neiyly,  and  somewhat  coquettishly, 
put  on — she  wore  her  saia  da  /es/a,t  a  fact  which 
the  keen  eye  of  her  aunt  detected  at  a  glance  ; 
and  there  was  a  certain  consciousness  about  her 
■whole  appearance  which  hespoke  her  conviction 
that  all  this  care  was  sufficiently  evident. 

"Whence  come  you,  Isabel!"  asked  the 
young  muleteer,  gazing  at  her  in  wonder  and 
admiration. 

"  A^  tie  mim !  "J  broke  in  the  old  woman, 
"  the  lad  would  cheat  me  with  my  eyes  open ! 
Do  1  not  know,  as  well  as  thougii  I  had  seen 
you  both,  that  you  have  been  togetlmr  on  the  liill- 
Bide,  or  in  the  valley  by  the  river  bank?  And 
now  you  would  throw  dust  in  my  eyes,  and  ca- 
techise each  other — but  1  am  not  yet  in  my 
dotage,  Paulo,  and  can  still  see  my  way." 

"  Nevertheless,  Senhora,"  persisted  the  youn^ 
man,  "  I  ask  the  question  of  Isabel  in  all  good 


*  Heid-dresa-  t  Sunday  petticoat. 
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'  to-day;  aoi 


(uth;  for  this  ie  oar  first  meeting  to-day 
though  it  may  be  a  aomevhat  late  one,  I  hope 
that  it  will  Dot  be  the  less  welcome.  I  aee,"  he 
added,  with  8  bri^t  smile,  ae  he  gluiced  at  the 
nnvoQttti  toilette  of  tbe  girl :  "  that  I  was  not 
nnexpected." 

Isabcj  put  up  her  pretty  lip,  but  there  wu 
store  aatvr  than  {Kwt  in  ite  expression  :  she  did 
not,  however,  re}tly  to  the  remark,  aiid  Pauls 
left  the  cottage  to  replenish  tbe  paoella. 

"  Uhere  have  you  lM«n,  meniaa  ? "  asked 
the  old  woman,  as  soon  as  they  were  alone. 

"  Been,  Ita  ?"  *  echoed  the  girl,  as  if  to  gain 
time. 

"Yea,  been,  Isabel;  is  not  the  questios, 
simple  one  V 

"Simple — oh,    yes!  simple   enougb 

been wal  king .  * ' 

"Running,    I   should   have   said;' 
Leonoi'a,  glancing  at  her  Hushed  cheek. 

"  Faz  muita  caima,"i  said   Isabel, 
to  fan  herself  with  her  ^ixm. 


giu, 


re|tli«d 


,  affecting 
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"  jVml  you  have  aot  been  with  PaiUv*  lell 
me  the  truth,  Isabel." 

*'  lie  has  told  it  you  himself:  we  have  not 
met  before  to-day." 

"  llara,  que  quer  dizer  ittoV*  aaked  the 
rant;  "you  toes  your  head,  and  cuH  your  lip,  as 
though  I  talked  of  a  beggar's  brat,  iDstead  of  an 
Iraoest  nianV  son — what  crochet  now  '.  But  here 
■»  Paolo: — "  thank  you,  thank  you,  my  good  lad  ; 
young  legs  are  better  than  an  old  crutch;  1  should 
been  away  a  good  ten  minutes  longer." 
Are  you  for  the  hill-side,  f sabel  T'  asked 
Ibe  young  nun,  as  he  put  down  tlie  panel/a, 
approached  her;  "your  kind  aunt  wilt 
■pare  you  for  half  an  hour,  and  there  is  a 
sliade  now,   under  the   large   pomegnitiate 

'  1  am  weary  of  the  pomegranate  tree,  with 
Its  flaunting  blossoms,"  said  the  young  beauty 
ooldly  ;  '*  have  yon  no  greater  inducement  to 
•fcr?" 

•*  I  guessed  not  that  you  would  re(|uire  ano- 
ther, Isabel;  and  am  coDaeqnontly  unprepared 
to  offer  any."     And  the  lover  turned  away  with 
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the  flash  of  wounded  feeling  mantling  his   fise 
trow. 

"  Estava  zombando,  Paulo  ;'"•   said  the  girl 
hastily,   as   she   laid   her   hand   upon  his  am 
"  let  us  to  the  hill-side — you  are  not  angry?" 

"  No,   Isabel,  no :    not   angry;"  replied  the 
youth,  as  he  turned  to  meet  her  touch,    "not 
angry  wilh    J/ou,   Isabel."      But   the  cloud  lin- 
gered on  his  brow,  and  the  words  ( 
freely  as  their  wont. 

Leonora  looked  after  them  as  they  left  the 
cottage,  with  a  glance  of  justifiable  vanity. 
"There  they  go;"  she  murmured  to  herself; 
and  as  handsome  a  couple  as  the  blessed  sun  has 
ever  shone  upon — but  1  know  not  what,  has  come 
over  Isabel,  she  seems  sti-ange  and  sad — well, 
well,  she  is  but  sixteen,  and  may  be  pardoned 
though  she  be  not  so  wise  as  her  grandmo- 
ther." 

And  they  -were  a  handsome  couple.  The 
young  beauty,  with  her  dark  hair  smoothly 
banded  beneath  the  well-starched  muslin  ker- 
chief;  her  slight  figure,  fully  devolved  by  the 
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tight  jacket  of  blue,  laced  with  crimson ;  and 
her  pretty  ancle,  revealed  by  the  short  i^ia  of 
bright-coloured  cloth,  ller  lover  was  a  model 
of  the  Portuguese  muleteer ;  tail,  and  straight, 
«nd  athletic ;  with  a  certain  air  of  coquetry  in 
his  costume,  which  gave  a  holiday  look  to  his 
whole  appearance.  He  wore  a  jacket  of  black 
Telvel,  thickly  garnished  with  pemlaiU  buttons 
oi'  fiUagree  silver,  a  scarlet  sash  and  garters ; 
and  his  iombrero  gaily  ornamented  with  tufts 
»nd  streamers  of  black  silk,  U^ed  with  t 
He  bad  the  eye  of  a  hawk,  and  the  strength  of  a 
Hercules;  and  was,  withal,  the  gayest  and  the 
most  gentle  youth  of  the  whole  neighbourhood. 
Proud  had  Isabel  been  of  her  lover,  and  no 
less  proud  was  he  of  his  mistress;  many  a  guitar 
was  struck  in  "the  twilight,  in  honour  of  the 
brighi-eyed  niece  of  Leonora;  but  to-night  there 
wag  a  shadow  over  the  spirit  of  the  young 
beauty,  which  her  lover  failed  not  instantly  to 
perceive. 

"  You  are  sad  to-day,  minha  vida  ;"*  he  said 
tenderly  :  "  have  you  met  with  aught  to  trouble 
your 


•  My  life. 
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"  No,  Paulo,  no  : — but  I  have  been  thinkii 
— and  thought,  you  know,  will  sadden  one  i 
times.  Poverty  is  a  great  evil ,  and  it  ii 
that  there  should  be  evil  in  the  world." 

Paulo  looked  on  her  in  surprise :  "  Bui  w 
should   eucli    thoughts    aa    these    trouble    yoi^S 
IsabeH     v^"    ^"'^    °**^    likely  to  foel    the  < 
of  poverty — and   to   those   who  do.   Our  I 
be  praised !  you  have  the  means  of  offerine  t 
open  hand." 

"  AV'hen  1  Hdk  of  poverty.  I  do  not  i 
bcggai-y,  Paulo ;"  said  the  girl :  "  and  I  am  weal 
of  the  eternal  roca  •  and  vauoara  t  of  my  pifl 
sent  existence — 1  feel  that  I  was  formed  for  betfc 
things." 

"  You  were  indeed,  sweet  Isabel ;"  acquiesced 
the  somewhat  bewildered  lover  i  "  and  yet  I 
know  not  in  our  cottage -life,  how  these  things 
may  be  dispensed  with." 

"There  again!"   said  the  impatient    beauty^ I 
"  what  a    life  it  is — how  mean !  how  spiritlea 


Paulo,  I  pine  for  higher 
"  And    )hey  may  yet 
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they  shall,  if  my  industry  can  secure  them  — 
only  this  very  day,  I  have  added  another  mule 
to  my  train — and  I  have  now  no  fear,  Isabel, 
but  I  shall  prosper." 

The  petted  beauty  smiled,  but  it  v/as  very 
Jointly:  "Lisbon  must  be  a  fine  place,  Paulo, 
with  itfl  churches  and  ila  squares — its  palaces  and 
its  coLuraos — I  should  like  to  see  Lisbon." 

"  Fear  not  but  we  will  compass  even  that, 
Isabel:  but  it  will  take  time  to  collect  the 
enuadot  which  you  will  spend  so  easily  in  the 
great  city. 
'  Still  Isabel  looked  grave ;  and  there  was  a 
momentary  silence  "  Paulo,"  she  said  at  length, 
"  I  have  had  a  dream ;  I  am  to  be  the  wife  of 
»  Fidalgo." 

"  Beij'i  as  mdus  de  vossa  Senkoria  !"*  said  the 
young  muleteer  with  a  gay  laugh  :  "  in  that  case, 
jou  will  travel  to  Lisbon  in  your  own  cejit* 
Mud  will  have  a  pocket  full  of  crusados- — ^And 
witen.  Donna,  is  the  bridal  to  take  place  V 

"  1  am  at  least  happy  that  the  tidings  glad- 
den yon,  Paulo ;  I  had  thought  you    might  hare 


•  1  kiss  your  ladyship's  hands. 


t  Chaise. 
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been  disconcerted  when  I  told  you  such  news. 

"  I  am  no  dreamar,  Isaliel,  ani  I  have 
&tth  in  visions,  or  I  had  long  since  been 
Fidu/go  myself." 

"  There  are  such  things  as  waking  dreai 
said  the  girl  grarely. 

"  Ha !"  esclaimed  the  lover,  for  the 
lime  yietdiog  to  a  suspicion  that  his  pretty 
tress  had  some  hidden  meaning  in  her  unwonted 
petti»hness ;  "  what  means  thie,  Isabel  ?  do  you 
ji-st  with  my  affection,  or  have  you  indeed  ceased 
to  love  me  ? " 

"  Nol  so,  Paulo^I  love  you  with  the  affection 
of — of  a  si§ter,  Paulo — more  I  cannot  do" — 

The  young  man   snatched  off  his  sombi 
and  flung  it  on  the  grass  beside  him,  as  thoi^h 
he  lacked  power   to  breathe  :  "  Yet,   Isabel — ^yei 
you  have  told  me" — 

"  I  have  deceived  both  you  and  myself,  and 
I  am  sorry  for  it;"  was  the  reply,  as  his  mistress 
scattered  the  leaves  of  a  pomegranate  blossom 
to  the  wind :  "  I  believed  that  I  loved  yon  belter 
than  my  own  soul,  but  1  have  Iieen  made  to  see 
my  error — we   must  still  be  frieuds,  Paulo 
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you  will  soon  forget   that   for   a   time  we   ever 
thought  that  we  were  more." 

"  Be  it  so:"  was  the  reply;  and  the  tone  in 
which  it  was  uttered  was  so  calm,  so  unim- 
pftssioned,  that  the  vanity  of  Isabel  was  wounded, 
1  she  looked  up  iu  wonder,  but  she  was  un- 
deceived at  the  iirst  glance,  in  the  idea  that 
Paulo  could  indeed  calmly  hear  himself  rejected 
lor  another.  His  teeth  were  firmly  clenched,  his 
brow  was  anhy  white,  and  the  veins  were  dis- 
tended almost  to  bursting.  "  Yes,  be  it  so  :"  he 
I  eontinued  as  he  met  the  look:  "I  have  loved 
you  better,  far  better  than  my  life  —  you  have 
been  my  first  thought,  and  iny  last — I  would  have 
welcomed  misery  to  save  i/our  heart  one  pang — 
I  would  have  tailed  like  a  galley-slave  to  save 
your  hand  one  task — I  would  have  cherished  you 
to  my  dying  day  as  the  best  gift  of  heavea. — 
But,  Isabel,  1  would  not  presij  a  fulse  or  a  cold 
heart  to  my  bosom — 1  would  not  clasp  au  luiwill- 
ing  hand  in  mine — No  !  not  to  inherit  the  crown 
of  Portugal ;  to  sit  in  the  palaces  of  her  kii^, 
snd  to  Bway  the  councils  of  her  nobles — You  are 
free,  Isabel ;  free,  as  though   I  had  never  prest 
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toy  lips  to  yours,  and  been  cheated  into  misery — 
1  can  even  wish  you  well — for  myself,  and  iny 
future  fortunes,  poueo  ae  me  da* — the  axe  is  wel- 
come to  the  withered  tree— all  things  are  now 
alike  to  me.  Yet  1  heseech  you,  Isabel,  by  the 
lore  which  you  once  bore  me,  look  well  to  your 
Atepe — I  fear  mc  that  you  are  on  the  britdc  of 
a  precipice — and  should  it  indeed  be  so :  re- 
member"— and  for  an  instant  his  voice  quivered 
"t-eraember  that  if  my  hand  can  yet  pluck  you 
thence,  it^  best  strength  shall  be  exerted 
your  cause,  and  that  it  shall  be  exerted 
donlcss." 

A  tear  fell  upon  the  cheek  of  the  girl 
despise  me,  Paulo :    you  think  rae  a  woi 
and  a  cold  coquette." 

"  Isabel,  forbear  :"  said  the  young  man  hi 
ly :  "you  have  tried  rae  deeply — let  ua  pai 
now — it  were  worse  than  idle  lo  dwell  longer  on 
such  a  theme  :  we  cannot  understand  each  other : 
your  visions  am  all  gay  and  golden  :  and  mtne 
would  but  sadden  them  —  farewell  then — and 
never  look  Iwck  with  sorrow 


uivered 
ck  you 
t«d..^H 


honr  when  yoa  cast  from  you  tlie  fondest  heart 
that  ever  beat  for  woman !" 

leabel  was  about  to  reply:  but  Bhe  was 
eloDe. 

"  Namoradofrio ! "  rose  to  the  lip9  of  Isabel 
as  she  made  the  discovery,  but  her  own  heat't 
cheeked  her  in  the  utterance ;  fiiil  well  she  knew 
that  Paulo  had  been  no  cold  lover — and  she  her- 
self, what  had  she  been  '.  tnhe,  most  false  !  Had 
Paulo  loved  her  less,  he  would  have  lingered  to 
expostulate,  to  upbraid,  to  reproach, — he  would 
have  sentimentalized,  and  asseverated,  and  sworn 
a  thousand  idle  vows — but  he  could  not — his 
heart  was  wrung — the  lightning  had  struck  the 
pine,  and  although  not  withered,  it  was  blighted 
st  ^e  core.  But  Isabel  dwelt  not  long  on  the 
conscience  -  offered  picture  of  her  own  unworthi- 
ness :  she  roee  froni  the  turf  bank  on  which  she 
had  l)eeti  seated,  and  with  a  look  of  re-awakene<l 
happiness,  passed  rapidly  under  the  shadow  of 
the  hill,  and,  skirting  the  vineyard  at  ita  base, 
hurriedly  commenceil  the  ascent  of  the  rock  on 
which  roee  the  ruins  of  the  Moorish  Castle. 
Many  years  have  now  elapsed  since  Isabel  braved, 
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ruins,  Im^^^| 


with  a  beating  heart,  the  labour  of  that  d 
ascent ;  the  Castle  was  even  then  in  ■ 
not  80  utterly  as  at  the  present  day.  There  » 
portions  of  the  building  weather-proof;  and 
stately  columns  reared  their  graceful  shaft?  hii;h 
into  the  air,  which  now  moulder  piece-meal  amid 
the  long  grass,  and  the  rock  weeds.  The  owl  anil 
the  bat  tenanted  the  narrow  turret-chambers,  and 
disputed  their  right  with  time,  foot  by  foot.  )i 
was  a  dreary  spot  to  visit  in  the  night  scasoii : 
and  tradition  had  peopled  il  with  beings  &r  more 
fearful  than  those  which  were  said  to  inhabit  the 
subterraneans  beneath ;  while  the  sod  mooD-lighl 
which  now  silvers  over  every  portion  of  ih« 
edifice,  and  smiles  in  saddened  l>cauty  on  the 
graves  in  the  chapel  aisles,  then  gleamed  only 
pai-tially  on  ivied  buttresses,  and  tottering  turrets ; 
and  was  cast  back  by  masses  of  shadow  which 
its  faint  beams  failed  to  penetrate;  aud  which 
appeared  doubly  dense  from  the  contrast.  But 
in  the  sun-set  it  was  a  gorgeous  object ; 
canopied  by  the  thousand  hues  of  heaven, 
gleaming  out  in  its  desolation  hke  a  muRuin 
of  the  might  of  old  ! 
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But  Isabel  thought  not  of  this,  as  her  light 
fcot  thredded  through  the  tangled  briers,  or  was 
imprisoned  for  an  instant  by  the  fairy  net- 
work of  the  bindweed,  which  threw  its  graceful 
wreaths  from  one  mass  of  masonry  to  another ; 
and  twining  its  clinging  steins  among  those  of 
tbe  dark  ivy,  threw  up  its  cup-like  aud  tr;ius- 
|nrent  blossoms  to  the  light,  as  if  to  luorik,  by 
its  fresh  and  fantastic  beauty,  the  ruin  amid 
which  it  bloomed.  Neither  did  she  stoop  to 
gather  the  rich  blue  violets  which  exhaled  be- 
neath her  tread  their  delicate  perfume — nor  paose 
to  watch  the  emerald-tinted  lagarto*  as  it  darted 
into  its  leafy  covert  at  the  sound  of  her  coming 
footstep.  Isabel  heeded  not  these  thUiga :  her 
thoughts  were  centred  on  one  object,  and,  save 
that  one,    the  world  was  to    her    a  wildernesa. 

"  Minka  alma !  "f  said  a  voice  close  beside  her, 
u  she  paused  on  reaching  the  ruined  bull :  "  my 
own  fair  Isabel !  my  fond  and  fearlc:^  beau^  !" 
And  a  man  in  the  dress  of  a  noble,  partly  shroud- 
ed by  the  common  capaX  of  the  country,  sprang 
firom  behind   a  projecting  point  of  the  ruin,  and 

*  Lizard.  t  ^^y  soul.  I  Clo.ik. 
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first  survey  of  the  stranger  wa»  bis  tenacious 
ever  in  deep  shade :  if  Isabel, 
in  the  energy  of  the  moment,  moved  into  the 
broad  beautiful  light  of  the  setting  sun,  he  mo- 
tioned her  back  impatiently  under  the  long  sha- 
dows of  tlie  building,  as  though  he  cared  not 
that  the  day-beam  should  rest  even  upoa  her 
to  whom  he  was  breathing  the  words  of  pas- 
rioD.  Far  and  fast  flew  the  dense  plumage  of 
his  jewelled  head-dress  in  the  breeze  of  even- 
ing :  and  it  was  as  black  as  the  wing  of  the 
night-raven.  He  wore  the  eipuras  *  and  iuvas  + 
of  a  knight,  the  first  were  golden,  and  the  second 
deeply  fringed  with  silver ;  and  it  seemed  scarcely 
itnuige  that  one  so  young,  so  vain,  and  so  un- 
reflecting as  Isabel  should  be  dazzled  by  such 
unwonted  magnificence. 

"  I  have  just  parted  from  Paulo,  poor  Paulo  !" 
■aid  tile  gii'l,  OS  he  released  her  from  his  em- 
brace :  and  the  dark  stranger  frowned  fearfully 
as  he  turned  away  his  eyes.  "  Parted  from  him 
in  anger — and  for  ever  " — 

"Ha!"  and  the  jewelled  lover  looked  up 
•  Spurs.  t  Gloves. 
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with  a  smile  more  terrible  than  the  frown  vbii 
had  preceded  h :  "Ha!  in  anger!  and  what 
said  miafia  querida*  Ual*!  which  could  anger  the 
low-horn  muleteer  ?  "  J 

"  What  thinks  Tossa  n/leza  -f  that  I  sakl^ 
asked  the  girl  in  rei»Iy.  "  I  told  him  that  I  wbs' 
weary  of  the  drudgery  of  the  riica  and  the  gaUin- 
heirii :  |  and  that  1  had  dreamt  that  I  was  fated 
to  be  the  bride  of  a  Fidalgo." 

"  And  you  did  well,  lintiiiisima,  § — you  did 
bravely — let  not  the  churl  touch  your  hand  again, 
I  beseech — nay,  I  command  you.  But  another 
day  can  I  linger  here,  Isabel ;  and  if  you  indeed 
loTB  me, — to-morrow  night,  when  the  tall  pines 
wave  darkly  to  the  sky  like  the  banners  of  a 
Bpirit-host,  we  will  away  together." 

"To-morrow  night!"  said  the  girl  timidly 
beneath  her  breath^  "  so  soon  ?" 

"  Is  it  too  aoon  to  he  happy,  Isabel  t  or  wonld 
you  yet  linger  awhile  near  the  churl  who  hta 
dared  to" — 

"  No !    no ! "  hurriedly  interposed  the   girl, 
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terrified  by  the  tone  aud  look  of  her  lordly  lover 
"  I  am  ready — quite  ready — have  I  not  told  you 
that  we  have  parted  for  ever?  And  shall  we  to 
Lisbon,  love  V 

"Aye  truly,  Isabel:"  replied  her  companion 
with  a  wild  laugh  which  rang  through  the  mm 
with  a  sound  that  startled  the  fair  girl  ;  "  but  we 
will  not  travel  thither-ward  by  the  caffada,  dear- 
est; we  will  take  the  forest-track,  and  you  shall 
•ee  your  Future  home,  and  be  welcomed  by  your 
future  vaB9als :  and  if,  *hen  you  have  dwelt 
there  for  a  time,  you  should  etill  sigh  for  the 
ciiy ;  why  then"  —  and  again  tlie  mocking  laitgh 
rang  out :  "  then  we  will  talk  of  it  again," 

The  heart  of  Isabel  beat  high,  and  her  pulses 
throbbed  almost  to  bursting :  visions  of  pomp,  and 
■plendour,  and  regality,  wild  and  wonderful, 
flirted  acroBS  her  brain ;  and  she  scarcely  ven- 
tured to  raise  her  eyes  to  those  of  the  prouJ  being 
through  whose  means  she  was  to  become  pos- 
sessed of  nil  these  glittering  follies. 

"  How  darkly  the  ehadows  fall ;"  she  said  at 
length, with  a  slight  shudder ;  "  and  my  path  bome- 
trard  is  a  dreary  one :  I  fear  me  1  must  begone," 
vot..  11.  D 


I 


^ 


"  Nafi  vh  tab  Aepresta*  my  love," — mnr- 
mnred  the  stmnger :  "  the  hours  are  long  and 
w«ary  when  you  are  not  near,  with  your  bright 
eye  nnd  your  gentle  voice." 

"  My  aunt  will  chide  me,"  smiled  Isabel. 
A  sneer  curled  for  a  second  the  proud  lip  of 
the  lover.     "  Neither  aunt  nor  suitor  shall  long 
^liadow  your  young  spirit,   minha  Isabel;    after 

( rn  II  orro  w " 

"  I  shall  be  yours,  only  yours,"  whispered  the 
girl,  as  she  hid  her  glowing  cheek  opoo  his 
slmulder ;  "  till  then,  o  ceo  vos  guarde !"  + 

The  dark  stranger  sprang  l«ick  a  few  pace* 
wiih  !i  convulsive  start,  as  though  the  prayer  was 
les9  welcome  than  it  should  have  been ;  but  he 
rallied  in  a  moment.  "  Farewell,  then.  Love,  since  it 
must  be  so ; — remember,  breathe  not  my  name— 
Jiiiit  not  at  my  existence — whisper  not  of  me  even 
in  vour  solitude — think  of  me — dream  of  me — but 
let  my  name  be  as  a  forbidden  word,  which  may 
not  pass  your  lipe." 

And  80  they  parted  —  the  stranger  into 
the  deepest  recesses  of  the  ruin,  and  Isabel 
Vi  the  rocky  and  broken  path  which  led 
*  ]Jo  not  go  80  soon.         f  Heaveo  preserve  you. 
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downwards  to  the  city.  Once,  as  sbe  hurried  on, 
she  fancii^  that  ehe  beard  a  niBtling  among  the 
boughs  of  tiie  alders  and  ground  willows,  a» 
though  some  one  had  forced  a  passage  among 
their  branches;  but  whea  she  paused  to  listen, 
•11  was  still;  and  &he  resumed  her  way  with  a 
heightened  colour  and  a  beating  heart. 

She  was  not  chidden  as  she  had  anticipated, 
for  Leonora  loved  the  lair  girt  whom  she  had 
|)rotected  during  her  orphanage,  and  whom  she 
had  long  learut  to  look  upon  as  a  daughter ;  nor 
did  she  underrate  the  good  qualities  and  fine  per- 
son of  the  young  muleteer;  and  never  doubting 
that  Isabel  had  but  just  parted  from  her  lover, 
•lie  received  her  with  a  smile  and  a  jest;  and 
tuslejird  to  spread  the  humble  supper  of  water, 
melons,  lettuce,  and  Indian-corn  bread,  which 
•be  had  delayed  until  the  return  of  her  truant 
niece. 

Bright  and  sunny  was  the  morning  sky  when 
Isabel  qimng  from  her  humble  couch  on  the 
morrow ;  and  her  first  look  was  directed  to  the 
Toin  oa  the  rock.  A  heavy,  dense,  black  cloud 
^bovered  above  it  like  a  pall — the  only  shadow 
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on  ihe  horizon !  Heavily  it  hun^,  and  BeeraeJ 
almoet  to  enfold  the  turret-heights.  Isabel  in- 
voluntarily fihudilered ;  but  it  wae  not  fear  for 
herself  which  agitated  her  as  she  gazed  on  it. 
"  He  is  there !''  she  murmured  beneath  her  breath, 
"  the  storm-cloud  is  heavy  above  the  ruin — ils 
shock  may  hurt  down  the  toppling  fragments 
upon  his  head  !  It  will  burst — it  will  deluge  the 
i-ock !" 

Even  as  she  spoke,  the  forked  lightning  ran 
quivering  from  point  to  point  of  the  dark  pil^, 
and  n  sheeted  flash  shimmered  over  the  whole 
edifice  for  a  moment:  yet  it  looked  not  like  a 
iionn  of  earth ;  the  wind,  indeed,  swept  heavily 
through  the  valley  as  if  freighted  with  unwonted 
vapours,  but  no  rain  fell ;  and  one  single  peal  of 
thunder,  like  the  discharge  of  hostile  artillery, 
reverberated  through  the  air.  All  was  over!  It 
seeme<l  but  the  mere  memory  of  a  vision !  The 
sky  was  blue  and  beautiful,  and  the  leaves  of  the 
tnll  trees  which  fringed  the  river  banks  gl« 
like  emeralds  in  the  early  sunshine. 

Isabel  drew  a  long  and  painful  breath ; 


she  could  not  dispel    the   weight  at  her  hei 
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and  even  the  little  espcllio,*  ienphe  the  lovely 
bee  which  it  reflected,  failed  to  elicit  the  accus- 
tomed smile. 

Heavily  ■wore  the  day.  The  good  lia  chid  Iier 
niece  for  her  unwonted  eullennees  :  the  niece  uu 
ber  side  shunned  the  aunt  that  she  might  escape 
ber  reproaches — and  moreover  there  was  an  nc- 
cuftingvoice  in  the  spirit-depths  of  the  girl  whii-h 
would  not  he  silenced.  fShe  had  deceived  ihp 
aged  relative  who  had  been  to  her  as  a  motlier, 
with  evasions,  and  concealments,  and  even  false- 
hood— she  had  betrayed  the  faithful  lover  who 
bad  trusted  to  her — she  had  raised  a  barrier  be- 
tween herself  and  those  of  her  own  station  which 
could  never  again  Iw  overthrown — And  for  what, 
and  whom,  had  she  done  this?  the  bribe  was 
vanity — hut  the  tempter — who  was  he  ?  To  this 
question  even  Isabel  —  the  infatuated,  the  en- 
thralled Isabel  could  not  reply!  "Call  me  Ma- 
nuel Jose" — had  he  said,  in  answer  to  her  eager 
questioning,  and  in  the  blindness  of  her  pawion 
she  had  obeyed  without  further  comment. 

Almost  unconsciouBly,  as  the  hours  sped  on, 

•  Loolting-glas'. 
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b*M  fawl  listened  (or  the  tread  of  Paulo  :  "  Will 
Iw  indeed  resign  nw  without  a  etnig^le  1 "  she 
bftd  asked  bersdf.  Yes.  even  ns  she  had  csst  aside 
all  care  for  the  lorer  of  her  Tooth,  so  seemed  he 
lo  have  6uD;e:  from  bun  all  memory  of  her. 

The  twilight  came :  and  Isabel  clung  caress 
inglj  to  the  graT-haired  wuman  who  had  protected 
her  infancy.  "  ittnha  tia,"  she  said  "  leave  the 
care  of  the  repast  to  me  —  o  relogio  dd  koras  *  — 
you  have  laboured  much  to-day,  and  must  need 
rest — ^'oua  Stiihora  yield  it  lo  you  midifitiirl>ed.'" 

"  FHha  do  meu  carafa6:-Y  replied  Leoiiora,  as 
ehe  pressed  back  tlie  dark  hair  of  Isabel  caress- 
ingly from  her  brow :  "be  it  even  as  you  will : 
and  when  our  sapper  is  ended,  you  will  sway,  if 
I  mistake  you  not,  to  one  who  is  auxiously  waJ 
ing  your   approach."  — 

"  I  shall,  tia,   I  shall,"  faultered  out  IsabeT.' 

"  But  why  comes  be  not  to  seek  you?"  urged 
the  garrulous  old  woman :  "  it  is  scaree  maidenly 
to  be  thus  at  his  beck,  Isabel;  this  must  be 
more  wisely  ordered  hereafter — the  lad  is  a  good 
lad,  but  somewhat  overly  vain  of  bis  bright  eyM 


*  Theclock  slnkes. 


t  Child  of  my  iitmn. 
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Poor  Paulo!"   involuntary  sighed  out  Uu- 


bel. 

"Nay,  nay,  I  meant  not  to  epeak  unkindly 
of  him,  sobrinha*  take  it  not  to  heart— ^MCWi  tjuer 
caval/u  tern  tacha,  sern  elle  le  acha  f — Rnd  truly 
if  Paulo  have  no  fault  but  that,  it  is  one  that 
time  trill  soon  mend." 

"And  may  I  away  now,  aunt!"  asked  isahel,. 
te  she  threw  her  maalUha  gracefully  over  her 
bead,  and  adjusted  her  tightly-laced  JMtilha.% — 
And  when  the  assent  was  given,  she  paused,  nod 
bending  down,  ahe  presaed  her  warm  lips  to  the 
withered  cheek  of  Leonora,  and  murmured  out 
ber  adeos  ere  she  left  the  cottage. 

Wight,  dark,  cheerless  night  rested  upon  the 
ruin  ae  she  ascended  the  rock,  although  the  fair, 
sweet  beams  of  the  summer- moon  flooded  the 
landacspe  beneath  it,  aave  where  the  dense  pine 
woods  Sung  back  the  light,  and  rose  tall  and 
frowning  to  the  clear  aky.  The  trysting  -  tree 
where  she  had  so  often  met  her  peasant-lover, 
Mood  out  pal;>ahly  in  the  silver  moon-beams,  and 
could  almost  distinguish  the  rich  blosBoms 
t  Tis  a  good  horse  that  never  itumbles.     J  Boddicc. 
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vliicb  dnstered  among  its  leaves — the  tryst  wbieh 
she  WM  now  aboat  to  keep  was  less  define*! — 
less  holy  in  its  aspect — her  eye  was  upon  dark- 
nes$^ — her  foot  was  upon  graves ! 

But  the  tryet  wa«  kept — the  maiden  who 
had  vowed  away  her  heart,  and  ttie  lover  who 
had  received  the  pledge,  once  more  stood  hand  to 
band  in  that  fearful  spot — once  more  breathed  the 
words  of  passion  —  once  more  filled  the  air  of 
night  with  vows  of  truth  and  constancy.  Alas! 
for  leabel — she  mourned  not  ibe  misery  which 
she  had  meted  out  so  recklessly  to  her  first  lover 
— she  thought  only  of  the  proud  idol  of  her  pre- 
sent worship — she  wept  not  her  desertion  of  the 
aged  and  heart-wrung  relative  who  would  watch 
in  vain  for  her  reluming  footstep  —  she  clung  in 
the  new,  the  untried  friend,  who  to  her  hod  so 
suddenly  become  both  light  and  life. 

And  what  was  he,  this  man  of  mystery  and 
darkness  1 

"  We  must  away,  minha  querida  Isabel ;"  he 
said  at  length  "  for  your  sweet  sake  1  have  lin- 
gered too  long  in  this  inhospitable  ruin ;  t  pine 
for  the  Ibreet-peths,  and  the  waving  woods — 1 
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would  carry  my  bride  to  her  proud  home,  and 
■hew  her  the  dwelling  of  her  choseu  loi-d — how 
iBj  you,  gentle  one,  shall  we  go  forth  ! " 

"  Seja  muito  embora,*  if  such  be  your  plea- 
■are :"  faultered  out  the  girl,  as  she  clung  trem- 
bling to  his  arm  "  and  yet,  nossa  Senhara  bem- 
aoenturadaf  shield  me  J  the  darkness  grows  more 
fearful  every  moment." 

Again  did  the  lover  spring  loathingly  and 
ftarfully  aside,  as  though  he  loved  not  the  reatly 
prayer  which  rose  to  the  lipa  of  his  mistress. 

"  And  what  fear  i/vu  from  the  darkness, 
Isabel  ? "  he  asked,  as  he  drew  once  more  to  her 
aide :  "  love  you  not  the  long  shadows  which  mock 
the  prying  moon,  and  defy  her  power  ?  There  is 
■omething  mighty  in  the  mystery  of  night,  when 
wild  voices  are  abroad  in  the  woods,  and  this 
world  sleeps  pillowed  on  the  darkness  of  that 
which  IB  to  come — when  those  high  spirits,  whidi 
•com  to  mingle  with  the  herd  of  puny  mortals, 
who  coil  and  cavil  for  straws  in  the  garish  sun- 
•biiie,  go  forth  in  their  majesty  to  assert  their 
mystical    and   mighty  power  over  the  obedient 
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elements — Bat  you   tremble,  minha  aima :  wh»t 
fears  lay  Isabel  \" 

"  I  know  not — I  know  not" — murmured  the 
girl "  it  cannot  be  that  I  fear  tfou,  and  yet  whi 
wild  words  are  those  I " 

"  Words  which  your  wily  priesthood  utter 
not,  young  beanty,  lest  tliey  should  make  their 
dupes  as  far-seeing  as  themeelrea  :  words  which 
many  of  them  cannot  utter,  because  the  besotted 
drones  dream  not  of  the  mysterious  influences 
by  which  they  are  surrounded." — 

"  Strangel"  thought  Isabel  as  she  sauk  shud- 
dering on  her  knees  "what  unearthly  feeling 
possesses  me  !  Am  I  awake  I  Uow  dearly  I  love<l 
Paulo — and  for  whom,  or  how  did  I  abandon  him  ? 
Grew  my  love  colder  by  degrees?  N» — no — it 
was  swept  away  at  once— extinguished  in  a  mo- 
meat — and  uow  for  the  first  time,  I  seem  to  fee! 
the  enormity  of  my  falsehood — the  earth  totter? 
beneath  me — the  tall  turrets  nod  their  heads  as 
though  they  mocked  me  in  the  darkness — the 
distant  pine  wood  sends  a  voice  of  triimiph 
on  the  winds,  like  the  gibbering  of  t 
fiends — What  am  I  about  lo  do?  " 
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"  Fly  with  me,  minha  vida  : "  murmured  a  low 
voice  beside  her,  as  if  it  replied  to  the  question  : 
fly  with  me  ere  officious  relatives  dog  our  path — 
«!ome,  my  Isabel ;  lean  on  me,  love— let  as  but 
reach  the  wood,  and  then  shall  my  young  bride 
se«  and  know  to  whom  she  haa  plighted  her 
Biaiden  faith." 

"  I  cannot- — I  dare  not  " — ^whispered  the  girl 
ibrilly. — "  I  know  not  what  warning  presses  upon 
any  Bfnrit  but — I  am  warned — Santa  Virgem,  ora 
pro  me!" 

"Idiot!  do\t'.  woman!"  yelled  out  her  com- 
panion, "is  it  for  this  that  I  have  wasted  my 
precious  moments  in  dalliance  with  a  base-born 
peasant?  Is  it  for  this  that  1  have  lingered  among 
flie  haunts  of  men,  and  imbibed  the  tainted  air 
which  they  have  breathed  1 — But  you  repent  too 
late — ^yoa  are  mine — mine,  body  and  soul — mine 
fcr«»erl" 

"  Fiend !  demon !  monater  I "  shouted  a  voice 
in  reply:  "  Our  Lady  is  her  shield — she  goes  not 
willingly — the  forest  -  branches  screen  you  not 
from  the  wide  eky — your  power  is  quenched — 
■nband  her  I  say — embmleiro*  diabo !  "^■ 


*  Impoator. 


t  Devil 


Ae  girl  WM  ) 

If  ike  stim^  anas  of  her  UhJ 

'^SmfOBij,"  Ik  ikrieked  idIo  W 

fcaliil.  tliK  TOO  will  Dot  alADdoa 

pomnt- churl — eay  only 

Id  be  in;  bride,  umI  yon  an 

I  wlum  f  OQ   bare  loral 

out  the  girl  "  the  veil  has 
eyca — Out  Lwiy  and  the  Ues^ 
na  &BID  this  thrall !  Paulo,  ileir 


■or,* — you  are  saved' 

■1  with  a  wild  yell, 

his  hold,  and  Isabel 

groond  :  "  Sow    be  i> 


I  «Uc  be  spoke  the  form  of  the  unearth- 

Am  lbiini|,h  the  darkness,  as  he  sprang 

It  of  the  ruin  :  but  the  rifle 

muleteer   reached    him   ere  be 

flsce  of  refuge — the  sound   rang  out 

the  mgbt  air^— a  ehriU  shriek  succeed- 

a  dark  maes  fell  heavily  to  the  earth. 
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Pralo  rushed  forward,  but  a  warning  sound  as  of 
falling  masonry  arrested  his  eager  steps :  instinct 
tiTely  he  canght  up  the  fainting  Isabel  in  his 
arms,  and  bore  her  apart.  The  tall  tower  beneath 
which  lay  stretched  the  inanimate  body  of  the  dead 
demon,  tottered  and  swayed  for  an  instant,  and 
then  fell  earth-ward  in  a  thousand  fragments,  with 
a  crash  which  startled  the  sleeping  city  from  its 
repose,  burying  beneath  its  mighty  ruins  the  livid 
and  loathsome  corse  of  tub  Forbst  Fievd. 
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During  our  stay  at  Leiria,  we  made  a  party, 
of  which  I  was  the  only  lady,  to  visit  the  cele«* 
brated  monastery  of  Aloobaga.  I  went  furnished 
with  a  letter  from  a  Canon  of  the  Cathedral  of 
that  city,  to  the  rector  at  the  town  of  Alcoba^a, 
containing  a  request  that  I  might  be  accommo- 
dated in  his  house ;  as  he  told  me  that  he  knew 
the  Prior  of  the  monastery  could  not  allow  me 
to  sleep  under  the  roof  of  the  holy  St.  Ber- 
nard, eyen  if  I  were  fortunate  enough  to  be  ad- 
mitted en  grand  jour.      We  accomplished    our 


1.  -tir-t:-»    aEw«[  ■'iia  fariic  bimI 

nrr  -nmif  miR.  ies   I  Fhooltl  be 
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liofipilality  and  kindness.  The  gentlemen  shortly 
afterwards  relumed  to  tell  me  that  the  Prior  was 
inexorable,  and  that  1  must  coneeqnently  remain 
comforiahly  where  I  was,  until  they  could  pre- 
vail on  him  to  relent.  This  was  a  dreadful 
damp  after  my  long  ride  and  my  anxiety,  and 
I  could  only  comfort  myself  with  the  hope  that 
the  morrow  might  produce  better  intelligence. 
At  nine  o'clock,  the  remainder  of  the  party  hav- 
ing left  me  to  sup  with  the  monks,  I  was  re- 
joiced to  hear  that  the  good  Priest,  who  liad 
•cmpulously  borne  me  company,  lest  1  should 
be  ennuj/ee  by  my  own  thoughts,  was  obliged  to 
go  and  read  prayers  to  his  household;  he  left 
me,  therefore,  with  a  couple  of  wax  lights,  a 
plate  of  tine  grapes,  and  a  Portuguese  news- 
paper, to  await  the  return  of  my  father :  who, 
•t  my  request,  also  slept  at  the  house  of  the 
Rector.  Being  very  much  fatigued,  and  de- 
pressed by  disappointment,  and  a  long  t^te-a- 
t£te  with  a  stranger,  I  threw  myself  on  the  bed 
which   had   been    prepared    for   me. 

1  could  be  more  delightful  to  the 
were  as  white   aa   snow,  the   bolster  ' 


Nothing 
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tied  with  ribbon,  tlie  pillow  frilled  with  fine 
riiUfiUii,  and  the  bed  covered  witb  a  counterpane 
of  crimmn  satin.  The  bedstead  was  of  richly 
f-arved  mahogany,  and  Stood  Id  a  recess  of  the 
room  in  which  I  had  dined.  A  mattress  wa^ 
thrown  on  the  floor  of  a  closet  beyond,  for  my 
father.  I  laid  down  just  as  I  was,  in  my  ridin|i 
liabit,  and  a  little  mob  cap  which  I  wore  under 
my  siimbrero ;  but  just  as  1  was  dropping  off  to 
sWp,  I  heard  the  deep-toned  bell  of  the  mouas- 
lery  chime  the  hour ;  and  I  rose,  arid  Diwiiing 
the  irlaas  doors,  walked  out  upon  the  balcony. 
It  was  a  lovely  night:  there  was  no  moon,  but 
(he  stars  were  as  brtglit  as  silver,  and  the  whule 
aky  of  a  deep  clear  blue.  1  stood  for  soni«  lime 
breathing  the  sofl  air,  which  was  deliciou»ly 
cool  and  refreshing ;  and  then,  closing  the  doors, 
1  once  more  threw  myself  on  the  bed.  1  soon 
ilept,  for  I  was  worn  out  with  fatigue;  but  I 
did  not  sleep  long — 1  awoke  with  a  horrible 
crawling  sensation  about  my  face  and  neck. — 1 
guesaed  ihc  cause  in  an  instant ;  and,  springing 
to  llie  floor,  I  seized  one  of  the  candles- 
fears  hud    been    oidy   too  well    foundwl^I 
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routed  a  whole  colony ! — I  never  beheld  Buch  a 
Bight  —  I  hope  never  to  contemplate  such 
ther.  Tire^  as  I  was,  1  looked  upon  the  ribbons, 
the  satin,  and  the  frilliugB  in  despair — ^What 
would  I  not  have  given  at  that  moment  for  a 
dean,  coarse,  cottage  -  bed  in  dear  England ! 
Mj  father  came  at  length,  and  I  took  possession 
of  bis  luattresB,  thoroughly  sick  of  all  "  creeping 

On  the  following  morning  all  the  gentlemen 
breakfasted  at  the  Monastery  :  and  shortly  after- 
wards they  returned  to  tell  me  that  althouijh  the 
Prior  could  not  give  me  permission  to  see  any 
tfiing  beyond  the  chapel,  he,  nevertheless, 
(hoi^ht  it  extremely  possible  that  he  should 
Bot  be  able  to  take  cognizance  of  all  my  move- 
nents,  burthened  as  he  was  with  such  multi- 
tudinous and  multifarious  oecupations.  This  wag 
sufficient ;  and  indeed  far  more  than  1  had  lat- 
terly ventured  to  expect;  and  I  was  joyfully 
'preparing  to  sally  forth  upon  my  expedition, 
when  the  Rector,  who  was  a  cheerful,  hearty 
old  man,  and  withal  somewhat  of  a  wag,  dtisired 
me  to  enquire  of  some  of  the  community,  whe- 
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tied  with  ribbon,  Uie  pillow  frilled  ' 
nutslin,  and  the  bed  covered  with  i 
of  crimson  edtin.  The  bedstead  was 
carved  mahogany,  and  stood  io  a  recess  of  the 
room  in  whicli  I  had  dined.  A  mattress  «•> 
thrown  on  the  floor  of  a  closet  beyoiid,  for  m\ 
&tlier.  I  laid  down  just  as  1  wus,  in  aiy  riiliiii; 
habit,  and  a  bitle  mob  cap  which  I  wore  uuiler 
my  mmbrero ;  but  just  as  I  was  dropping  otf  ta 
sleep,  I  heard  the  deep-toned  bell  of  the  mourns 
tery  chime  the  bnur  ;  and  1  rosf ,  arid  njfeiiing 
the  trlnss  doors,  walked  oul  upon  the  balcunj. 
It  was  a  lovely  night:  there  was  no  iU4iDn.  hot 
the  stars  were  as  bright  as  silver,  and  the  whole 
sky  of  a  deep  clear  blue.  I  Btood  for  some  linie 
breathing  the  soft  air,  which  was  deliciouily 
cool  and  refreshing  ;  and  tlicn,  closing  the  door*, 
1  once  more  threw  myself  on  the  lied.  I  "(mio 
slept,  for  I  was  worn  out  with  fatigitr;  Inii  1 
did  not  sleep  long— 1  awoke  with  *  horriMe 
crawling  sensation  about  my  faoe  iomI  oe^— J 
guessed  the  cause  in  b 
to  tlie  floor,  1  I 
fears  had 
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routed  &  whole  colony ! — I  never  beheld  such  a 
sight  —  I  hope  never  to  contemplate  auch  ano- 
ther. Tirejl  as  1  was,  I  looked  upon  the  ribbons, 
the  satin,  and  the  frillinga  in  despair — What 
would  I  not  have  given  at  that  moment  for  a 
clean,  coarse,  cotti^-bed  in  dear  England! 
My  father  came  at  length,  and  I  took  puasesaion 
of  his  inaitrese,  thoroughly  sick  of  all  "  creeping 
things." 

On  the  following  moniii^  all  the  gentlemen 
breakfasted  at  the  Monastery :  and  shortly  after- 
wards they  returned  to  tell  noe  that  althout;h  the 
Prior  could  not  give  me  penniwcn  to  sen  any 
tiling  beyond  the  cbapd,  he,  nevertheless, 
thought  it  extremely  poeeiUe  that  he  should 
not  be  able  to  take  cognizanee  of  all  my  movfr- 
menls,  burlbened  as  be  wma  with  such  roalli- 
tudinous  and  niul  tifarioos  wraftJMM.  This  wai 
sufficient ;  and  indeed  &r  iMfe  than  I  had  Ut- 
terly ventured  to  expect;  ami  I  w&§  joyfiilly 
forth 
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ther  it  were  possible  for  me  to  be  admitted  into 
the  Bemnrdine  Convent,  which  was  alwut  half 
a  mile  from  Alcoba^a.  I  thanked  him  warmly 
for  the  hint,  of  which  1  was  in  no  danger  of 
neglecting  to  avail  myself.  When  1  told  tlie 
good  priest  how  greatly  obliged  !  felt  by  the 
courtesy  of  the  Prior,  he  laughed  heartily  as  he 
aaid, "  Mhihu  Seiihora,  I  shall  reply  only  by  one  of 
our  country  proverbs :  com  arle,  e  com  eugam  u 
vive  mcio  anno ;  com  engaiio,  e  com  arte  se  vine 
a  outra  parte. *" 

The  exterior  of  the  magnificent  monastery  of 
Alcoba^a  is  extremely  imposing ;  the  chapel 
doors  are  of  carve  1  mahogany,  elaborately  atu-i- 
ded  with  brass ;  above  these  doors  is  a  circidar 
window  of  immense  size,  the  glass  so  arranged 
as  to  form  a  star  surroundeil  by  a  halo.  The 
two  finely-proportioned  towers,  which  flank  the 
exterior  front  of  the  chapel,  are  highly  deco- 
rated, and  terminate  in  a  fine  dome,  on  the 
summit  of  which  rests  a  globe,  from  ivUich  again 
issues  a  sword-shaped  pinnacle,  the  whole  formed 

■  Wliicli  may  be  aborily  rendered,All  a  man's  life  u 
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from  one  block  of  stooe.  The  exceasJve  weight 
of  UiiB  huge  mass  has,  however,  caused  the 
paitial  demolition  of  one  of  the  towers,  ita  Btu- 
pendous  buithen  having  fallen  some  years  back, 
with  a  crneh,  which,  until  the  cause  was  dlsco- 
Tered,  created  great  consternation  in  the  town. 

At  eitJjer  extremity  of  the  chapel,  Xhe  facade 
of  the  monastery  extends  to  a  considerable  dis- 

r  tance,  and  the  eBect  is  strikingly  fine ;  it  imme- 

^  diately  suggested  to  me  the  idea  of  some  stu- 
pendous bird  stretching  forth  its  wings.  The 
building  terminates  at  each  end  in  a  lofty  arched 
eolunnade ;  if,  indeed,  !  except  the  entrance  to 
the  stable  yard  on  the  lefi  hand,  which  clings 
to  the  edifice  like  an  excrescence,  and  is  merely 
a  plain  arch  of  bright  red  bricks,  glaring  out  in 
most  disagreeable  contrast  from  the  sober,  time- 
touched  Btone-work   of  the   main   edifice.      The 

'  gateway  of  the  Monastery,  which  opens  into  this 
jard,  is  very  lofty:   and  the  entire  sitle  of  the 

\  building  leans  inwards  to  the  height  of  about 
tiiirty  feet  in  a  very  singular  manner. 

The  front  of  this  noble  pile  is  indebted  for 

'  much  of  its   beauty  to   the  fine   flight  of  stone 
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Steps  by  which  it  ie  approached,  and  which  ex- 
tends along  the  whole  front  of  the  main  building 
like  a  terrace;  bein^  guarded  on  the  outer  ed^ 
hy  a  low  wall,  ornamented  at  regular  didtanci:.* 
with  pedestals  hearing  pyramids  of  unpolished 
hiack  marble. 

Tlie  first  roup  d'ail  of  the  interior  of  the 
cliapel  is  beyond  description  impresBive.  Before 
you,  at  a  great  distance,  stands  the  High  Altar, 
literally  blazing  with  gold  and  silver ;  aljove  you 
h  a  finely-groined  roof,  supported  hy  colnmni 
united  the  one  with  the  other  by  a  stone  screen, 
elaborately  sculptured ;  and  directly  arroas  tie 
body  of  the  church  stretches  a  superb  railing 
of  mahogany  studded  with  brass,  which  prevents 
tlie  intrusion  of  the  congregation  beyond  a  cei^ 
tain  distance  down  the  aisle,  except  upon  high 
festivals,  when  it  is  thrown  back,  and  free  in- 
gress yielded  lo  all:  but  these  occasions  are 
mre. 

On  the  inner  side  of  this  railing  stand  four 
altars,  each  in  its  own  small  chapel ;  to  the  right 
Saint  Bernard,  and  Saint  Francis;  and  to  the 
left  Saint  Joseph,  and  ^ossa  Senhora  da  3/»«rt- 
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cordia.  Adv&ncing  behind  the  Bcreen  on  the 
right  hand,  you  srrive  in  a  fine  and  extensive 
square,  having  in  front  of  you  a  distant  view  of 
some  of  the  private  chapels  immediately  behind 
the  High  Altar ;  and  more  directly  at  hand,  three 
fine  &rche»  richly  gilt :  under  the  first,  stands  an 
sitar  dedicated  to  Saint  Joseph  of  Sienna ;  under 
the  second,  a  superb  figure  of  Our  Saviour,  pre- 
senting the  keys  of  Heaven  to  St,  Peter;  and 
within  the  third,  one  of  the  greatest  curiosities  of 
Ae  monastery — a  representation  of  tlie  death  of 
St.  Bernard,  in  which  all  the  finely-grouped 
figures  are  the  size  of  life.  In  the  centre,  on  a 
low  couch,  lies  the  dying  saint,  with  ihe  crucifix 
pressed  to  his  lips,  his  countenance  expressive  of 
all  the  holy  hope  and  exalted  resignation  which 
can  attend  the  close  of  a  well-spent  life.  Around 
him  are  grouped  nine  kneeling  fipirea  in  the 
habit  of  the  order  :  at  the  head  of  the  bed  is  one, 
bending  forward  to  catch,  us  it  were,  the  last 
t>reath  of  the  expiring  saint — the  eyes  dilated  and 
'tearless — the  lips  forcibly  compressed — and  the 
muscles  of  the  throat  painfiilly  prominent.  Be- 
side him  is  a  kneeling  monk,  with  bis  head  buried 
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in  hi»  hauls;  beyoni  this,  a  third,  with  his  foc^ 
partially  oonMttled  hj  his  robe ;  and  a  fourth, 
with  one  of  the  finest  oountenances  I  ever  beheld — 
a  roio^liDg  of  horror,  and  curiosity,  and  espceta- 
tion — the  tears  standing  in  the  eager  eye?,  frozen, 
as  it  seemed,  ere  they  could  bit — the  hands  clasp- 
ed upon  the  knee  with  conTobire  tension — you 
■n^fat  picture  to  yourself  the  very  beatings  of 
his  heart !  1  cannot  refirsin  from  describing  « 
fifth  of  these  extraordinary  and  beautiful  fi^ivs, 
it  is  tlial  of  a  mOnk  who  kneels  a1  the  foot  of  the 
couch;  there  b  a  quiet,  holy  re^^ation  in  the 
expression  of  the  face  and  of  the  attitude  ;  a  ])iou$ 
off-casting  of  worldly  ties  and  a&ectiona  in  the 
subdued  look  of  the  fine  eyes,  which  speak  in- 
stantly to  the  heart ;  he  holds  a  book,  from  which 
be  appears  to  have  been  reading  the  prayers  for 
the  dying,  and  to  have  ceased  onlv  from  a  cod- 
Tiction  tliat  the  "  sealed  ear"  refused  all  furiJter 
sound;  the  tears  rest  upon  the  cheek,  as  though 
he  feared  to  weep — it  is  as  fine  a  representation 
of  human  resignation  as  I  ever  looked  upon  '. 
This  wonderful  groupe  is  executed  entirely  in  day, 
and  the  efiect  must  be  witnessed  to  be  believed. 


mad. 


Making  the  tour  of  the  squure,  you  next  ar- 
at  the  altar  of  the  Kesuvrection.  The  altar- 
piece  is  a  figure  of  Our  I.orJ,  the  size  of  life, 
ascending  from  the  tomb;  bearing  in  his  hands 
aad  feet  the  mark  of  the  nails,  and  in  his  side 
t  of  the  spear.  The  screen  of  the  altar-table 
Ithdrawn;  and  within  was  a  small  bed, 
the  sheet  embroidered,  and  the  pillow  tied  with  a 
pale  lilac  ribbon.  On  tliia  bed,  we  were  told  that 
aa  effigy  of  the  Saviour  was  laid  out  during  the 
Pasaion  week;  while  &  thick  curtain  was  drawn 
over  the  representation  of  the  resurrection.  At  a 
certain  period  of  the  ceremony,  the  front  of  the 
altar-table  suddenly  closed,  and  the  ascending 
fi^re  was  developed  in  a  blaze  of  light .'  I  can 
readily  conceive  that  the  ell'ect  must  have  been 
perfectly  electrifying. 

Passing  the  altar  of  the  Resurrection,  you  ar- 
rive at  the  Chapel  of  Tombs,  which  you  enter 
through  a  wrought-iron  gate.  In  the  centre  of 
tilis  incloeure  stand  the  sarcophagii  of  Pedro  I., 
and  the  fair,  and  fond,  and  unfortunate,  l^ea 
de  Castro !  Both  these  tombs  were  considerably 
defaced  by  tlie  French ;  particularly  that  of  the 
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Wtfa       codi.  wben  the  di 

*7ff  f^rea  of  the  appn»ch  of  the  Britiah  amj, 
■'^  Jnz  di  Ftrry  ot  \Wt)imq%  cut  seTer«l  treMcs 

r-^'Ci  hfT  ife»i,  and  i*Ei  tbeni  as  reliques  to  some 
:r>fz«ir  zi  li^^n.  The  chapel  was  contpleielf 
£..cii  with  lomh>;  but  lho$«  of  I^es  and  ber 
:  -,jSi:xi  ahft>rt*T.l  all  mv  inieivst. 

.\*  we  quinai  tbe  Chapel  of  Tombs,  the  Prior 
faTerwi  the  church,  and,  much  to  my  surprise 
aad  £T«ii^carit>D.  be  included  me  in  the  courteous 
welcome  which  he  addre^i^  to  the  |iartf  ;  and 
acctMnpaiiied  u?  over  the  remainder  of  tbe  chapel. 
From  this  point  »e  fell  hack  up  the  cen- 
tre  aisle,  to   take    a    xiew  of  the   High  Altar, 


f  and    I   never  in   my   life  saw    anything   which 
I  made  a  greater  impression  on  me ;    to  the  left 
i  the  throne    of  the    General    of    the    Order, 
under  a  canopy  of  white  silk  damask,   fringed 
with  ^Id.     On  the  altar  stand  six  massive  can- 
dlesticks of  silver,  four  feet  in  height,  three  on 
either  side  of  the  ci-ucifix,  which  is  of  the  same 
costly  material,  and  rests  on  an  immeose  base, 
richly  chased  and  ornamented.     On  this  stand, 
every  article  used  at  the  crucifixion  is  reprpsented ; 
And  at  the  foot  of  the  cross  ai-e  grouped  tlie  guards 
drum,   the  pincers,  the  ladder,  and  the  spongu  - 
fiutened  to  a  reed.     Tlie  back  of  the  ^llar  is  a 
[  kair  circle,  in  the  centre  of  which,  immediately 
ire  the  crucifix,  is  a  globe,  large  enough  to 
I  eontain  a  raan ;   this  globe   is  surrounded  by  a 
I  k&lo,   and  surmounted  by  a  cross ;  the  whole  of 
I  nlver.     The  capacious  globe  is  for  the  purpose 
I  of  containing  the  Host ;  and,  on  solemn  occasions, 
I  concealed  spring  is  touched,  when   it   tlowly 
I  opens,  and  the  Host  is  discovered. 

Above  this  cosily  ornament  is  a  representation 
L  of  the  Virgin   surrounded    hy   Angels,    looking 
ra  on  the   holy  mysteries  of  the  mass :  the 
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■whole  gronpe  are  floating  on  clouds  of  burnished 
siiver;  and  over  these  Bgures  are  six  window-s 
under  gill  arches,  bung  with  rose-coloured  eilk 
curtains ;  the  effect  of  the  softened  light  falling 
through  these  draperies  upon  the  altar  will  be 
reiidily  understood  by  those  who  visited  the 
iialoon  at  Fonthill  Abbey.  The  whole  of  llii? 
H)ilendtd  portion  of  the  chapel  is  at  times  con- 
cealed behind  a  vast  curtain  of  rose-colourMJ 
Mlh,  which  falls  from  the  lofty  arch  ;  and  imnie. 
diutply  in  frout  of  this  drapery  are  the  royal 
unim  of  Portugal  riclily  eutblazuued  ill  eold  upon 
ihf  finely-fretted  roof. 

Un  the  right,  as  you  return  up  the  middle 
aisle,  stands  the  new  oi^an,  a  most  elaborate 
Rpecimen  of  carding  Ju  cedar  wood ;  and  immedi- 
iitely  opposite  to  it  another  was  then  in  progress ; 
it  is  greatly  to  be  lamented  that  tliese  uoUr 
instruments,  chaste  and  elegant  as  they  arc, 
and,  in  themselves,  so  ornamental,  will  destroy 
nnich  of  the  eHect  of  the  High  Altar,  when  seen 
from  the  entrance  of  the  church,  being  erected  in 
so  prominent  a  manner  ns  to  screen  it  very  consi- 
derably.    Crossing  the  body  of  the  chupel,  you 
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>eBch  a  square,  corresponding  with  that  of  tlie 
Resurrection,  in  which  two  of  the  shrines  wor« 
-totally  demolished  by  the  French ;  the  third  if, 
4iowever,  perfect ;  and  is  dedicated  to  Saiut  Sebas- 
tian, who  is  seen  with  the  arrow  in  his  heart, 
uakeil  from  the  waist  upwards;  the  remainder 
of  his  person  being  clad  in  antique  fashion,  in  a 
^rh  curiously  wrought  to  represent  the  ancient 
^Id-plated  leather. 

Above  tliis  Altar  is  an  iron  grating,  reachtn<r 
to  the  roof  of  the  chape],  which  enables  the 
community  to  look  down  into  the  side  aisle  of 
tlieir  magnificeTit  cripella ;  and  here,  chaticuig 
to  look  up,  I  saw  one  of  the  handsomest  faces 
'I  ever  beheld.  It  was  that  of  a  young  monk, 
'who  was  watching  us  with  the  most  intense  cu- 
Hoaity.  I  do  not  think  (and  I  had  subsequently 
ample  opportunity  of  judging)  that  there  was  a 
feattire  in  his  luce  that  was  not  perfect.  Tlie 
grating  itached  to  the  floor  of  the  gallery  in 
frhich  he  stood,  and  the  effect  of  his  figure  was 
Mrikiiigly  scenic  :  the  long,  loose  robe  of  white 
•ei^e,  falling  in  heavy  folds  to  his  feet,  and 
girt  at  the  waist  by  a.  black  girdle   edged  with 
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while  —  the  deep  black  cape,  sufficiency  «rt 
away  to  disphiy  to  adraaiage  the  white  ehin- 
oillar,  in  its  tuni  falling  back  from  a  tliruat 
atiU  whitpr — tlip  verj-  fine  countenance — tlie  higli 
nklm  forrhrod.  uxiund  which  the  dark  ciirls 
clustered  in  heavy  masses  —  and  the  deep  eyes 
which  glanced  lhrtiu>:h  their  long  laehes — formed, 
altt^ther  a  picture,  which  remiuded  me  of  ! 
know  not  how  many  of  the  romantic  fancieg  of 
e«rly  days.  While  1  stood  looking  towards  him, 
be  t>nwd  his  head,  and  the  toroa  (or  fthaven 
crown)  Rsted  ugiuust  the  grating,  as  be  ap- 
peared to  be  conrersing  with  some  one  in  the 
gallen'; — in  another  second  he  disappeared. 

The  next  shnne  is  that  of  Saint  Michael ; 
an  ill-executed,  but  finely-conceived  ^ure;  the 
Saint  is  represented  as  a  youth,  witli  the  Tempter 
clad  iu  iron  annour  lying  at  his  feet,  upon 
whom  he  is  looking  down ;  holding  in  one 
hand  a  pair  of  scales  each  containing  an  infant ; 
and  in  the  other  the  sword  of  Alfouso  111.,  oue 
of  tlic  Ii-casures  of  the  monastery,  whicli  alone 
makes  the  shrine  of  Saint  Michael  worthy  of  a 
•econd  look.     On  either  side  of  thia  Altar  bangs 
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a  large  oil  paiatiag  illistrative  of  some  pious 
incident  in  the  life  of  one  of  the  Bernardine 
Brotherhood,  remarkable  neither  for  interest  nor 

T!ie  six  private  chapels  behind  the  Altar  are 
riirhly  omameated,  and  lighted  from  the  centre 
ol  iheir  domed  roofs :  they  contain  a  iew  fine 
paintiDge;  particularly  a  Miigdalene  in  the  Wil- 
derness, hy  Varacci,  and  a  Descent  from  the 
Cross,  presumed  to  tje  by  Michael  Angela:  hut 
generally  speaking,  the  paintings  are  utterly  un- 
worthy of  their  position.  The  Prior  accouutf!<) 
for  this  feet  by  slating  that  the  French  had  de- 
stroyed many,  and  carried  away  others,  which 
they  had  never  heen  able  to  recover. 
I  The  Sacristy  is  a  noble  apartment,  lighted  by 

three  immense  windows,  with  a  ceihng  most 
elaborately  wrought  in  azure  and  gold.  In  the 
centre  is  a  representation  of  Saint  Bernard,  the 
founder  of  ihe  monastery,  in  ihe  act  of  ascending 
Heaven;  and  arrested  in  his  progress  hy 
I  angel,  who  clings  to  hie  robe  to  detain  him  ; 
I  vhile  two  other  winged  messengers  present  him 
I   with  a  mitre  and  crosier :    the   idea  struck  me 
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w  ft  most  ein^lar  and  somewhat  perplex! 
one.  Was  the  Saiui  persuaded  to  foi*ego  ! 
hopes  of  immediate  beatitude  for  a  bishoprickf 
Surroutiditig  this  groupe  are  ibe  aiitiip 
shields,  evidently  desired  for  the  emblazoamoi 
of  armorial  insignia,  but  never  completed. 

There  were  several  lai^  packing  -  cases  I 
this  apartment,  filled  with  plate  and  other  vai 
ables  by  tlie  French  during  the  war,  for  the  | 
pose  of  transport ;  but  abandoned  in  their  retr 
— several  of  tJiPse  remain  precisely  as  they  Ii 
them — not  a  nail  has  1>een  drawn! 

A  door  opens  from  the  Jjacrisly  into  the  Rd 
quary :  a  round  chapel  with  a.  domed  rgof  to 
admit  the  li^ht :  it  is  entirely  lined  with  the 
busts  of  Saints,  if  I  except  the  Vii^u,  Saint 
Joseph,  and  the  Evangelists,  which  are  full- 
lengtlis  :  each  Saint  has  a  small  glass  case  fittwlj 
into  the  breast,  containing  some  relique  apperta 
ing  to  it : — a  finger,  a  bone,  a  lock  of  hair,^ 
ehred  of  linen,  and  even  the  paring  of  a  nail! 
Here  are  enshrined  the  lagrimtis  da  bcatiashna 
Virgem*  injuxta-positionwithabaroflhegridin 
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of  Saint  Anthony,  and  a  feather  of  the  cock 
prockinieti  the  beti-ayal  of  Peter.  In  ehort 
whole  appearance  of  this  chapel  was  most  singular 
—  [  may  even  say  whimsical.  Studded  with 
basta,  many  of  tlieni  female  ones,  and  in  the 
most  coquettish  attitudes  imaginable — inclining 
towards  their  next  neighbours  precisely  after  the 
manner  of  those  whicb  decorate  the  shop-win- 
dows of  our  metropolian  hair  -  dressers  —  their 
glass  eyes  gleaming  cold  and  vacant,  and  their 
gaudy  draperies  arranged  in  the  most  grotesque 
manner  ;  the  coup  d'tcU  of  this  monastic  nmseinn 
baffles  all  description  !  To  coniplele  the  incon- 
gniity  of  the  picture,  the  floor  was  strown  with 
lumber  from  one  end  to  the  other —  bees-wax, 
matting,  great  -  coats,  candlesticks,  old  -  tallies, 
door-mats,  chair-bottoms,  and  a  thousand  other 
tilings,  quite  as  consistent,  and  equally  ornamen- 
tal. This  heterogeneous  receptacle  bod  precisely 
the  appearance  of  the  propeily-room  of  a  thea- 
tre !  —  Nor  was  I  less  surprised  at  the  perfect 
unconcern  with  which  the  monk,  who  officiated 
as  cicerone,  kicked  out  of  his  way  the  various 
objects  which  Impeded    his  progress    round  ihe 
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encumbered  apartment;  jostling  SsJBt  John,  and 
running  agaiust  Sainr  Ursula,  without  the  \easi 
beBitation ;  and  criticising  the  countenances  and 
rontours  of  many  of  the  figures  tritbont  the  &lig^- 
est  deference  to  their  hoIiueM.  The  doors  cool- 
ing into  the  Sacristy  from  the  chapel  were  ei- 
ireiuely  curious,  being  of  Brazilian  wood,  witli 
the  door  frames  curiously  carved,  to  repreaenl  a 
vine  trained  over  an  open  trelHce,  and  bearing  a 
jtrofusion  of  leaves  and  fruit. 

Thti  lower  cloisters  of  the  monastery  are  w- 
tynsive  and  imposing :  the  square  round  which 
they  are  built,  is  paved,  and  has  a  fine  orange- 
tree  at  each  comer;  three  of  which,  at  the  period 
of  our  visit,  were  covered  with  fruit,  and  tht 
fourth  ID  full  flower,  and  redolent  of  perfume. 
Many  of  the  stones  in  tliese  cloisters  cover  the 
bodies  of  no  less  than  sis  of  the  brotherhood :  1 
had  the  curiosity  to  copy  the  dates  of  interment 
upon  one  of  them,  which  varied  from  1584  tu 
1730. 

Just  as  we  reached  the  refectory,  the 
hood  were  issuing    fi^m    it,  in  fiill 
chnunting  the  after-grace;  and  the  efl 


I 


^bined    and   manly  voices  pealing  along  the 

tstei*  was  singularly  fiim.       Retiring  until  tbey 

i  passed,    we  entered  the  spacious  dinini^hall : 

yierthe  door  is  inscribed ;   Rtspldte  Quia  Pfccala 

topii/i  Vome   MedHis.      It  was  surrounded  by 

Ues,  plainly,  but  neatly  covered.     To  the  left  of 

!  entrance    is  a  fine  pulpit  of  white  marble, 

ried   hy  pillars,  from  wiiicli  one  of  the  fra- 

Icrniiy  preaches,  while  the  refit  dine.      To  the 

tlglit  is  a  Btone  slab,  above  which  a  small  door 

&  into  the  kitchen :  and  by  thia  epicurean  ar- 

^raent  the  meat  is  at  once  conveyed  unchilled 

B  refectory  table.     The  cellar,  which  we  new 

,  is   of  enormous  extent;    and  contaioeil, 

^en  we  saw  it,  thirty  barrels,  each  holding  fif- 

1  pipes  of  wine — the  whole  produced  hy  the 

!  of  the    monastery.       Tlience  we  pro- 

sded  to  the  kitchen,  whither  we  were  conducted 

:  young  monk  whom  I  had  seen  through 

?  grating;;    and  who  proffered  his  sen-ices  as 

Ed'errone,  when  we  quited   the  refectory,  where  he 

1  lingered  behind  the  rest  of  the  community; 

I  with  an  ease  and  pol lioness  perfectly  in  keeping 

I  vitb  his  appeai'anec.     I  believe  I  have  hitherto 


The  kitchen  of  the  establiahnu 
greatest  lions ;  it  is  of  very  vast 
tains  Uiree  beautiful  marble  foi 
the  purpose  of  washing  vegetal 
for  WEtshiog  the  meat,  which  the 
until  all  I  he  blood  is  estracted  : 
for  the  use  of  the  servants.  Tl 
the  kitchen  is  raised,  like  the  h 
Chieftain,  tno  steps  above  the  I 
upon  slabs  of  white  marble,  a 
ibe  tortus,*  doces,f  and  conj'eitt 
Portuguese  so  much  delight,  ant 
exi^l.  At  tlie  lower  end.  a  pc 
is  left  UD flagged,  and  a  branch  t 
enters  the  kitchen.  When  tl 
llie  course  of  this  stream  for  the 
sing  the  kitchen,  they  put  down 
and  in  about  five   minutes   tl 


MONASTIC    MEMORIALS. 


85 


this  immenBe  apartment  are  lined  with  Dutch 
tiles,  which  have  b  very  clean  and  cheerful 
appearance. 

At  this  period  of  our  peregrination,  I  was 
infonaed  that  the  prior  could  not  invite  me  lo 
diue  with  the  gentlemen  of  my  party ;  but  having 
once  penetrated  into  the  interior  of  the  inonaBtery, 
I  was  a  free   agent.     Need  I  say  that  I  availed 

'  myself  of  this  intelligence  i  All   around  me  was, 
m»  it  were,   enchanted   ground,  which  woman's 
foot  had  seldom  (they  said  never)  trod  before! 
At  four  o'clock  tlie  Prior  led  the  way  to  table  ; 

,  which,  as  a  piece  of  gallantry  to  me,  was  spread 
iu  tile  Hall  of  Kings :  the  gentlemen  having 
dined  on  the  previous  day  in  an  apartment  open- 
ing on  the  upper  cloisters.  The  Safa  dos  lieis 
is  a  large  square  building  iutereecled  by  pillars, 
and  suiTounded  by  brackets  uf  black  marble,  on 
which  stand  statues  of  the  ancient  sovereigns  of 
Portugal,  coloured  to  the  life  ;  the  brackets  are 
seven  -  and  -  twenty  in  number  :  and  nineteen  of 
the  figures  are  perfect;  those  of  John  IV.  and 
of  Henry  1.  are  in  a  sad  state  of  dilapidation, 
having  been   struck    by  a  thunder  ■  bolt,  which 


1 
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Strange  to  say,  did  no  other  injurr.  Six  ftf  die 
bracVets  are  yet  untenanted.  The  roysj  HmM 
are  tinely  emblazoned  on  the  ceiline ;  and  at  the 
up|>er  end  of  the  hall  is  arched  recM»  con- 
mininn:  three  figares ;  tl  -e  thoK>  of  tin*  Poj» 

andSninI  Barnard,  croi>mi  AtfonM)  Henriqnr*; 
and  beneath  the  o^upe,  ottered  in  Wa«r  on 
Dutch  tiles,  ig  a  lengthv  oKripiion  in  Latin, 
on  the  subject  of  the  ft  btion  nf  Alcobn*^: 
and  the  tow  of  the  Ki  9igne<l  hy  himself 
and  those  of  his  conrt  v  were  it*  witliMMi.  i 
This  singular  itiseription  bears  date  Mm-  th# 
4th.  114-2. 

Itonnd  the  Mall  is  depicted  the  ti-adittmiRl 
liiston-  of  tills  splendid  edifice,  in  blue  and  white 
Dntrli  liit'i;  which  is  cnrions  enini'ih  to  l-e 
worthy  of  detail. 

The  first  panncl  represents  the  Kiiii:  Dom 
Alfonso  on  his  kiieo:-  on  the  summit  of  the  Si^r- 
ni  D'Alfxirdof.  vowinp  to  GOD  ns  much  land 
in  the  din-ction  of  the  sea  sis  was  visihle  to  hi* 
naked  eve,  for  the  erection  and  snpp<)rt  of  an 
Ablwy.  if  he  wonl.l  cnnn'.le  to  !ii-i  pray.'r>  l!ir 
ci)ni[i»est  of    ■Siiiifiiirm.  which    lii'   was    ultiul   ti' 
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undertake  with  two  liunilred  aiid  fiily  of  his 
Boldiery  against  foar  thousand  Moore.  Dom 
Pedro,  and  a  band  of  amied  warriors  are  wh- 
neesiug  the  vow.  Saint  Barnard  is  to  be  the  inter- 
eesaor  between  his  GOD  and  himself:  and  the 
ftbbej  to  be  founded  is  one  of  Barnardine  monks. 

The  second  section  presents  ihe  kneeling 
fi^re  of  tbc  riaint  at  the  head  of  hie  community, 
imploring  this  boon  of  the  Almighty  for  tbe 
benefit  of  hi^  order. 

The  third  pourtrays  the  arriral  of  a  noblemoii 
mild  Rre  monks  at  Coimbra,  delivering  to  the 
King  the  answer  of  Saint  Barnard ;  he  is  in  the 
•ct  of  exclaiming  :  "  Quod  diximas  ex  eadem." 

The  fourth  pannel  depicts  the  battle  of  San- 
'tarem,  and  the  victory  of  Alfonso. 

The  fifth  represents  the  Saint  on  the  eveniiifr 
of  the  battle,  informing  his  commimity  of  the 
success  of  their  prayers ;  and  giving'  tlianks  to 
GOD  for  tlie  happy  issue  of  the  siege. 

The  sixth  embodies  tbe  receipt  of  llie  King's 
letter  by  the  Saint,  at  Caraval :  who  is  looking 
steadfastly  towards  tlie  messenger,  as  he  informs 
lum  that  he  already  knows  the  contents  of  the 


MONASTIC    MEMORIALS. 


^ 


rtf^  missive ;  and  presenting  lo  him  a  ground 
plan  of  the  nbbey  whicli  he  wishes  to  be  erected, 
iii  deliver  to  the  King, 

The  seventh  represents  the  arrival  of  Alfousu 
and  five  Bemardine  monks  on  Uie  spot  where 
the  monastery  now  standa;  where  they  find  a 
eompany  of  angels  already  marking  out  the 
boundary  lines  of  the  building.* 

The  eighth  and  last  pourtrays  the  King  In  tlie 
pious  act  of  laying  the  first  stone. 

Such  is  the  legend  of  the  Bernarduie  monas- 
ter)' of  Alcoba^a,  and  tlie  story  is  fancifully  im- 
agined, if  not  implicitly  credited.  Through  the 
same  holy  interest,  (doubtlessly  in  return  for  hi^ 
splendid  gift  to  the  Order)  Alfonso  Ueuriques 
eventually    conquered    twenty    thousand    Moors 

*  Perhaps  anj'  ihing  more  l1iorou)(lily  anti-sublime  than 
tlie  detail  of  tliii  picture  cannni  well  be  conceived.  Foui 
aiij^eU,  considentbl)'  ettboapoiiii,  vmh  vei;  lliick  legs,  hard  ai 
work.  Une  witb  a  two-foot  rule,  a  second  with  a  squaie.  a 
iliird  with  a  line  and  a  plummet,  and  a  foutth  nitli  a  spitdr. 
!  remember  another  of  equally  matter-of-fact  delineation  u 
a  oithedrul  on  (he  Continent;  where  in  a  painting  or"Chn3l 
givmg  sight  lo  the  blind,"  Our  Lord  is  in  the  act  of  placing  > 
p;tir  of  the  old  fojhioned  specbiclei  <  ' 
whii;li  kneels  before  him. 


with  five  thousand  Portuguese  !  This  at  least,  was 
M  it  ebould  be. 

On  entering  the  royal  diuing-hall,  the  Prior, 
irjtb  somewhat  more  than  monastic  courtesy,  led 
me  to  the  liead  of  the  table,  and  placed  hiniselt' 
«Mi  my  left  band  :  tlie  rest  of  the  party  seated 
themselves  according  to  their  inclination  at  the 
ndee;  leaving  the  foot  of  the  table  vacant  for 
■ome  of  the  monks,  who  entered  the  room  at 
intervals,  in  order  to  see  us  eat,  which  is  con- 
ndered  a  great  courtesy  among  the  Portuguese. 
One  of  the  fraternity  carved,  and  was  the  only 
individual  of  the  community  who  partook  of  the 
meal,  the  others  having  pre^-iously  paid  their 
devoirx  to  the  good  things  of  the  monastery  in 
&eir  own  refectory. 

My  first  acquaintance,  the  young  monk 
whom  I  had  seen  through  the  grating,  was  among 
the  earliest  of  our  visitors;  and  he  had  made 
bis  tuiUtte  with  as  much  cure  as  a  town  belle.  The 
dark  curls  clustered,  if  not  more  richly,  certainly 
more  gracefully  than  ever,  round  his  high  fore- 
the  shirt-collar  was  thrown  further  back, 
the  folda  of  the  robe  fell   more  classically  from 


■"""I  Villi  of  urt 
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'.  lie  commenced  nith  some  tine  snthenis, 
hot  finally  digri^seed  to  waltzes  and  minuets, 
and  the  Overture  to  Serairamiiie,  As  tbey  were 
very  dt^sirous  that  I  ehould  take  liis  place  at  the 
■Dstniment,  I  complied,  uud  played  the  moet 
appropriate  music  (as  1  thought)  which  I  could 
remember  at  the  time ;  but  they  had  little  taste 
fur  Adeste  PldeUs,  or  the  Dead  March  in  Saul, 
and  inBisted  un  some  "  English  dances."  1 
accordingly  pei-petrated  "  Captain  Wyke,"  and 
"  Drops  of  Brandy,"  both  of  which  delighted 
cfaem  exceedingly.  They  then  ui^ed  me  to  sing 
a  song,  and  when  1  had  done  so,  as  well  as  my 
inclination  to  merriment  would  permit,  they 
requested  me  to  let  them  see  rae  dance — this  was 
loo  much,  and  I  laughed  outright  1  1  told  them 
that  there  were  two  things  in  which  I  could  not 
dance,  a  church,  and  s  riding-habit.  They  shrug- 
ged up  their  shoulders  at  the  first  objection,  but 
admitted  the  reason  of  the  second.  With  my 
dress  they  were  greatly  amused  ;  and  several  of 
them  requested  permission  to  touck  my  hair ! 
They  could  a(A  recover  their  astouiabment  when 
they  discovered  that  I  could  read  and  write,  and 
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even  sketch :  and  paid  me  endletis  compttn 
oQ  lay  wonderful  erudilion !  I  never  saw  a  con)- 
luunitv  with  less  affectation ;  they  spoke  of  the 
wealth  of  their  Monastery  without  turaing  np  the 
whites  of  ibeir  eyes,  and  calling  it  droes,  aa  a 
usually  the  case  willt  the  monks.  They  kepi  a 
praw«ly  tahle,  and  drank  tine  wine,  and  iket 
readily  acknowledged  that  they  appnciated  iMith 
the  one  and  tlie  other.  One  of  tlie  brotlierhuixl 
was  an  immense  man ;  he  was  chliged  u>  pats 
(hiw^h  snme  of  the  doors  sidewaj's  I  He  mt|:bl 
have  played  Falstaff  without  stuffing;  or  have 
beeu  eihiUled  as  the  embodyment  of  in  Jour  grat. 
The  nomber  of  mouk»  in  this  Monastm, 
before  the  Peninsular  war,  was  one  hnndni) 
and  sixty ;  at  the  period  of  our  visit  tbej  wen 
reiluced  to  fifty ;  two  thirds  of  whom  were  under 
thirty  years  of  age ;  and  while  I  am  now  writ- 
ing (1^33),  the  niirober  is  diminished  to  twenty- 
wren  :  the  remainder  of  the  brotfaerliood  hanne 
cxefau^ted  ihe  coma  for  the  «;hako,  and  tbr 
wvge  pawii  for  the  scarlet  uniform,  and  enrolled 
dwmwiw  uitder  the  banners  of  DoiuiR  i 
tbeSecMKl. 
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From  the  Chapel,  we  proceeded  to  the  Li- 
brary; the  highest  hoast  and  beauty  of  tlie  esta- 
blishment. Tliis  splendid  room  extends  along 
the  whole  garden  front  of  the  building,  and  b 
lighted  by  nine  noble  windows.  The  roof,  the 
w«lls,  the  galleries,  the  book-cases,  all  arc  con- 
ceived and  executed  with  a  taste  and  elegance 
which  lose  much,  very  much,  by  descrip- 
tion. The  centre  of  the  ceiling  has  for  its 
subject  Saint  Barnard  iu  his  study;  the  figure 
of  tlie  Saint  raised  in  dead  white,  upon  a  ground 
work  varying  from  the  faintest  yellow  to  the 
■   lialest  pink. 

B        I  confess  myself  to  have  been  heretic  enough 

H^  wish    most   heartily    to    dislodge    the    Saint, 

Hte  was  in  such  wretched  keeping  with  the  rest 

Bi^  the   apartment.     Every  tiling   looked  bright 

aod  sunny :    the  windows  formed  recesses,  and 

th«8e   were    exquisitely    painted   by    an  Italian 

mrtist ;  his  rich  fancy  had  revelled  in  the  visions 

I  el  his  own  beauriful  land,  and  here  he  had 
embodied  them.  Flowers,  and  fruits,  and 
■treams,  and  trees,  all  that  nature  boasts  of  light 
ftnd  loveliness,  had  grown  beneath   his  hand — 


HOSA^TIC    MEMORIALS. 

it  was  *  spot  ill  which  to  moee  over  Metast&sio 
— to  smile  with  Spencer — and  to  cociaet  with 
the  muse  of  the  gracenil  Surry.  What  had  the 
tou?ured  Saint  to  do  in  each  company? 

The  floor  of  tlie  Library  is  of  Mosaic  marble, 
:u»d  the  gallery  which   extends  round   tlie 
ineut    is   chastely  and    bcautifiiDy   omamentB 
Among  the  books  which  were  particularly  poinH^ 
wl   out  to  us  were  u  "  Latin  Bible  "  with  plates, 
in  four  volumes,  with  views  on    the    gilding  of 
the  leaver,  presented  to   the  Monastery  by  I 
Doke  of  Northumberland ;    "  Mickle's  Tram 
tjon  of  the  Lu»iad  ; "  an  offering  from  Hcnrietti 
Frances    O'Neill.*      "  Westminster  Abbey   and 
iu  Monuments,"  the  gift  of  Mr.  Catming;  and 
several  other  works  presented  to  the  Coramui 
by  English  visitors,  of  which  they  appear  to  f 
particularly  proud.     In  each  recess  of  the  apaj 
raent  stand  a  chair  and  a  table,   for   the  ] 
poses  of  study;    and  in  the  centre  of  the  Add 


larble, 
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*  On  Kcing  this  tolume,  I  became  cooTinced  that  I  il 
even  the  flnt  EngUih  woman  who  had  gained  ajlniitb 
Alcobayu,  as  1  pmsuoie  Ihat  Mis*  U'Neill  presented  ber 
gift. 
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e   two   large   tables  covered  witb    maps 
ehHrts. 

At  the  upper  end  of  this  princely  apartment 
a  door  opens  into  a  Bmaller  one,  for  llie 
nience  of  those  who  wish  their  studies 
more  private  than  would  be  possible  in  the 
Librarj-,  to  which  all  the  community  hare  free 
ingress :  and  here  we  looked  over  some  fine 
engravings,  and  curious  manuscripts.  Over  the 
I  door  of  entrance  is  a  small  slab,  on  which  is 
inacribcd  :  Viam  sapitntia  moiistrabo  til/i. 

Returning  along  the  gallery,  we  ascended 
another  fliirht  of  stone  steps,  and  entered  a  long, 
narrow  room  thickly  himg  with  paintings ;  from 
which  we  passed  into  the  chapel  of  the  novices. 
This  elegant  Utile  place  of  worship  is  that  in 
which  the  junior  monks  learn  to  serve  the  mass, 
before  they  otficiate  at  the  High  Altar  in  the 
great  chapel.  It  is  carpeted  all  over,  and  the 
walls  are  covered  with  oil  paintings,  representing 
die  different  miracles  which  have  been  wrought 
by,  or  in  favour  of,  the  Bemardine  brethren — 
some  of  them  amusing  enough.  The  altar-piece 
IB  a  figure  of  Our  Saviour  after  the  Flagellation, 
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carved  in  wood,  and  coloured  to  the  life.  Tha 
Laiida  are  exquisiiely  execnled,  as  are  the  traces 
which  tlic  bonds  have  left  upon  tlie  wrists:  and 
the  face  is  painfully  expressive  of  suppressed  suf- 
fering— it  is  a  terrible  and  faithful  picture  of 
hnnian  agony,  but  totally  deficient  iu  the  sublimity 
for  which  we  look  in  every  representation  of  the 
Great  Original.  The  only  effect  which  it  pro- 
duces is  one  of  horror  and  sadaeas.  On  either 
side  of  the  altar  ie  a  fuU-teitgth  puiuting  in  oil  of 
a  Carmelite  friar,  the  work  of  a  lady ;  and 
truly  tlie  fair  artist  had  chosen  uo  unworthy  sub- 
jects ou  which  to  exert  her  laleiit;  for,  despite 
the  uncourtly  habit  of  the  order,  the  portraits  (for 
such  they  evidently  were)  were  highly  interestiDg; 
representing,  as  they  did,  the  likenesses  of  two 
superb  individuals :  the  execution  of  Ihe  two 
was  very  unequal  iji  merit,  although  palpably 
the  productions  of  the  same  hand.  The  chapel 
opens  upon  a  terrace,  and  the  exterior  wall  is 
covered  with  devices  iu  shell-work,  a  pastime 
of  some  of  the  younger  iiiuuLs:  and  among  the 
piauta  on  this  terrace,  which  appeared  to  be  tended 
with  the  greatest  care,  1  remarked  a  profusioDfl 
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L  ibe  little  flower  called  m  Portugal  amor  parjailo, 

—the  last  flower  which  I  should  have  expected 

to  find  in  &  monastery  ;   particularly  in  a  country 

'.  every  bloaaom  has  its  sentiment,  and  every 

bod   its  language.     This   teri'Bce  overlooks  the 

,  two  tiers  of  cloisterB,  and  presents  to  your  eye 
a  fearful  proof  of  the  devastating  talents  of  the 
French  Army.  Many  portions  of  the  monastery 
■re  unroofed — others  have  the  floors  torn  up — 
while  the  cells  and  galleries    retain    the   traces 

.  of  the  fires  which  were  fed  by  the  planks  and 
timbers  thus  obtained.     The  little  flower-garden 

\  beneath  the  back  cloisters  is  very  neatly  kept, 
■nd  ie  intersected  by  that  branch  of  the  Alcoa 
which  enters  the  kitchen. 

Nothing  now  remained  to  be  seen  but  the 
garden;  and  tlie  monks  apologised  that  they 
could  not  accompany  tlie   party,   owing   to  my 

I  being  a  member  of  Jt ;  the  reason  was  obvious, 
the  grounds  being  overlooked  by  the  street  of  the 
village.  Two  servants  were  in  attendance  to 
conduct  us  to  all  those  objects  which  were  worthy 
of  notice;    parties  of  the    monks,    meanwhile, 

I'Oroeung  our  path  at  intervals  and  passing  on. 

VOL.  U.  F 
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The  flower^arden  was  unusually  gay,  and  well 
kept,  with  its  sparkling  fountain,  its  rose  hedges 
and  its  white  marble  terrace,  entwined  witb 
creBjiers,  Emerging  from  the  parterre,  we  pro- 
ceeded along  a  fine  grove  of  chesnut-trees,  be- 
neath which  the  monks  were  lounging  on  nuUir 
t^ats,  to  the  rabhit-yard,  which  is  walled  in,  and 
covers  about  h»lf  an  acre  of  ground ;  it  contunf 
nearly  four  hundred  rabbilg,  anil  is  carefulW 
paved  and  drained. 

One  of  the  servants  who  attended  us  spokp 
very  good  French,  and  was  not  aware  (hat  the 
^rentteman  upon  wboee  arm  1  leant  under^Ioud 
the  language.  He  was  very  voluble,  and  not  a 
little  familiar;  but  extremely  guarded  so  long  a* 
the  uionastery  or  its  inmates  were  the  subject  of 
conversation.  He  soon,  however,  digressed  to 
hi."  own  more  unmediate  interests,  an<i  told  mc 
a  very  grandiloquent  story  of  his  having  been  b 
»  captain  in  the  French  Imperial  army ;  ami 
niiother  of  the  Emperor  having  "stolen  sonir 
prunes  from  him"  at  Moscow  :  but  he  exclaim, 
ed,  "  ^eaumoitis  c'ilott  un  grand  komme  y« 
«c    Napoleon -la,  matgri  re  petit  farcin -un  trh 
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grand  hammer  After  this  satisfactory  asaur- 
•oce,  be  put  on  an  sir  of  great  mystery,  and  en- 
quired of  me  whether  I  had  found  an  opportunity 
of  delivering  the  letter  which  I  had  written  in 
the  HaU  of  Kings  1  I  looked  astonished — he  be- 
eame  only  the  more  myeterious  and  important ; 
**  You  do  not  fear  me,  Matlemoiaelle"  he  said, 
tfnphatically,  Epreadiug  his  large  ungainly  hand 
vn  hie  heart,  "  you  cannot  fear  me,  who  am  an 
i^cer  and  a  gentleman!  Only  point  out  the 
individual  who  is  to  be  happy  enough  to  become 
the  pomesBor  of  that  letter,  and  depend  on  mi/ 
bonour — the  honour  of  a,  captain  of  the  grand 
tiapoleon:  yonder  are  a  party  of  our  tonaured 
Aoblee  in  the  chesnut  grove — say  but  the  word, 
and  you  shall  yourself  witness  its  delivery." 

1  heard  this  notable  harangue  to  its  close,  and 
then  told  the  gallant  captain  very  quietly  that 
I  never  wrote  letters  in  my  note  book ;  nor  had 
I  any  correspondents  in  the  Bemardine  monas- 
tery ;  and  that  1  begged  he  would  not  trouble 
lumself  to  accompany  the  party  any  further,  but 
leave  ob  to  the  guidance  of  his  fellow-menial; 
who,  however  inferior  he  might  probably  be  to 
f2 
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liiniself  in   consequence,   at  le^st   poseeseed  ' 
negative   merit    of   knowing  hie   situation. 

Thi£  little  episode  gave  us,  however,  some  in- 
sight into  the  intri^es  of  a  monastery.  On  the 
fullowiug  morning  we  returned  to  the  abbey,  to 
pay  our  respecte  to  the  Prior,  and  to  take  leave 
of  the  community,  previously  to  visiting  die 
iiource  of  the  river  Alcoa,  which  rises  about  a 
league  from  the  hamlet.  1  took  this  opportunity 
of  enquiring  about  the  Bemardiue  uunnery,  but 
they  denied  all  knowledge  of  that,  or  any  other 
convent  in  their  neighbourhood.  In  vain  I  in- 
sisted that  I  had  been  so  informed ;  they  could 
not  imagine  how  euch  au  idea  could  have  origin- 
ated, and  enquired  very  eagerly  vko  bad  beep 
my  informant ;  this  question  I  however  parried : 
)iaving  been  warned  by  the  rector  not  to  divulge 
that  he  had  hinted  the  fact  to  me.  When  I  men- 
tioned to  the  merry  priest  the  ill  success  ofmj 
mission,  he  merely  laughed  and  shook  his  head. 
"  I  assure  you,"  said  I,  "  that  they  know  nothing 
of  such  au  establisliment." 

"  And  I,  in  my  turn,  assure  you,  Minha  Sm- 
hora,"  replied  the  old  man,  "  that  these  worthy 
Beniardinee  have  a  subterranean  road  from  their 
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own  house  to  that  very  nunnery,  wherein  the 
ladies,  like  themselveB,  are  all  nobly  bora.  I  was 
aware,  when  I  told  you  to  make  the  enquiry, 
that  they  wonld  act  precisely  as  they  have  done ; 
but  the  thing  is  not  the  less  true  because  they 
will  not  acknowledge  it." 

I  suppose  that  I  still  looked  incredulous,  as  lie 
persisted  somewhat  impatiently  "  lie  verdade* — 
.on  the  honour  of  a  priest,  I  speak  advisedly." 

"  Really  !"  said  I,  the  more  doubtfully  that  I 
was  so  much  indebted  to  the  community  for  their 
politeness  to  my»elf. 

"  Aye  truly,  lady,"  said  a  pretty  little  hlack- 
^ed  menina,  who  was  a  guest  at  the  house  of 
•  the  rector,  "  and  moreover  my  grandmother 
(whose  soul  is  now  with  the  saints)  knew  a  Frcirn 
of  that  convent  who  had  been  sorely  tried  by 
the  world,  and  at  length  took  refuge  there.  Re- 
^uietcat  in  pace — her's  was  a  sad  tale !" 

"Will  you  tell  it  to  me?"  I  asked  eagerly, 
if  you  but  knew  how  I  love  a  legend  !" 

"  But  the  Senhora  is  in  haste" — 

'*  No,  no,  not  at  all — will  you  t«ll  it  in  the 
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garden,  or  shall  we  hide  ourselves  in  the  at 
yonder? — I  would  not  misB  heuring  it  for 
world." 

"  You  shnll  not ;"  said  the  good  humoured 
Portugese,  and  the  tale  was  told  ere  we  parted 
from  the  kind  and  worthy  rector,  and  bent  our 
steps  for  the  last  time  towards  the  monasteiT,  to 
make  our  adeos  to  our  more  noble,  though  not 
more  kind,  friends,  under  its  splendid  roof. 

We  all  took  leave  of  the  courtly  and  hospita- 
ble community  of  Saint  Barnard  with  much 
regret ;  a  regret  which  we  were  gratified  to  find 
was  reciprocal;  and  we  departed,  at^er  having 
received  many  pressing  invitations  to  repeat  our 
visit.  As  for  myself,  1  had  won  the  good  will  of 
the  brotherhood  by  the  curiosity  which  I  had 
evinced  to  become  acquainted  with  all  the  curi- 
osities of  their  monastery ;  and  the  Prior  assured 
us  that  we  bad  in  consequence  seen  many  things 
which  are  seldom  or  never  shown  to  visitors ;  as 
they  generally  contented  themselves  with  walkii>g 
through  the  chapel,  and  spending  an  hour  in  the 
library,  all  which  they  declared  to  be  very  pretty ; 
and  then,  looking  at  their  watches,  enquired  at 
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what  hour  the  dinner  would  be  ready — passed 
the  night  in  the  abbey ;  and  departed  the  next 
Tnoming  to  forget  the  little  which  they  had  seen. 
And  on  shaking  hands  with  me  for  the  last  time, 
he  good  humouredly  told  me,  that  he  hoped  some 
of  my  memoranda  would  be  sufficiently  ob- 
scure to  require  revision ;  in  which  case,  or  in- 
deed in  any  other,  I  should  ever  meet  with  a  sin- 
cere welcome  at  Alcoba9a. 

I  do  believe  that  I  should,  but  I  never  saw  it 
again. 


n 
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A  CONVENTUAL  LEGEND. 

**  Thod  art  sod,  my  daughter,"  said  the  venerable 
Abbess  of  the  Bernardine  convent  of  Sant'  Ah- 
toiiia  to  the  fair  but  faded  sister  Agnes,  as  she 
•eated  herself  beside  her  on  the  margin  of  the 
fountain  which  threw  up  its  cool  waters  in  the 
deepest  recessof  their  splendid  orangery  :  "(  No$sa 
Seiihora  da  miser'icordia ,  and  the  blessed  Saint 
Anlunin,  our  holy  patroness,  comfort  thee  !)  Thou 
hast  shunned  the  refectory,  as  though  I  had 
doomed  thee  to  a  course  of  Sopa  de  peixt  *  and 
I  tAicoriat  — (Sweet  Mary  forfend  !)  and  thou 
with  that  pale  brow  and  those  dim  eyes.     Why, 


■  Soup  meagn;. 
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even  fotber  Xavier  hiiuseir,  (the  aunts  prosper 
Uni ')  looks  OD  thee  with  pity,  ami  ever  arge«  lue 
to  force  Qpcm  tbe«  some  noTel  toediomeiit — tnat 
nw,  mj  child,  there  iB  o  er  berb  nor  dni|;  in 
PoTtneal  which  1  shot  oot  deem  well  pu^ 
cfaas«d,  cost  it  what  it  i  U,  did  it  sp^re  tbM 
^  fuSering  at  aa  baor.' 

"  I  know  it,  mimka  ma  I  fee)  it ;"  answutd 
the  gentle  nun ;  "  but,  1  >;  yon,  hetd  not  adwr 
the  p*le  bniw,  or  the  eje — or  heed  lliea 

onlr  to  blese  the  holy  sa  ta  ibr  the  pro^MCt  tf  ■ 
regi  which  tlicv  hold  out.  Had  the  world  cott- 
tained  only  kiod  spirita  like  thine,  then  lodeed 
I  had  jorroweti  to  leave  it^but  now  when  the 
spear  is  ill  my  heart,  think  you  that  I  shall  not  rv- 
jo-ce  when    it    is    plucked   out,  and    1   may  die 

ill    [VHOe  '.' 

■■  C'.j/iii-ros .'  calai-ros !  f  my  child ;"  said  the 
.{f'lsJt.ffa  :  ••  such  words  are  weak  and  sinful— 
vour  duiie;  ihould  reconcile  you  to  life." 

"  Alas  I  they  exist  no  longer" — sighed  out  the 
reolu^^. 

■•  How  I  "  was   the  hurried  rejoinder:  "iuild 
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yon  for  nothing  the  aerWce  of  the  shrine!  the 
penances  of  the  quaresrna  • — the  mortifications  of  ' 
the  conjessionario  f — the  broidering  of  the  T*!*- 
a//ia  do  Altar  ^ —  the  decking  of  the  chapels  of 
.\'oMa  Senhora  da  AUsericordia,  and  of  the  blessed 
Sant  'Anlonia,  with  our  choicest  flowers?  and 
talk  you  of  your  duties  having  ceased  to  exist  T 
such  words  are  sin.  daughter,  deadly  sin — {Sancla 
Maria,  ora  pro  nobis .')  have  I  not  performed  them 
for  three-and-fifty  years?  The  first  time  i  laid 
an  offering  on  the  shrine  of  Our  Lady,  the  dark 
curia  were  on  my  forehead,  and  the  light  of  seven- 
teen summers  was  in  my  eye^within  a  year,  I 
was  a  novice  of  Sant' Anlonia — -now  my  hair  is 
gray,  and  my  eye  is  dim,  but  1  have  not  forgotten 
that  these  things  are  duties,  which  1  can  never 
outgrow.  And  for  any  worldly  care,  whose  me- 
mory may  haunt  you,  oust  it  from  you,  my  child ; 
for  you  have  on  longer  any  claim  upon  that 
world,  or  it  on  you  ;  and  remember  our  homely 
country  proverb  ;  quern  canta  seus  maUi  e»panta.%" 
"  Oh !  that  I  could  emulate  your  piety,  your 

*  Leol.  +  Confessional.  \  Allar-clolh. 

\  He  who  sings  lightein  his  grief. 
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patiBHe,  holy  mother,"  monnared  the  ow  rmee 
«i  her  MMpanioa :  "  but  yoar  earthly  pilgrimage 
kM  beea  mie  of  pUcidity  and  peace — its  dawn 
nuT  hare  be«D  leas  Bonnf  than  my  own,  but  il 
■tooo  knew  not  the  Btorms,  the  coDTolsiooa,  wfai 
were  the  atmosphere  of  my  nud-daj  existence— 
■ar  the  nuetrj  and  blighted  (eeiiag  which  atteDd 
its  dose." 

"  Tmlv,  storm  or  sorrow  has  darkened  m; 
day  of  life  bat  little :"  act^uieeced  the  good  Abbess: 
"  1  knew  that  there  would  be  for  me  but  one  step 
(ran  the  cradle  to  the  cloister.  My  noble  father 
VH  man  rich  in  honor  than  in  gold,  and  he  poe- 
H9Bed  not  wberawithal  to  portion  off  a  large  family 
as  their  high  birth  demanded.  Em  ronctencio  * 
I  belieTe  that  he  loved  not  one  of  bis  family  more 
than  another,  though  to  some  of  us  he  securv>l 
a  life  of  holiness  and  peace — a  foretaste  of  para- 
apprenticeship  to  the  Vii^in,  and  1 
Saints ;  while  he  only  gave  to  the  t 
the  means  of  wrestling  more  proudly  with  the 
vices  and  iniquities  of  a  sinful  world.  Q«<  f'cli- 
eidade !  que  aUgria !  que  gloria  !f  to  be  one  of  the 
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chosen  ones  fur  the  veil  and  the  altar !  We  do 
not  see  our  blessing  as  we  should,  my  child- 
do  not  sutlicieQtly  appreciate  the  haven  of  peace 
which  we  have  found — the  high  privilege  of  living 
under  a  roof  expressly  dedicated  to  a  beatified 
spirit.— And  then,  tliiuk  of  the  pleasures  of  our 
retreat — our  birds,  and  bees;  our  flowers,  and 
fruits ;  our  embroidery- frames,  and  laboratory — 
our  far-famed  organ,  and  our  unrivalled  coafec- 
ti(»u.  Remember  all  this,  minka  Ji/ha  ;*  and 
restrain  the  idle  thoughts  which  would  rest  upon 
the  past.  With  thee,  memory  is  an  agent  of 
Satan — a  tool  of  the  Devil — a  temptation  of  the 
Evil  One.  {Nossa  Senhorados  Do/os deliver  thee 
from  hJ9  toils !)  Well  know  ye  that  I  love  ye  all 
as  daughters ;  and  if  for  thee,  my  child,  I  have 
tm  far  sinned  as  to  feel  a  greater  love  than  for 
thy  sisters  in  the  service  of  the  blessed  Sant' 
Antonia,  I  can  but  pray  to  be  forgiven  that  sin  : 
-  for  truly  thy  uncomplaining  sorrow,  tliy  gentle, 
meek  endurance,  hath  won  greatly  upon  my 
heart.  I  know  that  the  world  hath  cares  and 
struggles  of  which  I  have  but  a  vague  and  faint 
*  My  daughter. 
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idea ;  aad  t  doubt  tue  not  that  they  have  pressed 
heavily  upon  tliee,  (the  holy  martyrs  be  thy 
comfort !)  but  now,  my  child,  all  these  tilings 
are  past — all  is  peace  about  thee — thou  should'st 
pray,  whea  thou  art  beset  by  repining  memories; 
thou  should'st  wrestle  with  the  iniquity  of  ditfj 
content— thou  sbould'st — but  why  do  I  tell  thci 
all  tills?  no  one  of  the  sisterhood  Imows  betW 
how  to  serve  Sant'  Anlurtia,  (all  praise  be  to  1 
holy  name!)  than  eiater  Agnes" — 

And,  as  lite  good  Abbess  paused  from  shM 
want  of  breath  to  continue  her  harangue,  the  p 
nun  whom  she  addressed  folded  her  wasted  an 
u|>oii  li<-r  breast,  and  bowed  her  head  meekl 
iu  acknowledgment  of  the  gentleness  of  her  r 
buke. 

" Tliou  hast  heard,  doubtless,   my  daughters 
resumed  the  garruloos  and  good-humoured  s 
rior,  after  a  moment's  silence  ;  "  how  sister  Car- 
lotta  was  wedded  to  the  world,  when  the  pious 
Conde  her  fether,  vowed  her  to  the  service  of  S 
Aiitonia;  and  how  she  resisted  the  holy  desigi 
of  her  parents,  until  the  Condesm  we 
and  whispered  a    few  words  in  her  ( 
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parlour  of  the  novices  :  and  truly  the  effect 
those  few  words  was  wonderful,  for  the  obedient 
child  threw  herself  upon  her  knees,  and,  taking 
a  golden  chain  with  some  ornament  attached  to 
it,  from  her  bosom,  where  it  had  been  previously 
concealed,  she  put  it  into  the  hands  of  her  mother, 
and  became  ae  passive  as  a  lamb ;  nor  did  her 
voice  faulter  as  she  joined  in  the  chaunt  of  the 
choir,  on  the  day  of  her  profession  —  and  that 
will  be  three  years  ago  in  another  month." 

"  Q«i7(arft/i(a .' •  sighed  out  her  listener  "1 
fear  me,  my  mother,  that  the  sufFering  sister 
will,  ere  the  lapse  of  another,  he  laid  in  the 
chapeUvault." 

"  Holy  Maria!  what  mean  yoa?"  asked  the 
agitated  Abljeas. 

"  Simply  that  her  heart  is  broken  ;  "  was  the 
reply,  •  *'  na6  ha  duvida  msso — yon  may  rely  on 
my  jud^ent,"  she  added,  with  a  faint  smile : 
"  I  know  the  marks  of  the  malady." 

"She  has  never  complained;"  pursued  the 
Abbedessa. 

•  Poor  tiling.  t  There  is  no  Joubl  uf  it. 
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"  Ha<l  not  complaiDt  been  worse  than 
my  mother,    where   even    anguish    had   failed 
TruBl  Die,  the    fleepeat  Borrow    hath   (he  fe' 
words — the  pang  which  gnaws  away  the  hi 
ttr'inga  silently,  is  the  surest  to  work  oitt  its  evi 
To  you,  dearest  mother,  this  may  appear  incoi 

prehensible,  but  to  the  wretched " 

"  And  thou  too  ic  tears,  Agnes  ?  *  loi  santot 
bemavetttiirados  comfort  mel  what  evil  influence 
is  upon  our  house  I  And  we  hare  sister  Jalianna 
sick  in  the  Infirmary,  and  sister  Febronia  bed- 
ridden with  the  rheumatism  —  when  has  the 
C'unifn/a  de  Saul'  Aiitonia  been  so  visited  i^ 
sorrow  ?  " 

"  Nay,  miitha  mai,  grieve  not  for  these  minor 
evils;  the  good  sister  Julianna  hath  but  partaken 
too  freely  of  the  pombos  f  and  patas,  J  with  which 
your  indulgence  hath  regaled  the  sisterhood  of 
late  1  and   Febronia  is  very  aged ;  her  exist 
has  long  been  but  a  mere  living  death — it  is 
poor  Carlotta  that  you  should  weep." 
"  And  thyself,  my  daughter  ?  " 
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"  Mourn  not  for  me,  mother ;  mine  is  no 
•orrow  in  which  tears  may  avail." 

"I  would  fain  comfort  thee;"  said  the  kind 
Bnperior,  ae  she  looked  up  enquiringly. 

Agnes  shook  her  head  ;  *  "  Nao  fareis  nada 
ttun  isso,  my  kind  mother." 

"  I  could  at  least  sorrow  with  thee,  my 
withered  lily — I  could  share  the  grief  which, 
alas !  with  all  my  power  within  these  walls,  1 
cannot  quench."  And  the  aged  woman  looked 
kindly  and  tenderly  towards  her  companion, 
and  a  tear  rested  on  her  cheek. 

"  You  could — you  shall"— at  length  gasped 
out  the  nun;  "sorrow  there  may  indeed  be  within 
this  hreast ;  deep,  and  deadly,  and  undying 
Borrow ;  but  believe  me,  holy  mother" — And 
■he  threw  herself  on  her  knees  before  the  Abbess ; 
"  there  is  no  shame." 

"I  believe  thee,  my  child;  yes,  even  as  1 
have  faith  in  Our  Lady,  have  I  faith  in  thee, 
Agnee — purer  soul  never  bowed  before  the  shrine 
of  Sossa  Seiihora  da  Piidade  .■+  1  needed  not  thy 
mesurance  of  a  fact  so  palpable." 

■Vou  can  do  uoihing  in  ihis.  f  Our  l.ady  of  Pieiy. 
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The  wcepii^  sifter  did  bat  rftise  the  huwl  < 
the  Abbess  to  ber  Hps;  she  shrank,  for  awhi 
e««o  fnun  the  gaze  <^  the  kind  eyes  which  rest 
on  her;  bat  after  «  tiioe  she  whispered  h« 
"  Not  Tel,  mother,  not   yet ;    the  bell  wiU  t 
ria^  out   for  Tespera — I  &hall   be   calmer  when 
t  bare  prayed.** 

"The  Sunts  be  with  thee  in  thy  orisons;" 
nrannored  the  Ahbeas  -,  and  they  parted  without 
awcber  word. 


*-Saw  ye  ever  a  fairer  eceoe  than  this,  my 
dai^ier  I  ~  asked  the  Ahitatkua,  as,  at  the  close 
«f  tbe  xttper  serrioe,  she  seated  herself,  in  her 
wiD^padded  and  veU-ctBduoDed  chair,  within 
the  b«y  of  the  vast  window  of  her  private 
roook,  and  motioQed  the  Lady  Agnes  to  a  low 
slDol  at  ber  side :  "  U  cot  the  finger  of  the 
Eternal  Architect  visibly  impressed  on  all  a- 
ruundT" 

Aud  rightly  was  the  question  asked — mighty 
niamii  of  rock,  tilled  with   the   hundred    lints 
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of  the  setting  sun,  gleamed  and  gliBtened  id 
the  gorgeous  light,  like  jewel-mines  laid  bare ; 
vineyards,  and  corn-fields — a  placid  river,  and  a 
massive  pine  wood — orange-groves,  and  stretches 
of  olive,  and  fig  trees — a  teeming  earth — and  a 
glorioos  sky  ever  canopying  this  rich  scene  of 
beauty,  burst  on  the  eye  at  once. 

"  It  is,  indeed,  a  sight  to  make  the  heart 
glad  :"  was  the  reply.  "  Mother,  it  is  sad  that 
man  should  mar  such  a  world  as  this — and  look 
you,"  she  added,  as  the  nuns  singly  or  in  parties 
wandered  forth  into  the  convent  gardens  to  in- 
hale the  delicious  air  of  evening,  and  to  breathe 
the  breath  of  the  sweet  flowers  which  flourished 
beneath  their  careful  tending:  "look  you,  how 
pure,  how  innocent,  man  might  have  been — liv- 
ing among  simple  pleasures — indulging  merely 
in  innocent  delights — ^knowing  only  those  sum- 
mer sorrows,  which,  like  the  passing  vapours  of 
ft  sunny  sky,  but  render  the  succeeding  blue 
denser,  and  more  delicious. — See  our  young  and 
lovely  Francisca ;  she  is  sporting  fearlessly 
among  her  bees,  for  she  knows  that  for  her  the 
little   idsecls   have   no    sting. — And   Clara,   the 
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giyeM  of  our  sistcrliood,  she  is  mimicing  tl)e 
song  of  the  foreign  bird  wbich  is  caged  yonder 
among  tbe  orange-boughs. — ChriBdna  is  walk- 
ing pensively  apai'l :  she  is  endeavouring  to  de- 
viae  eonie  new  medicine  for  the  wck,  »ome  new 
comfort  for  the  euSenng:  —  how  beautiful  she 
looks,  mother,  as  she  moves  along  among  the 
trees  1 — hers  ie  a  saintly  beauty." 

"  O  Stigrrido  Corofao  de  Maria  •  was  scarcely 
more  full  of  pity  than  her  own,  replied  the  aged 
woman:  "in  truth  they  are  a  goodly  flock: 
{Noisa  Heii/iora  do  Motile  do  Carmo  grant  that 
the  shepherd  may  not  fail  tbcni ))  but  thou 
art  tardy  with  tliy  tale,  my  child." 

"  I  am,  mother,  [  am — it  is  a  tale  I  never 
thought  to  tell — it  lingers  on  my  tongue — il 
pi-esseB  on  my  spirit." 

"  Nay,  if  it  pain  thee,  Agnes — " 

"  No,  holy  mother ;  the  struggle  to  myself 
will  yet  but  poorly  pay  your  unfailing  tender- 
new — the  wretched  wife  of  the  Marquis  Agoe- 
tinho  has  no  other  means  of  proving  her  eamebt 
gratitude  to  the  friend  who  loves  her — tl 
*  The  bleeding  heart  of  Alnry 
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lieart-9trickea  Sister  Agnes  knows  not  bow  other- 
wise to  prove  her  respectful  devotion  for  the 
blessed  Abbess  of  the  Bemardines." 

"  Mother,  I  was  young,  very  young ;  yet  in 
the  first  bloom  of  girlhood,  when  my  father  mar- 
ried me  to  the  proud  and  aged  Marquis  Ago»- 
tinho  —  that  hateful  marriage  or  the  cloister 
were  my  alternative,  for  I  was  one  of  many 
daughters;  and  in  consideration  of  my  youth, 
my  high  birth,  and  my  beauty — (for  I  was  fair 
ihfn)  the  withered  Fidalgo  consented  to  receive 
me  portionless — girl  as  I  was,  I  shrank  alike 
from  both  prospects ;  but  looking  on  the  veil 
sa  on  a  shroud,  I  chose  rather  to  become  the 
wife  of  a  man  whom  I  loathed,  than  to  encounter 
a  living  death — " 

"  Our  Lady  assoiii  thee  for  the  sin !"  mur- 
mured out  the  Abbadessa. 

"  Little  thought  I  then  that  I  should  fly  to 
die  cloister,  as  a  babe  rushes  to  the  bosom  of 
its  mother —  "  pursued  the  narralor :  "  I  but 
looked  forward  to  a  life  of  unloved  and  unloving 
iodiSerence — I  guessed  not  the  bitterness — the 
snguish — the  undying  misery,  of  the  lot  which 
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I  selected.  I  became  his  wife  — the  wife  of 
a  man  whose  heart  was  chilled  by  age  — 
whose  form  was  withered  —  whose  temper  was 
soured  —  and  whose  only  earthly  affections 
were  centred  in  the  two  sone  of  his  earlier  and 
happier  marriage.  I  had  not  then  seen  those 
sons,  mother;  i>  prouvera  a  Deoi!*  that  I  had 
indeed  never  seen  them  !" 

"  Lot  Satitoa  vos  ajiide — "+  apostrophised 
listener. 

"  When  1  became  the  reluctant  wife  of  th*ir 
father;"  continued  the  nun,  "they  were  both 
absent ;  Luiz  was  a  student  at  Coimbra,  and 
GonzagB  was  wiih  the  army  in  a  distant  pro- 
vince— the  youDger,  the  gentler  of  the  brothers 
ere  long  returned  to  his  paternal  home —  I 
will  not  weary  you  by  attempting  his  portrai- 
ture— " 

"Nay,  my  child,"  interposed  the  simple 
Abbess;  "I  pray  you  tell  your  tale  fully— I 
would  ask  of  you  to  let  me  see  the  persons  of 
whom  you  speak,  as  nearly  as  you  may,  in  their 
proper  likeness.- In  truth,  I  am  perchance  some- 
•  Would  to  God.  -f  The  Sainls  KssisI  you. 
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'what  curious  in  ihia  matter,  for  in  my  long  life 
I  have  known  but  three  of  the  sex,  when  I  esc«pt 
my  father  and  my  brothers,  and  the  Lgly  bixj- 
therhood  of  Alcoba^a,  of  whom  it  were  sinful 
to  think  as  men;  (Nossa  Senhora  da  Fiedade 
pardon  me  for  the  iniquitous  allusion !)  and  they 
were  aged  and  unlovely ;  and  all  unlike  the 
graceful  forma  emblazoned  in  our  missals  — 
check  not  then  your  humour;  for  there  is  little 
fear  that  I  shall  weary  of  the  narrative." 

A  smile  rose  to  the  lips  even  of  the  spirit- 
broken  Agnes ;  but  she  made  no  comment  on  the 
command  of  her  single-hearted  Buperior.  "  As 
you  will,  my  mother ;"  she  said  meekly ;  "  Luiz, 
then,  was  destined  for  the  cloister — he  had  de- 
termined to  become  a  Carmelite — " 

^^  Ota  !"*  ejaculated  the  astonished  Abbess, 
"and  be  ihe  son  of  a  Fidalgo!  Why  chose  he 
not  the  Holy  Order  of  the  Bemardines?  Why 
vent  be  not  to  the  thrice  -  Messed  monastery 
of  Alcoba^a,   the   richest  comnmnity   in   Portu- 

'*  !n  truth,  dear  mother,  I  know  not;  I  never 
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hesrd — ^but  I  coofeas  my  sin,  that  when  I  looked 
upon  Luiz,  I  grieved  that  he  should  have  doomed 
himself  to  a  monastic  life.  He  was  bo  calm,  so 
stately  in  hia  beau^  —  hie  voice  was  so  deep 
and  musical — his  every  motion  so  graceful — his 
look  so  gentle — hia  temper  bo  bland — thai  I 
sighed  a^  I  contrasted  him  with  his  father — as  i 
felt  and  saw  how  well  -  fitted  he  was  to  make 
tlie  happiness  of  others  as  well  as  his  own. — 
Mother,  I  wrong  Luiz  by  the  coarseness  of  this 
outline — words  can  convey  no  idea  of  such  a 
nature — of  such  a  form  as  his." — 

"  You    loved    him,    daughter  V   asked    the 
Abbess,  with  more  interest  than  severity. 

"  Our  Lady  b  my  witness  how  I  loved  him 
with  all  the  strength  of  a  blighted  heart — with 
all  the  purity  of  a  sister's  afl'eciion.  Not  a 
thought,  not  a  wish,  of  which  he  was  the  sub- 
ject, grew  in  my  breast,  on  which  tlie  blessed 
saints  might  not  have  smiled — my  love  for  him 
was  misery,  not  passion.  The  air  he  breallied 
was  to  me  perfume  the  scene  in  which  we  met 
was  sunshine ;  but  I  shunned  him  not,  for  I  was 
unconscious   of  evil ;    my  eye  sank  not   beneath 
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bis,  for  no  upbraiding  voice  whispered  to  me  that 
there  was  peril  in  the  communion — but.  Mother, 
when  he  was  sick  or  absent,  I  was  most  wretched 
— This  could  not  last  for  ever — it  did  not,  alas!  it 
did  not — His  hand  withdrew  the  veil,  his  lipa  be- 
trayed the  secret — he  loved  me!  Me,  his  father'^ 
wife — loved  me  as  his  own  existence — better  than 
his  own  soul,  for  he  perilled  the  eteniaf  welfare 
of  that  soul  to  win  me  to  his  heart. — Mother, 
you  are  now  aged,  and  your  life  has  been  one 
i>f  peace — You  cannot  understand  the  struggle 
of  that  hour !  He  stood  before  me  in  his  stately 
beauty,  but  its  pride  was  gone — his  large,  dark, 
searching  eyes  were  turned  on  me,  but  there 
were  tears  in  them — the  tears  of  earthly  pas- 
siou- — of  deadly  sin!  His  lip  quivered,  Itis  voice 
shook — surely,  surely,  he  could  not  have  been 
answerable  for  the  madness  of  that  hour. — I'or 
me  he  would  have  foresworn  all — his  home,  liis 
country,  his  unsullied  name — and  his  eternal 
welfare — " 

"  Sand  a  Maria,  ora  pro  nobis !"  murmured 
the  trembling  Abbess. 

"  We  awoke  from  the  dream  of  sin  at  once  :'" 
TOL.  II.  a 


I 


—  he 


1st  THE   TWO    PICTt'BBS. 

thuB  the  tale  proceeded.  "  I,  even  while  my 
heart  bled  for  him  and  for  mygelf,  reproached  him 
for  hie  treachery  to  Lie  fiitlier,  for  his  insult  to 
uie— and  he,  on  hie  kneea — aye,  on  those  knees, 
which  had  never  before  bent  to  mortal — he 
prayed  me  to  forgive  him.  1  did  forgive 
Mother ;  we  wept  together,  and  when  we  pi 
he  vowed  never  again  to  look  upon  tbi 
woman.  I  had  coDimenced  a  portrait  of 
a»  an  ofiering  to  his  st«m  father. — I  hav 
thoiigbt,  since  th&t  day,  that  some  secret  feeling, 
at  which  I  Iiad  never  even  guessed,  prompted 
nie  to  an  undertaking  which  neeessaiily  com- 
pelled u8  to  be  tufTcther  fur  hours  :  be  that,  how- 
ever, as  it  may,  out  of  that  eimple  circumstance 
did  [  educe  my  own  Be  If- inflicted  peoance ;  in 
solitude  and  tears  I  made  a  copy  of  that  por- 
trait ;  but  I  replaced  the  velvet  vest  and  plumed 
hat  of  my  lirst  picture,  by  the  coarse  robe  and 
shaven  crown  of  a  Carmelite.  I  placed  this 
painting  in  my  oratory;  and  earnestly,  ardently 
did  1  pray  to  be  delivered  from  the  thrall  of  my 
unholy  love — my  prnyera  were  heard :  Laiz  de- 
parted for  hia  monastery :  we  never  met  again. 
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Ue  became  celebrated  for  hig  fagts,  bis  vigils, 
vid  his  volvmtary  acts  of  severe  and  untiring 
penance — for  bis  eloquence  in  the  pulpit,  his 
justice  in  the  confeBsional,  and  bis  zeal  among 
the  unbehevbig.  Merciless  to  himself,  to  others 
he  was  all  mercy  —  pure  in  heart,  (for  oh ! 
be  must,  be  did  soon,  repent  the  passing  sin 
of  his  youth)  and  humble  in  spirit,  he  had 
pity  for  the  sinner,  and  patience  with  the 
proud — He  lived  a  martyr,  Mother,  and  he  died 
Ljkaamt!" 

I  "Died!"  echoed  the    sympathising    auditor; 

"did  the  holy  brother  die  so  soon?" 

"  He    thought   the     hour   but   too   long   in 
coming :"  was  the  low-breathed  reply  ;  "  they  say 
L  be  smiled  as  he  expired ;  and  1  love  to  be- 
f  lieve  it  true." 

"^ Sinlo  isio  na   alma:'"*  said  the  Abbadcssa, 

wiping  away  the  tears  which  were  falling  on  her 

cheek.    "Alas!  my  child,  and   was  this  to  live 

\  iH"  the  world — how  blest  then  have  1  been!  (to 

f  fiosta  Saihora  de  Jesus  be  all  praise)— no  won- 


^ 
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iler  that  thy  brow  is  pale,  and  thine  eye 
Qiiiltadinia !  and  the  young  soldier,  Agnes,  ihv 
alxwiit  Dom  Gonzaga  1" 

"Alas!    holy   Mother;    he  waa   not    abeeiii 
long — he  came  home  wounded,  and  I  nursed 
with  the  care  and  the  gentleness  which  he 
a  right  to  claim  from  hia  father's  wife." 

"  And    1   would    wager   the   produce  of 
nest  year's  vintage,  that  he,  too,  loved  our  p«W 
and  pious  sister !" 

"  YoQ  have  gueeeed  rightly,  Mother :  woe  is 
me,  he  did  !" 

"  And  was  he  tall  and  stately,  lite  th<>^  Cv- 
nieliie?  Were  his  tones  as  musical,  Uis  looks 
Hs  kiudr- 

"  Mother — the  one  was  a  dove,  the  other 
was  an  eagle  : — the  one  loved  me  deeply — in  hi» 
heart's  core  : — tlie  olher  ardently,  with  bis  pM- 
sion  ever  upon  his  lips.  I  have  lold  you  whai 
he  was  from  whom  I  had  parted  for  ever:  now, 
tlien,  imagine  his  antipodes — an  eye  all  firr. 
a  form  all  elasticity — reckless,  passioDale — ft«r- 
less  of  man,  and  of  man's  Maker. — Luiz  bad 
uiade    me   miserable,   Oonsago  only  made   a» 


desperate :  1  had  pitied  the  passion  of  his  bro- 
ther: perhaps,  I  had,  in  my  sin,  done  more  than 
pitied  it:  but  his  I  spumed  as  though  it  were 
pollution.  1  heeded  not  the  perfection  of  form 
and  feature  on  which,  in  his  blindness,  his  infa- 
[  taated  father  so  fondly  prided  himself — I  was 
deaf  to  his  entreaties  —  I  laughed  at  hin 
desperate  threateniiigs  —  I  shunned  him,  as  I 
would  have  shunned  a  loathsome  reptile.  He 
meanly  taunted  me  with  my  mercenary  niai- 
jiage  —  he  enumerated  with  hitter  cruelty  the 
many  imperfections  of  the  man  whom  I  had 
chosen — had  chosen  ! — Mother,  I  fear  me  tliat 
had  I  bi'held  an  assembled  world  willing  to  abide 
by  my  selection,  Agostinho,  wealthy  and  haughty 
SB  he  was,  had  been  tlie  last  on  whom  I  should 
have  smiled.  He  told  me  that  I  had  sold  my- 
self for  gold — I  replied  not  to  the  humbling 
accusation ;  I  only  wept.  Then,  with  passionate 
vehemence,  be  cursed  himself  that  he  had 
caused  those  tears ;  and  besought  me  to  pardon 
the  temporary  madness.'' 

"  Santa  Virgem!"  murmured  the  Abbess,  "  1 
should  have  fled  my  home." 


ttr^lK  v^^  ;fai^^  kv  fcMd  flri^Mdy  « 
^«k^BiBBid^*>._i>.airi  bed 


«M.  ~  J  '  ikl  I  Ka  Ac  lakt- 
^^^psiBaaamaU  kn  aC-lds  Ion. 

^■^>  Ai^  ^H*  tMfan  —  W  coajand  me  M 
•m^  ■■  pw^w;  ha  a  ar  aeoay  of  efiint 
I  tai  _^  tr  a.  Kn»J  dat  I  inaM  de- 
imm  av   paa    i^^aat  «f  life  to  piety  and 
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prayer — and  1  have  kept  my  vow :  ere  I  left  my 
boiiie,  1  learnt  that  Goozsga  had  already  quitted 
it — the  next  intelligence  was  still  more  strange : 
he  had  taken  the  vows  in  the  same  nionafttery 
of  which  his  pioas  brother  was  then  the  hoast  and 
■pride :  and  this  last  blow  felled  the  wretched 
fether  to  the  earth.  I  came  not  here,  Mother, 
as  a  wife.  Hying  from  a  hated  iiome ;  but  as  n 
widow,  for  whom  that  home  existed  no  longer : 
I  came  not  hurriedly,  so  soon  as  1  had  Imd  the 
head  of  AgoBtinho  in  the  grave — I  lingered  for 
•while,  and  for  a  purpose  bo  singular,  that  1 
«Bnnot  even  to  my  own  heart  account  for  tie 
feeling  which  suggested  it— imo  ja  la,  vui :  *  in 
my  agony  of  heart,  I  determined,  ere  1  quitted 
the  roof  of  my  dead  husband,  to  trace  from 
memory  the  portraiture  of  Gonzaga,  even  as  I 
had  wrought  that  of  his  brother,  in  the  habit 
of  a  Carmelite :  and  to  inscrilje  on  the  inner 
«ide  of  the  canvass  the  fearful  story  of  their 
fortunes— I  persisted,  Mother,  though  my  soul 
sickened  at  the  task — but  when  the  work  was 
accomplished,  too  soon  1  discovered  that  1  looked 


U 


*  Ti4  a  tiling  pa«t  and  done. 
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Upon  the  two  pictures  with  very  different  feel- 
ings— the  ein  of  the  brothers  had  been  the  aaine ; 
but  my  horror  of  their  Beparate  crime  was  fear- 
(utly  unequal.  It  was  a  bitter  truth,  and  I 
mounied  over  it  in  penance  and  in  prayer,  while 
I  resolved  never  to  look  on  them  again — in  my 
desolation  1  confided  all  to  my  Confessor,  and  he. 
Our  Lady  be  praised !  found  a  remedy  for  my 
sick  soul :  bis  nephew  was  even  then  preparing 
for  hb  profession  at  Alcolja^a ;  and  by  him  were 
these  memoriale  of  the  ill'fated  sons  of  the 
qnb  AgoBtinho  presented  to  the  Monastery, 
the  adorning  of  the  holy  chapel  of  the  Novicesj' 
they  had  been  wrought  in  trembling  and  in  tears 
— meet  offerings  were  they  for  the  shrine  of  the 
Flagellation  V 

"  i/fl  homem  ta6  mahados .'"  said  the  wonder- 
ing Superior:  "yet  it  seems  strange  to  me,  my 
daughter,  that  Dom  Gonzaga,  the  elder  of  the 
brothers — a   noble,   and   a   Eoldier,  should   tara 
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Carraeliti 


done? 


even 
heard  you  ever 


his    gentler    kinsman 
how  this  chanced  V 


"Most  simply,  Mother;  he  poured  the  I 
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or  hift  imholy  passion  into  the  ear  of  Lulz — he 
went  to  him  for  consolation  sad  for  council — 
Alas !  he  did  but  seek  a  medicament  at  the 
hands  of  one  who  had  himself  vainlj  sought  for 
it  among  men:  when  tbe  brothers  wept  upon 
other  H  neck,  there  was  no  secret  between 
them;  and  the  haughty  and  imperious  soldier 
became  a  convert  to  the  arguments  of  the  holy 
uid  bumble  monk.  For  sin  like  their's  there 
was  but  one  remedy— from  sorrow  like  their'8 
tfiere  was  but  one  refuge." — 

"  Nossa  Senhora  Mai  de  Deot  delirered  them 
miraculously  from  the  power  of  the  Evil  One  !" 
cried  the  Abheaa,  devoutly  crossing  herself — "how 
sublime  a  miracle  did  she  work  in  their  con- 
version !  and  thou  hast  been  singularly  favoured 
also,  my  daughter. — Sancla  Maria .'  'tis  a  feur- 
fnl  «'orld  t" 


"  It  was  ever  said  after  the  confereuce  of 
that  evening,  Minlta  Senhora  ;"  said  tbe  bright' 
eyed  meniita,  who  told  me  the  tale  :  "  that  the 
holy  Abbess  of  the  Bernardiuci  loved  the  gentle 
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sister  Agnes  beyond  all  the  nuns  of  her  Coit* 
9ento :  but  she  lived  not  long  to  enjoy  this  affec- 
tion— she  soon  slept  in  the  chapel-Taalt ;  and  my 
grandmother  often  told  us  that  she  died  like  a 
flower;  slowly,  by  almost  imperceptible  degrees-— 
and  that,  faded  as  she  had  long  been  in  life>  she 
vras  to  the  full  as  £Bdr  when  she  lay  sleeping  the 
last  sleep  in  her  burial-shroud.** 


A  SOURCE  AND  A  SORTIE. 


We  took  a  guide,  and  started  to  explore  the 
source  of  the  river  Alcoa ;  intending  to  proceed 
at  once  to  Leiria  from  that  point.  The  country 
was,  as  usual,  perfectly  beautiful ;  and  the  roads 
as  perfectly  execrable.  Our  guide  was  a  shrewd, 
intelligent  man ;  but  who,  nevertheless,  did  not 
appear  to  have  had  wit  enough  to  take  care  of 
himself  in  some  recent  fray,  as  his  head  was 
bound  up,  and  one  of  his  eyes  tinged  a  shade 
or  two  deeper  than  the  other — of  course  by  a  fall. 
We   soon,   however,   discovered   by   his  conver- 
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Aiv     ■■■  w  cMBmpGBoy  veotuRn  to 


9  sttribol^f 
.     HewM.  B 


He 

a*  W  dedsrad  to  bs,  puticoWlT  partial  to  the 
fiigfah,  aad  mmilo  mmigo  do  George  R^  aUo; 
wkick  WW  ■  h^iy-gi  arising  aMoraitce  firom  a 
f^diHiB  a  ha  drcimstuieai,  whh  his  r^ 
■  Ae  ktcoe,  uid  buvfboted  into  the 
Uc  next  hax&rded  some  comments 
tm  ike  fwaripfat  mad  polibca  of  Mr.  Canoiiig, 
«lnB  he  Ini  fnkMj  anen  when  he  risitfd  the 
,  bu  w  we  oanoderMl  theoi  to  be 
pertinent,  we  did  nut 
t  him  on  the  mli)ect. 
Put  of  ear  nmd  was  rodcy  and  difficult;  tnit 
iB  W(«,  wWwwr  dtere  was  earth  enough  to  co- 
r  their  fWttt  Iwdj  wild  flowers  were  hlooming 
1  gnwjwa — pink  and  white  heaths, 
[  swan-like  belU  quivering  in 
;  a  (aii;  chime  unheard  by 
i  beantifid  ferns — gum-tustus 
•  Tarieties,  ^>nngin^,  as  it  seemed,  from 
k  MtpM  of  itt  owa  Ecauered  blossoms,  lemptiog 
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yoQ  by  its  beauty,  and  disappointing  you 
frailty — and  a  profasion  of  that  sweet 
which  is  to  me  the  fairest  that  unfolds  its  petals 
to  the  breath  of  heaven,  the  Fot^et-me-not ;  this 
^ving  turquoise  is  brighter,  richer,  and  inoi'e 
luxuriant  in  Portugal  than  with  us,  losing  peiv 
faaps,  something  of  its  simplicity,  but  gaining 
ten-fold  beauty,  en  revanche-  After  a  short  ride, 
we  reached  the  river,  which  is  so  extremely  clear 
,  that  you  can  distinguish  every  pebble  over  which 
h  flows ;  and  so  very  shallow  in  places  that  it 
may  be  forded  at  the  expense  of  a  very  slender 
portion  of  nerve.  The  pellucid  water  looked  so 
deliciously  tempting,  as  it  sparkled  and  shi- 
vered under  the  sun-beams,  that  I  rather  sym- 
pathised with,  than  marvelled  at,  the  inclination 
evinced  by  the  mule  which  I  rcle,  when  it  made 
averyearnest  attempt  ata  bath,  just  as  we  reach- 
ed the  centre  of  the  river ;  not  having,  however, 
«ny  inclination  for  an  immersion  en  costume,  I 
was  obliged  to  exert  my  own  authority,  backed 
by  the  riding-whips  of  my  companions,  and  com- 
pel the  disappointed  animal  to  fore;io  the  indul- 
gence. 


H 
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r  •r  the  b>U  ii   ■CT7  br  wlneh  k  ■  ■ 

si  which  s?  refiecteii  on  its  piDootk 
•ur^io;.  xs   i3  a   va^   mirror.     The  rock  fimn 

•  2.'.>-;  TfCiiSr  ~~-i  w^;er  j«:^  i=  of  a  verv  singular 
:iiJ-~i*-Tcr :  :>;;  br_->k*n  into  m»5$e<  like  lho« 
w_i':c.  »T  Ciii  ra»«?vi  oo  oor  war,  and  prvjienting 
xi'i,  i:i'i  ■.^^■::al  sir^v?-  rem  aj  bj  a  conTnI- 
s-:c.  ,■;' -.^-e  "e-e^it-ti;  but  pUed.  as  it  were,  laver 
..■c  liT^r,  c^i:'::  rrvserv-.ns  it?  iJentitT,  and  seem- 
:-.:;£  Ti:i*-  -i:e  tS'eir:  of  art  thin  the  production  <rf 
i-.a-iTY  Ar*r  1  :i:ii*,  as  jimi  follow  the  stream 
i_;<xr  :"*  'rftv.'s .  i:  jraiiualiv  wiiien*.  and  t»ec<>ii»« 


Til.ini:  ovtr  t!ie  frairi 
i:j  ciianael  in   tweui 
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lanches,  which  give  a  spirit   and  animatioQ   to 
tbe  scene  that  render  it  truly  delightful. 

Quitting  the  river  bank,  at  the  suggestion  of 
our  ^ide,  and  surmounting  the  barrier  of  rock 
which  shuts  iu  the  river,  we  proceeded  to  explore 
m  very  fine  natural  well,  by  the  sight  of  which, 
he  assured  us  that  we  should  be  highly  gratified, 
DotwithEtnuding  the  time  and  ditficutty  neces- 
mry  to  obtain  it ;  it  required  no  great  exeition 
of  either,  and  after  a  few  little  mishaps,  which 
created  considerably  more  lauj^hter  llian  lamea- 
tation,  we  descended  through  a  chasm  of  the 
rock,  and  stood  at  the  mouth  of  the  very  singular 
cave  containing  the  well.  The  roof  and  sides 
were  beautifully  lined  with  stalactites,  and  pr<>- 
Bented  a  fine  perspective,  curiously  divided  into 
natural  arclies,  as  it  extended  for  a  conisiderable 
way  into  the  heart  of  tlie  rocii.  The  water  was 
w  clear  as  chrystal,  and  as  cold  as  ice,  singularly 
jnire  in  taste,  and  evidently  immense  in  quantity, 
although  we  could  see  the  white  pebblfs  and  the 
yellow  sand  which  formed  its  bed.  The  effect  of 
sound  within  the  cave  was  wonderful — the  tone 
of  a  moderately  exerted  voice  swelled  into  than- 


n 


1  l(>  A    SOURCE    AXD    A    BOKTIB. 

tier,  M  it  rolled  deafeningly  inlo  the  depths  of 
the  csveni,  which  was  still  unexplored,  being 
unc  cdutiituoiu  sheet  of  water,  and  contracting  in 
the  distance  so  considerably  as  to  preclude  thi 
pMMge  of  a  human  body,  although  with  a  eirong 
li|;ht,  it  was  impossible  to  dl^ti^guish  its  tei 
imtion.  We  greatly  r^rotted  that  we  were 
jkrovided  with  a  torch,  to  enable  :is  to  see 
IWffertido  ibta  granite  hail,  with  its  chrystal 
Aaor,  and  roof  of  inxerted  diamond  cones; 
iiMM,  hj  toith  light,  hire  embodied  the  gorgeoiu 
MBafiwap  of  tbe  EaMem  Hof^-tellers. 

"  Tktn  arc  nuK  atxaagc  tales  told  of  the 
i^f*  Afadtt,*  MHika  Stmiari,"  said  the  guide, 
M  «•  MMd  eaiamlj  ha*  niolj  endearourii^ 
M  fFf  iato  Um  &r  raeMns  «f  the  caTem  :  "  the 
ylaee  is  foco  taal9,f  tfaB  ikM  is  Mid  about  it  be 
tTM — I  know  oae  »arj  mmgH  at  mJhuU  mai- 
tmJ»  t  *^  ***  "^  *"  (^  E"l  *)b^  ■"■^  "Ix^ 
|nid  the  pBrdnw  maeir  ta  tkis  nry  spot,  wbtcb 
1  wOl  tell  to  the  SniDra  if  sIk  ~ 

■*  \\'hT  this  is  too  hmiV 
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i  bat  the  other  day  at  Leiria,  that  I   listeued  to  a 

I  nursery-tale  all  romance  and  im possibility ;  and 

V  you  threaten  me  with  a  Demou-Mouk !     Is 

ihere  no  gentler  inemory  attached  to  such  a  spot 

I  this  r 

"  Nao  ha  duviela  nisso :  *  but  I  know  only 
fcat  one :  the   Senhora  is  not  obliged  to  listen 


"  You  mistake  me,  my  friend,"  I  replied  hae- 
lily,  *'  I  quite  agree  with  the  spirit  of  your  good 
old  proverb,  qurm  qaaado  p6de,  nad  quer,  qmndo 
ter,  tia6  pode."  -j- 
"  Ha!  the  Senhora   is  polite:"  said  the  pea- 
sant, conciliated  at  once  by  t)ie  einiple  fact  of  my 
qaoling  a  national  and   popular  saw;    ''  I  will 
,  not  be  less  so — and  if  the  tale  prove  not  bo  plea- 
t  aa  some  to  which   the   Senhora  may   have 
I  listened,  it  will,  perhaps,   be  in  a  great  degree 
\  the  fault  of  the  narrator." 

We  seated  ourselves  on  the  rocky  fragments 
I  which  were  strewn  around  the  mouth  of  the  ca- 
f  Tern — and  the  tale  was  told. 
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We  left  this  romantic  and  really  beAHtifrtl 
aeene  with  much  regret,  and  the  more  precipi- 
tudy  that  ooe  of  the  party  discorered  that  be 
had  left  some  of  hb  personal  property  behind 
htu  at  Alcohay ;  tltithenrard  we  accordingly 
r^raeed  our  ste|»,  and  arrived  in  the  town  jnst 
IB  tinte  to  aeootupany  the  rector  to  the  parish- 
^wcb,  u>  vitneas  the  ceremonial  of  a  Purtu- 
gtw  wedding.  When  we  entered,  the  biide- 
d«ei  «*B  on  her  koee«  between  her  two  bride- 
Mub;  all  tfatee  vere  dr«saed  in  black  silk,  aud 
««CT  lar^  doaks  with  the  hoods  drawn  over 
ihair  htmit,  aad  ktng  Hmck  veils  beneath  theiii. 
Th*  jBMjgfmf  hdy  of  ibe  party  eported  a  pair 
of  wUle  cettaa  ato^higs,  and  pale  blue  satin 
aktm,  lAoA  w  tbc  only  attempt  at  finery 
mmiKfUi  ihmi.  The  bridegroom  wore  a  cloak 
if  hfwra  dolk,  vitli  gilt  bnttoiu  oo  the  shoulden. 
I  Miver  mw  ■  mmr  anti-brida]  coMiiaie. 

As  «•  cWwJ  the  cfaoreh,  each  ot  the  gen- 
Ammb  «*s  pnsented  with  a  kH^  w&x  candle 
WBMB^Mfd  with  painted  flowers  and  gold  leaf, 
vliiek  ^  Md  ligfaicd  during  the  whole  of  the 
The   BalriiDooial    rites   were    very 
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^mple;  the  contrattting  parties  followed  the 
rector  to  the  extreme  end  of  the  aisle,  close  to 
the  door  of  entrance  —  a  ahort  prayer  was  read 
— the  lady  repeated  a  few  Latin  sentences  after 
the  priest — and  the  gentleman  followed  her  ex- 
ample— one  hand  of  each,  during  this  portion  of 
the  ceremony,  being  covered  up,  clasped  together 
in  the  Solaaa*  of  the  priest;  these,  at  the  conclu- 
sion of  what  we  supposed  to  be  the  mutual  vow 
of  acceptance,  he  sprinkled  with  holy  water ; 
die  ladies  then  knelt  down  at  the  ckurch  door, 
while  the  bridegroom  and  his  friends  followed 
the  rector  to  the  altar,  where  they  remained 
for  alx)ut  two  minutes,  when  the  bridegroom 
very  deliberately  walked  out  of  the  church  fol- 
lowed by  his  two  companions,  scattering  docetf 

they  went,  to  a  crowd  of  dirty  children  who 
thronged  the  entrance  —  and  thus  he  made  hia 
exit  in  a  manner  as  anti-bridal  as  his  costume, 
leaving  the  ladies  to  follow  as  they  might ! — 
and  these  people  we  were  told,  were  highly  re- 
spectable, and  tolerably  wealthy. 

It  is  not  only  possible  but  extremely  probable 


L 


•SurpLce 


i  Sweelmeali. 


9tfp- 


A    SOURCE    AND 

thai  this  couple  liotl  never  exchatiged  a  irord 
in  iheir  lives;  it  being  con^dered  in  Portagal 
as  the  height  of  indecorum,  even  for  an  accepted 
lover  to  visit  at  the  bouse  of  his  mistreee,  save  in 
the  lower  ranks,  where  convenience  ia  the  step- 
dame  of  custom. 

As  a  proof  of  this  fact,  I  will  adduce  tbei 
stance  of  a  family  on  which  (on  our  return  fr 
Coimhra)  we  were  quartered,  at  the  town  of  Villi 
Frauca.  The  head  of  tJie  house  was  u  widower, 
and  the  father  of  four  daughters ;  the  elder  «f 
whom  was  married  to  an  attorney,  the  otlier  thr« 
being  still  resident  under  the  paternal  roof.  Ttiej 
were  the  least  attractive  specimens  of  '  le  Kit 
that  I  ever  remember  to  have  seen,  with  ih* 
same  advant^es  of  station  and  respectablity ; 
Daniel  Lambert,  eajupon  would  scarce  bare  ex- 
ceeded the  elder  in  weight  and  circumfcreii« ; 
the  second  was  like  a  leaf  of  dried  tobacco,  m 
long,  as  thin,  as  tawny  and  as  uninterestli 
and  the  yoimger  had  a  form  like  a  feather 
low,  and  a  face  like  a  sheep  ! 

The  centre  grace  was  a  bride-elect;  and  il 
fit  of  extreme  courtesy,  she  one  day  asked  me  if 
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I  should  like  to  see  her  Hamorado."  Of  couree 
I  expresseil  a  becoming  auxietj  on  the  subject, 
■nd  1  was  desired  to  hold  myself  in  readinesfi  Ht 
six  o'clock  that  evening.  I  confess  that  I  was 
somewhat  curious  to  see  the  suitor  of  such  a  mis- 
tress, aud  I  accordingly  promised  to  be  punctual. 
Six  o'clock  came,  and  I  was  astonished  on  walk- 
ing into  the  apartment  usually  occupied  by  the 
family,  to  find  the  fair  one  alone  ;  who,  having 
embraced  me,  led  me  to  a  chair  in  the  balcony, 
and  established  hei'selfas  my  vis-a-vii.  She  then 
carefully  drew  the  Venetian  blind  over  the  bal- 
cony, leaving  us  visible  only  from  the  two  ex- 
tremities of  the  said  screen.  AH  this  ceremony 
was  perfectly  enigmatical  to  me,  and  1  began  to 
apprehend  that  I  was  to  have  the  honor  and  hap- 
piness of  being  numhpr  three  (and  consequently 
wnc  rfe  trop  '.)  in  a  thorough  love-scene ;  with  this 
fear  before  my  eyes,  I  ventured  to  enquire  whether 
we  should  not  be  more  conveniently  situated  in 
the  room  than  the  balcony :  but  the  lady  looked 
quite  astonished,  as  she  demanded  in  her  turn, 
how  she  should   be  able  to  see  him:  and  worse 
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still,  how  he  would  be  able  to  see  her,  if  we 
not  ui  the  balcony  when  he  passed. 

"  Is  he  not  then  coming  to  visit  yoii  ? " 
iguired  in  my  ignorance,  as  I  surveyed  her  care- 
I'ul  coiffure,  her  clean  dress,  and  the  tale-telline 
csroation  in  her  bosom. 

She  looked  at  me  for  a  momeot  in  perfect 
astonishment;  and  then  coolly  informed  me 
in   Portugal,   holding  any  intercourse  with 
man  whom  you  were  to  marry  was  a  thing 
heard  of —  that  she  had  never  spoken  to 
intended  husband  in  her  life — but — that  he  c 
day  sent  a  carnation  to  her ;   which  she 
in  her  bosom  each  evening  at  the  hour  when 
expected  him  to  pass  the  house,  as  a  proof 
his  attentions  were  agreeable  to  her.     And 
assured  me  that  nothing  would  otfend    her 
much,  as  his  allowing  the  weather,  be  it  whi 
it  might ;  business,  be  it  never  so  important ; 
any  occupation,  be  it  as  agreeable  as  heart  could 
wish;    to    interfere    with  his  punctuality  in 
performance  of  this  duty.     The    first   time 
should   resent  the  neglect  by  omitting  to  wf 
his  rravo  *  on  the  morrow  :  and  the  second  deri- 
•  Camalion. 
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lection  from    gallantry   would  infallibly  Bubject 
him  to  final  and  iirevocable  diBmiesion. 

At  this  period   of  the  courersatiou  the  Senhor 
\  made  bis  appearance — took  off  his  hat  as  gravely 
•9  though  he  had  been  passing  a  funeral,  and — 
walked  on  !     The  lady  on  her  side,   bowed  and 
smiled  ;  and  then  continued  calmly  to  enlighten 
me  on  tlie  subject  of  Portuguese  courttthip.     She 
[  infonoed  me,    among  other    equully  interesting 
I  particulars,  that  1  now  knew  the  reason  why  she 
\  did  not  comb  out  her  hair,  and  wash  her  face 
I  vhen  she  rose  in  a  morning,  for  both  which  in- 
delicate habits  I  had  frequently  chidden  her— 
she  always  put  otf  her  ablutions  and  their  con- 
comitant ceremonies  until  five  o'clock,  iu  order 
.  that  she  migbt  look  nice  and  fresh  when  she  met 
I  the  passing  glance  of  her  namorado !     Thia  wa« 
of  course  an  unanswerable  argument;  and  hav- 
ing remarked  that  the  /over  (\)  was  a  little  ill- 
looking  fellow,  and  decidedly  many  years  youuger 
than  herself,   1   asked  her  whether  she  did  not 
feel    unhappy  at  the  idea  of   marrying  a  man 
I  id  whom  she  knew  nothing.     The  reply  to  this 
question  was  as  sensible  to  the  full  as  her  previous 
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-dw  liked  the  match  n- 
i  IiiieIiuk)  WS3  much 
r  i^dlkf  ihrna  the  pemo  who  had  numed 
■Mr,  ad  die  iboald  eonseqat^Uj  be  eoablfd 
ia»  fatwr,  md  to  give  Ut^er  ptirties ;  besdn 
bk,  Mglle  women  «rere  not  allowed  to  sttend 
■■hbWk  al  Viiia  Frvaea,  and  ehe  was  very 

U  M*  b>i^  extremely  sati^uMorjr,  I  W 
'  ^K  mare  y«tion  lo  ask :  Uow  had  fae 
■■ri  to  |npw  Ar  her  I  That,  alao,  vu 
;  he  ••■  Ktded  in  life,  and  hi 
t  be  should  marry — her 
1  the  fact,  and  knowing 
■d  mmla  Jatein,*  had  otTered  her  lo 
i  which  «Jcr,  at  she  had  a  fortune  of 
wt  they  had  joyfidly 
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k  upBwd  ID  have  saeh,  or  sach  a  fortane, 
t  that  £he  has  not  actuallj 
miuey ;  but  previously  to  the  nutr- 
I  ia  RfipoiDted  by  each  fiimUy,  and 


tliese  two  inclividuala  value  the  bride's  trinkets, 
clothes,  and  every  article,  however  trifling,  which 
belongs  to  her;  and  the  father,  when  their  value 
is  thus  ascertained  and  decided  on,  makeii 
ap  the  deficiency  of  her  reputed  property  in 
L.pec»! 

■        I  have  made  a  long  digression,  and  must  now 
Kfctum  to  Alcoba^a.     As  we  left  the  church,  a 
■toesseoger  arrived  to  inform  the  gentlemen  that 
itiie  Prior  wished  particularly  to  see  tliem  before 
they  left  the  town.     They  accordingly  once  more 
repaired  to  the  monastery,  when  he  mentioned  to 
tbem   that  about  three  weeks  previously,  an  En- 
gtialunan  had  arrived  at  ttie  monastery,  mounted 
on  a  donkey,  who  told  them  that  he  wa?  a  Cap- 
tain in  the  Tenth  Hussars!     They  received  him 
with  llieir  nsual  courtesy ;    and  he  accounted  for 
his  incongruous  mode  of  travelling  by  luforniing 
them  that  he  was  absent  from  his  regiment  for 
the  purpose    of  sketching ;   and  was  extremely 
I  desirous  to  possess  some  good  drawings  of  their 
[  beautiful  abbey.       They  were  of  course   highly 
[  flattered ;     and    the    gallant  and   accomplished 
'  Hussar  had  accordingly  favoured  the  community 
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with  his  dtstinguUhed  aocieir,  aod  the  ^ht  of 
hb  euperh  muUache  for  Uie  la^t  three  nbek<: 
■M.  bowerer,  without  having  iiupreaeetl  oa  tli«ai, 
•r  at  least  endeavoured  to  do  so,  an  idea  o(  kb 
eztre'iDe  con<«jQeDce,  l^  finding  fault  viA 
ervry  thing,  eren  to    the  very  groomii^  of  bit 

This  highly  -  &TDured  animal,  he  rode,  ube 
cnodeseeBdinglj  explained  to  the  Prior,  on  a>- 
ctwBi  of  the  great  convenience  of  being;  eniiMrf 
loakeidifiwa  its  back;  or,  in  the  erentoflw 
beiBg  iaAaoed  to  dismonDt,  its  quiet  propeuaitii* 
liaifi«l,  it  lo  amuse  itself  by  botanising  bjr  tht 
wwT-«ide  wilbont  dittraetiDg  his  sttcntioit,  whitb 
his  ckmrgir  would  conBtanlly  har*  doae,  \mt% 


He  wass  in  sboct,  a  venr  great  man. 

When  lhi#  accomplished  irenileman  saw  oar 
horns  led  into  the  $tahle-rard,  he  mounted  hi» 
>i»ktj  fcwhwith.  and  wmt  onl  to  sketch  widi 
9*  waeh  eBtfan^^m  thai  he  did  not  make  Iii> 
affnnnce  a^ain  until  we  had  etarted  to  expWr 
the  war  re  of  the   river;    when. 


\ 


that  we  had  finally  departed,  and  were  fairly  out 
of  his  way,  he  returned  with  beast  and  book  to 
hie  old  quarters-  The  Prior,  who  bad  long  been 
weary  of  his  assumption  and  arrogance,  and  who 
had  begun  to  imagine  that  he  was  fairly  rid  of 
his  troublesome  guest,  was  struck  by  the  singula- 
rity of  the  circumstance ;  and  resolved  to  ascer- 
tain whether  he  really  was  he  person  whom  he 
represented  himself  to  be.  We  subsequently 
remembered  to  have  seen  the  name  of  this 
man  written  in  several  places  on  the  cloister 
walla ;  and  perfectly  recollected  that  John 
Charles  Adolphus  were  the  three  christian  nameii' 
-^he  nom  de  Jamit/e  had  escaped  us  all,  hut 
it  was  arbtocratic  enough  to  be  worthy  of  the 
bearer. 

The  astonishment  of  the  Hussar  was  great 
when  he  was  presented  to  bis  countrymen,  Cara 
a  cara,  corpo  a  corpn,  *  as  the  Prior  whimsi- 
.jBftUy  expressed  it,  and  he  looked  as  though 
tlw  would  have  given  both  his  donkey  and  hi* 
,wings  to  escape;  he  did  not  even  attempt 
continue   the   deceit,  but   begged    hard   for 


•  Face  lo  fice,  body  to  body. 
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nien-j ;  alledging  lUat  he  waa  an  artist  travell- 
ing in  hie  vocation,  with  sleiuler  means,  and 
invincible  perseverance ;  and  that  he  haii  assum- 
ed the  name  and  style  (?)  of  a  Captain  of  Husear? 
lo  render  his  welcome  at  the  monastery  the  more 
assured. 

His  eketcli-book  was  examined,  and  proit 
that  be  had  certainly  not  lost  hie  time,  as  it  con- 
tained some  very  line  views  of  tbe  abbey  and  ii« 
neighbourhood;  indeed,  there  could  not  be  a 
doubt  that  tlie  raan  either  was,  or  had  been,  an 
nrtist.  Ue  was  nevertheless  taken  to  the  Jail, 
and  locked  up;  but  the  Prior,  who  only  wished 
111  get  ridof  liiin,  and  the  inhabitants  of  the  towu. 
who  had  been  nnich  amused  both  by  himself  and 
his  dotdcey,  all  pleaded  so  strenuously  in  his  Ik- 
iialf,  tliat  he  wae  Uberated  on  condition  of  big  leav- 
ing Alcobs^a  mthinanhour.  This  he  joyfully  pro- 
mised to  do,  and  accordingly  mounted  bis  don- 
key, and  with  his  sketch-book  under  his  nrni. 
Iiade  adieu  for  ever  to  the  good  cheer  of  the 
monastery. , 

It  was   certainly  a   strange    Incognita   far  i 
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Captain  of  Hussars ;  but  the  mustache  and  the 
long  spurs  had  done  wonders. 

We  afterwards  recognized  this  worthy  at 
Belem ;  and  ascertained  that  he  had  been  groom 
to  an  officer  in  his  favourite  corps. 
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A  LEGEND  OF  THE  ALCOA. 


It  is  many,  many  years  ago,  beyond  the  memory 
of  the  grandsire  of  the  oldest  man  in  the  province, 
that  the  pious  Father  Henrique  disappeared  from 
his  monastery,  and  passed  away  like  a  midsum- 
mer storm.  The  consternation  of  the  Prior  was 
great,  and  a  Chapter  of  the  Order  was  convoked, 
for  Father  Henrique  had  been  the  holiest  monk 
of  the  community  ;  his  was  the  knee  which  bent 
the  longest  in  prayer ;  and  his  the  voice  which 
•founded  loudest  in  the  choir ;  nor  was  his  loss 
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leas  appalling  v'itbout,  than  within,  the  cloistirn 
for  the  holy  father  was  confessor  to  man;  unUi 
ladies  who  could  ill  brook  to  nmke  a  second  c 
fidant;  and  never  were  more  frequent  or  more 
earnest  prayers  offered  up,  than  for  his  re-appeai^ 
ance  ;  more  candles  vowed  to  Our  Lady  and  the 
blessed  saints — or  more  eyes  upturned  in  wonder 
and  in  enquiry.  The  princely  family  of  Cintn 
de  Toro  grieved  longer  and  more  deeply  than 
aoy :  the  Marque:a  wept  and  bewailed  hei^f 
as  though  she  had  lost  a  child ;  and  her  nobld^ 
husband  shut  himself  for  many  days  into  Irffl 
apartment.  ^ 

Time,  however,  wore  away,  and  it  was  m- 
mourcd  that  the  young  and  beautiful  Donna 
Teresa,  the  daughter  of  that  haughty  house,  had 
disappeared  at  tlie  same  time  as  the  missing 
monk ;  when,  just  as  the  rumour  gained  ground, 
the  comadres  were  put  to  the  blush  by  the  at- 
tendance  of  the  young  beauty  at  mass :  pale,  rery 
pale,  hut  nevertheless  as  lovely  and  as  gentle  _ 
as  ever. 

Some  of  tliose  who  had  been  the  loudest  ■ 
the  most  persevering  in  circulating  the  injurioi 
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report,  crossed  themselves  devoutly,  and  became 
thenceforward  the  most  strenuous  in  contrndictin^ 
the  rumour ;  while  others,  who  had  originally 
esid  less,  only  shook  their  heads,  and  prayed  the 
saints  that  all  might  turn  out  ae  It  should  )jc  ! 

And  where,  during  all  this  time,  was  the 
monkl 

The  young  Count  Henrique  de  Bento  was  in 
the  ftdl  ruah  of  popularity,  the  full  pursuit  of 
pleasure,  when  the  wife  of  hia  puny  and  para- 
lytic elder  brother,  of  whose  very  existence,  so 
precarious  and  profitless  did  it  appear,  he  never 
even  thought,  gave  birth  to  a  son — and  Henrique 
nnk  at  once,  from  the  presumptive  heir  of  im- 
mense wealth,  into  the  pennyless  younger  brother 
of  a  noble  house.  For  a  time  he  could  not  be 
made  to  comprehend  the  extent  of  the  evil ;  he 
laughed  scornfully  wlien  they  told  him  of  the 
Jbirtfa  of  his  young  nephew. 

"  The  worthy  sou  of  a  worthy  father,  doubt- 
less ;"  he  said,  without  withdrawing  his  eyes 
from  the  diamond -hi  lied  adttga*  which  he  was 
placing  in  his  embroidered  girdle ;  '*  and  for  how 
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long  alife  hath  he  ^pulated  ?  and  for  how  brave 
la  he  to  be  K  sandalled  friar,  or  an 
armed  warrior?  Sooth  to  say,  he  comes  of  pow- 
erful parentage !"  and  in  his  proad  blindness  of 
heart  be  seolfed  at  the  min  which  was  about  to 
overwhelm  him. 

The  chihl  grew,  and  throve  apace ;  and  then, 
indeed,  the  scomfiil  Count  began  lo  contemplate 
hi»  position  with  leas  placidity.  Of  his  feeble 
brother  he  could  entertain  no  rutional  apprv- 
henfiion,  but  here  was  a  new  and  a  more  formi- 
dable barrier  lo  his  heirship.  Heavy  was  the 
blow  to  bis  pride,  but  deeper  was  the  shock  to  h 
affections:  volatile  and  vain  a£  he  v 
become  sincerely  enamoured  of  the  Lady  Ten 
de  Toro,  and  be  knew  too  well  the  proud  and 
ambitiouB  character  of  her  falher  to  hope  that 
be  would  listen  for  a  moment  to  a  poor  and  pen- 
nyless  suitor.  Yet,  in  the  recklessness  of  his 
passion  he  essayed  the  venture,  and  was  repulsed 
with  scorn ! 

This  was  too  much ;  and  not  even  Ae  I 
of  Teresa  could  counteract  the  maddening  e 
of  her  lordly  parent's    scotf.      "  It   i 
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said  to  himself,  "  the  world  hae  done  with  me — 
€ita  fiito* — I  tnu^t  try  another  path — love  iv- 
jecls  me ;  it  is  possible  to  make  a  joy  of  hate 
— earth  hears  not  my  entreaties  —  heaven  may 
be  won  by  prayers  —  seja  miiito  embora  + — it  is 
well  worth  the  venture  —  it  hath  been  pleasant 
enongh,  of  a  verity,  to  be  a  sinner,  but  it  may 
chance  to  be  more  profitable  to  become  a  saint 
— Henrique  de  Bento,  it  is  but  two  srides  froiri 
the  cloister  to  the  crosier." 

And  the  gay  Count  became  a  Bernardlne. 

The  luxurious  brotherhood  marvelled ;  the 
induli^ent  Prior  expostulated — all  was  vain  — 
and  it  was  palpable  to  every  inhabitant  of  the 
hamlet  that  the  young,  and  pious,  and  hand- 
K>me  Father  Henrique  was  on  the  highway  lu 
canonization. 

Out  upon  it!  'tis  a  misjudging  world.  What 
knew  the  good  gossips  of  the  neighbourhooj  of 
the  fancies,  the  imaginings,  of  the  monk's  soli- 
tade?  la  every  lip  that  smiles  the  portal  of  u 
happy  heart?  Is  every  knee  that  bends  the 
qrmbol  of  a  pious  spirit?  There  may  be  more 
*  Be  ii  »o.  t  Let  it  be  90. 
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sin  in  eilence,  than  in  the  outcry  of  a  multitude 
and  it  was  even  ao  here.  The  worshipped  friar 
smiled  bitterly  at  the  dupes  he  made ;  but  his 
proud  nature  could  not  rest  satisfied  with  such 
purblind  homage.  Ue  hated  the  world  that  it 
had  thrust  him  forth,  and  himself  that  he  had 
tamely  suffered  it-  He  loathed  the  strength  of 
mind,  and  power  of  body  which  only  mocked 
him  by  their  fettered  impotence.  He  laughed 
defiauce  at  the  violence  of  passions  whose  every 
indulgence  was  sin.  He  resolved  to  free  himi 
from  BO  poor,  so  pitiful  a  thrall.     But  how 

None   ever   aeked  the  question   who  had 
linger  long  for  a  i-eply. 

It  were  vain,  after  such  a  lapse  of  years, 
decide  on  the  means  which  were  adopted  by  the 
Bemardine  to  effect  his  purpose — we  have  al- 
ready said  tliat  he  disappeared  mysteriously  from 
among  the  community  ;  we  have  likewise  hinted 
that  the  lady  Teresa  de  Tora  disappeared  also. 
But  has  it  not  been  stated  that  she  returned  to 
her  home  J  Even  so  :  pale,  attenuated,  withered 
like  a  blossom  which  tlie  sun  had  touched 
fiercely,  bad  she  returned ;  and  not  long 
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wards  she  became  the  bride  of  the  Duque  do 
Vouga — the  Evil  One  ia  a  subtle  adversarj- — the 
gold  with  which  he  bribes  has  been  known  to 
luni  to  cinders  beneatli  the  touch. 

There  grew  a.  whisperiug  that  a  manly  aad 
magnificent  FJdalgo,  coming  no  one  knew  whence, 
and  living  no  one  knew  how,  had  appeared  in 
the  province ;  who  resembled  Father  Henrique  »o 
remarkably,  that  had  not  his  luxuriant,  and  osten- 
tatiously arranged  coiffure  negatived  every  sus- 
picion at  oDce,  Bome  busy  spirits  would  have  had 
their  own  mi^ivinge  of  the  ideutity  of  the  two 
individuals :  but  the  proud  Fidalgo  bore  not  the 
slightest  vestige  of  a  shaven  crown ;  and  it  was 
palpable  at  once  that  do  mortal  means  could,  in 
ao  short  a  space  of  time,  have  removed  its  trnce 
so  utterly. 

What  a  life  oi  Jiiste,  of  luxury,  and  of  excess, 
was  that  of  the  stranger  noble!  but  it  was  re- 
marked that  no  mendicant  ever  found  relief 
within  his  gates :  and  the  more  pious  the  prayer 
with  which  they  petitioned  for  aid,  the  more 
rudely  were  they  repulsed  by  the  insolent  and 
pampered  menials. 
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Thew,  too,  were  strangers  in  the  land  ; 
uf  dark  complexions   and   flashing  eyes,  of  hai 
natures,  and  of  voluble  utteraoce,   bowing  1 
■  bodies  to  Uie  dust  in  obedience  to  t 
mandate  of  their  haughty  lord,  but  rude 
of  speech  and  action  to  all  around  them. 

There   were   not   wanting   many  who  fon 
eharnis  in  the  weahh  of  the  polished   and 
fuse  stranger,  which  made  them  assiduously  c 
his  society  and  friendship.    The   former 
fopded  lo  all  who   M)Ught  it ;  the  latter  he  c 
ceded  only   to  one  individual.    The    Visconde  d 
RebeUo  was  that  individual.     Young,  haadsom 
haughty  and  fearless,  he  seemed  the  very  jtrc 
type  of   the  mysterious  noble ;   when  they  1 
met,  ReM/o  had  tost  every  moeda,  and  was 
standing  with  all  the  bitterness  of  a  baffled  gi 
ster,  marking  the  tthances  of  the  game,  as  1 
wlio  had  possessed  either  better  funds  or  br^ 
fortune    still    pursued   their   intoxicating 
pation. 

"  O  diabo  Ihe  levt!"*   be  muttered  betwec 
his  teeth,  "  had  I   but  fifty,  nay,  but  a  score  < 
\  The  Hcvil  lake  it. 
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mixdas,  I  could  retrieve  nil  my  losses  in  an  hour 
— I  have  been  playing  tike  a  blind  man — but  I 
can  see  clearly  now — que  bel/o  sujeito !  *  and  now 
it  IB  too  late — " 

"  Seiihor,  como  amigo,  fa^a-me  ofiixor,"  +  said 
a  deep,  muBical  voice  close  at  bis  elbow,  and  it 
fell  upon  bis  ear  accompanied  by  a  clear  me- 
tallic sound,  which  cuuld  not  be  mistaken  by  the 
practised  aennes  of  Rebe/la.  He  turned  hastily 
towards  the  speaker,  who  extended  to  him  a 
puree  weighty  with  gold. 

"  It  is  impoBsihlc,"  said  the  ruined  gambler ; 
"  I  have  not  wherewithal  to  repay  the  loan, 
should  i  again  be  baffled," 

"  Deiremos  estes  comprimettlos,"  J  was  the  im- 
patient reply  ;  "  let  churls  be  turned  aside  from 
their  purpose  for  lack  of  gold — but  we  should  know 
nothing  of  such  a  want :  if  you  are  successful, 
the  coin  will  have  been  a  loan — if  you  fail,  it 
will  have  been  a  gift  —  nothing  can  be  more 
Hinple  than  this   arrangement.'' 

Rtbello  looked  at  the  speaker  in  amazement: 

'  Dull  fool !  t  IJear  Sir,  do  me  tlie  liivour. 

J  Away  wilh  these  ci 
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tm  had  vmfnr  before  beard  such  arguments 
Eoefa  a  fpot;  the  emphatic  me  also  soothed  the 
ntflkd  dignitj  of  the  young  Viseonde  at  once 
it  wu  fitB^ing  oil  on  irater.  "  1  know  not 
to  tfaaak  jm,"  be  at  length  murmured  out. 

"  1  like  you  the  belter  for  it ;  words — words 
— words — the  world  is  made  up  of  words,  and  1 
de^ae  the  world.  But  you  loee  time  —  Ora 
c«aMi.'*  my,  never  hectare!  had  I  offered  you 
the  mooey  on  a  bond — favoured  you  with  a  loau 
at  usury^iudaced  you  to  make  over  to  me  the 
jotnlure  of  your  iiiotli«r,  or  the  dowry  of  your 
sister — than,  indeed,  your  scruples  had  been  in- 
uUigiblv,  for  1  might  hare  taken  my  forfeit 
tbe  Ictiter — but  t  ask  no  pledge,  and  you 
murmur  at  the  terms." 

"Murmur?  oh,  not"'  interposed  Rrbello, 
fascinated  by  the  low  music  of  the  voice,  and 
>K)  leas  startled  by  the  words  to  which  it  gave 
utterance :  "  But  the  offer  is  so  singular,  so  un- 
looked  for." 

"  Ha,    you  would  have   a    precedent 
ihe  Mimewhat  scornful  reply:  "you   can  fblli 
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I  but  you  fear  to  lead — I  have  been  mietaken  in 
'  you." 

"  Give  me  the  gold ;"  Bald  the  young  man 
hastily  ;  "  I  would  sooner  lose  your  money  than 
yo<ir  friendship." 

"  Who  won  1 "  demandetl  the  deep  voice,  after 
the  lapse  of  a  few  nionienls,  as  the  stranger 
stood  calmly  beside  his  new  acquaintance. 

"  Eu  ganhei  del  moedas'."*  replied  the  Vis- 
€onde,  gaily. 

"Bravely  done  I  —  But  you  should  risk  u 
higher  stake — you  are  a  child,  toying  with  cherry 
fttoaes." 

Agaia  there  was  a  pause.  The  dice  rattled 
in  the  hos,  and  fell,  fraught  with  Fate,  upon  the 
board  —  laughter  and  curses  followed  the  fall; 
and  again  a  voice  nmrmured  in  the  ear  of  He- 
f'e/lo :  "  Quern  perdeo  ?"t 

"  Maiiiito  tyas  lhe!X  I  have  lost  fifty  broad 
pieces." 

"Fifty! — why, 'tis  but  the  child  progressing 
from  the  cherry-stone,  to  the  pomegranate-grain 
— give  me  the  dice," 
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"  Nay,  Senhor^  it  is  too  much  ;"  said  the  man 
who  presided  at  the  table,  as  bis  eye  rested  un- 
easily upon  the  heap  of  gold  which  the  Fidalgo 
Hung  down  :  "  we  dare  not  admit  the  stake." 

^Trapaceiro!" *  muttered  the  stranger:  "will 
you  admit  the  moiety  X"  ^fl 

"  Islo  iMiita.  mio  Senhor."  +  ^M 

Tlie  noble  threw,  and  lost — there  was  a  wh^^ 
paring  round  the  table,  but  hemovednotamu^lc 
as  the  ready  hand  of  the  winner  swept  away  the 
coin  to  his  own  heap. 

"Now  it  is  yoiip  turn,  Rebello:"  he  said 
calmly:  "  Desejo-vos  boa fortuna !"\ 

Tile  young  Vitconde  played,  and  the  prayer 
of  his  new  friend  seemed  likely  to  he  accom- 
plished ;  so  earnestly  did  he  pursue  the  winding 
of  his  fortune,  that  he  continued  from  time  to 
time  to  address  him  on  the  subject  of  the  game, 
totally  unconscious  that  he  had  withdrawn  him- 
self from  the  table,  and  cast  himself  upon  a  sofa, 
where  beseemed  to  sleep. 

".Iforro  de  sede.'"%Bt  length  exclaimed  the 
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ou^,  my  lord.         I  I  wuh  y 
I  alniosl  dtwd  wiib  thine. 
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young  VisconiU,  wlioae  parched  lips  and  blood- 
flhot  eyes  betrayed  the  inteuaity  of  his  devotioa 
to  the  rumouB  vice  in  which  he  was  indulging  ; 
"  de-me  de  beber — "• 

The  sleeping  noble  laughed — ^his  dream  was  a 
pleasant  one ! 

"  It  is  nectar !"  said  Rebello,  as  he  held  out 
his  capacious  glass,  in  order  that  it  might  be  re- 
plenished by  ail  attendant:  "how  came  such 
wine  beyond  the  walls  of  a  monastei-y  ?— I  could 
have  sworn  that  it  had  been  fermented  for  a  holy 
brotherhood !  More  —  give  me  more  —  good 
wine,  and  a  high  throw,  are  fare  for  the  gods !" 

"  Your  lordship  has  not  yet  paid  your  last 
Make :"  stud  the  man  who  sat  opposite  to  him. 

"  No !  well  then,  here  is  the  gold ;  8uch 
wine  is  cheap  at  any  price." 

*'  Poll  beba  .'"+  whispered  some  one  dose  be- 
■ide  him ;  it  was  his  friend,  who  had  awoke,  and 
jtHHed  him. 

*'  Na6  posso  beber  mats;  "J  was  the  reply : 
"  eren  now  I  cannot  count  the  numbers  on  the 
dice." 

"  Give  me  somelhiBg  to  drink.  t  Urink  ihcu. 

1 1  can  drink  no  more. 
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a  girl — wioe  is  our  blood, 
:  you  will  have  the  better 


'*  Psbaw  !  jou  a 
our  life;  drink,  oil 
furlune." 

Again    Rrbello   obeyed ;    and   it   is   scarcely 
strange  that  when  be  staggered  forth  from  the 
gaming-table,  he  wag  ouce  ii:ore  pennileas,  i 
■lone — for  his   new   fi-iend   had  returned 
mme  boura  previously. 

"You  are  melancholy  this  morning,  my  <i 
VifroHde:"   said  his  noble   acquaintance 
they  met  on  the  morrow !    "  a  cloud  has  come 
over  your  spirit — I  pray  you  confide  in  me;  and 
if  I  possess  the  power,  as  1   have  the  wUl, 
horizon  shall  forthwith  recover  its  sunshine." 

'■  Fico  muito  obrigado  ;"  •  said  Rcbello.  as  I 
grasped   tbe  proffered  band :  "  I  am   too  much 
obliged  already;  and  lu-day   mine  is  a  two-fold 
atmoyancv — 1  am  angry  with  myself — witb  yott 
with  all  the  world." 

"  Nevertheless  yours  is  no  desperate  i 
smiled  his  companion  :  *'  all  quarrel  witb  our- 
selves ends  innosiou&ly  enough. — I  shall  ootsufier 
you  to   indulge  anger  gainst  me — and  as  for  li 
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world  1 — no,  no;  young,  handsome,  noble,  and 
high-spirited,  Xavier  He  Rebello  must  jest,  trhen 
be  talks  of  having  cause  of  quarrel  with  a  world 
ever  ready  to  extend  its  worship  to  such  winning 
attribuies — and  is  this  all  ?  " 

Rebel/o  shook  his  head  :  "  My  good  uncle 
the  Dugue  do  Vouga  has  lost  his  lovely  wife — 
and  it  is  said  " — 

"  What  is  said  t "  exclaimed  his  companion, 
Martled  out  of  his  usual  calm  indifference. 

*'  In  truth  I  know  not  that  I  should  have 
named  it ;"  said  the  Visconde,  "  but  to  you,  my 
dear  Marqueze" — 

"  Aye,  to  me  ! — to  me  !  " — 

"  To  you  I  will  confide  that  on  her  death-bed 
■he  made  some  strange  disclosures." 

The  mysterious  noble  drew  his  hand  across 
his  brow ;  large  drops  of  damp  stood  upon  it 
like  night  -  dew  :  "  Did  she  speak  of  any  by 
name?"  he  asked  eagerly. 

"  No,  strange  to  say,  she  did  not — but  she 
spoke  composedly,  like  one  who  weighed  well 
the  import  of  her  words — she  told  the  appalled 
Du'/ue  of  a  young  affection,  nourished  in  hope, 
and  blighted  by  disappointment — and  then  she 
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t'hadowed  out  a  wild  tale  of  some  unearthly  spell 
which  was  c&st  over  her ;  when  she  fancied  her- 
self standing  in  a.  cavern,  of  which  the  floor  wa> 
one  continuous ctirystal,  and  the  rouf  thickly  bung 
with  colossal  diamond-drops;  while  a  thousand 
jewels  flashed  along  the  walls ;  her  ear  dtstin- 
guii:>hed  the  sound  of  a  distant  waterfall,  but  oil 
her  heart  fell  a  fear  which  counteracted 
effect  of  the  magnificence  by  which  she  was 
rounded " — 

"  Meieriijueiro ! "  *  muttered  the  mystEnoni 
listener. — "And  was  this  all?"  he  asked  con- 
temptuously; "did  the  dyingDugueza  find  no  sub- 
ject more  interesting  than  this  meaningless  rhap- 
sody, with  which  to  entertain  her  noble  husband?" 
"Pardon  me"  —  said  iiebeih:  —  "  ilie  tale 
went  on  :  she  remembered  that  in  this  cav< 
she  was  joined  by  her  lover— but  she  saw 
now  in  serge  and  discipline,  with  a  shaven  croi 
and  sandalled  feet — she  would  have  wept 
him;  but  the  apostate  dared  to  talk  to  her  of 
lo<e,  even  in  that  holy  garb — she  would  have 
parted  from  him  in  kindness ;  but  he  tempi 
•  Babbler. 
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her  with  devilish  arguments,  aad  trampled  the 
cross,  which  was  peudaat  from  his  girdle,  hefore 
herejfs. — What  follows  is  still  more  strauge; 
the  floor  of  chryatal  cracked  and  shivered  as  the 
cross  touched  its  surface,  and  a  sound  as  of  gur- 
gling  water  aud  falling  masses  filled  the  cavern  ; 
the  ntonk  caught  her  hastily  in  his  anus,  and 
bore  her  forth — and,  Marqueze,  her  words  were 
true ;  for  the  cavern  Las  been  sought  for,  and 
found.     It  is  hidden  among  mighty  rucks,  neur 

itbe  source  of  the  river  Alcoa ;  no  human  foot 
may  penetrate  into  its  hidden  recesses,  for  there 
IB  no  earth  upon  which  that  foot  can  rest — water, 
water,  into  its  deepest,  its  darkest  intricacies  all 
»  water  below,  and  frowning  rocks  ahove,  so 
crowded  and  condensed  that  there  is  no  passage 
among  them. 

The  listener  laughed  scornfidly  :  "The  vision 
of  a  departing  spirit,  douhiless;  engendered  by 
the  consciouoness  of  some  former  falsehood." 

"  I  marvel  much  how  sped  the  apostate 
monk,"  said  ReOelto. 

"Oht  gaily;  like  a  disfranchised  spirit — 
fancy  yourself  in  serge    and    sandal,    Vinunde, 
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aiid  then  imagine  how  you  would  feel  when 
had  cast  them  off." 

"  Nay,  nay,  the  proposition  is  irreverend 
"  Younfj  man ; "'  was  the  cold  reply  "  when 
1  met  you  yonder  at  the  gaming-table,  you  talked 
to  me  of  the  world — I  sec  you  now  under  the 
influence  of  a  fantastic  tale,  and  you  are  growing 
severe  and  saintly — my  friend  must  be  all,  or 
nothin;^;" — 

*'  You  mistake  me,  Marqueze : "  said  Rebello 
eamcstly  :  "  I  did  but  jest — believe  me,  I  am 
saint." 

His  companion   turned   aside  to   conceal 
smile.       When  a.  man    has  gaoiel,  and  di 
and  felt    shame  of  his  own   religious  principles, 
he  hat)  thrown  open  the  outworks  of  his  citad^i 
the  enemy  of  souls! 

"  1  will  present  you  to  my  pretty  Ana, 
will :  "  resumed  the  Visconde  after  a  pause ;  "  bui 
mark   me,    Marqttese ;    not    one    word    of 
priiwess  at  the  ganilng-tuble — not  one  hint  of 
obligation  to  ytm,  or  1  am  lost ! " 

"  Dvudo ! "  *  muttered  his  companion. 
Within  three  months,  the  young  Visconde  de 
•  fool. 
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r^be/h  Lad  expired  by  hia  own  hand ;  and  the 
idy  Ana  was  the  reputed  bride-elect  of  the  stran- 
ger noble. 

•         •«**** 

.     "  And  thisis  niirht!"  said  the  man  of  mystery 

as  he  stood  with  folded  amis  before  the  iago  da 

penhii,*  of  which  mention  has  already  been  made ; 

■  And  looked  darkly  upwards  to  the  deep  blue  sky 

Hatndded  with  ten  thousand  glittering  constellations: 

H«^"  sad,  eilent,  midnight !  how  gloriously  is  the 

H|inghtncs9  of  the  stars   echoed  on  the  sluggish 

Hborface  of  that  infant  river — how  whisperingly 

does  the  voice  of  the  darkness  steal  along  the 

leaves — how  lovingly  do  the  fire-flie-t  chase  each 

other  among   the  wild-flowers — and  this  is   the 

li^ffar  which  mortals,  in  tlieir  blindness,  give  to 

Bdeep  —  poor  fools!     But   pshaw!    nadtenho  que 

Jazer  com  isso,f  why  should   I  scorn  their  folly, 

while  I  am  fettered  by  my  own?  know  I  not  that 

while  one   human  heart  clings  to  me,  the  pledge 

lay   be   redeemed?     What    hud    I    to    do  with 

Imman.  and   with  her    idle  passion?    Was  not 

Wtresa  false  T  She,  for  whom  I  had  perilled  all  f — 

■\  I  have  Dolliin^  lo  do  with  this. 
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And  this  thing  of  prettJiiess  and  peace,  why  did 
1  draw  her  Eialess  nature  ioto  the  fearful  vortex  ? 
Let  rae  but  burst  thie  last,  this  feeble  link ;- — let 
nie — but  ah !  there  is  a  step  upon  the  rock — tatha 
maA  * — who  conies  ?  " 

"  It  is  me,  10^*6 ; "  said  the  sweetest  i 
that  ever  swelled  npon  the  night  wind ; 
sr  para  tnimf     the  darkness  makes  me  fearful—^ 
1  have  sought  for  you  so  long  that  my  heart  siclt- 
«ned  ;  but  you  are  found  at  last!  " 

"  Atia,"  said  her  companion,  as  he  led  1 
towards  the  month  of  the  cavern ;  "  Why  do  y 
pursue  me  tlius  ? " 

"Because   I   love  you  —  because  1   live  hut 
when  1  am  beside  you,  because  I  am  i 
and  where  my  lieart  hath  made  its  home,  ti 
must  I  dwell  also." — 

A  tempest  Iiowled  through  the  midnight  sky"^ 
the  riv-er-tide,  ui^ed  to  unusual  wrath,  foamed 
and  fretted  over  its  rocky  barriers,  and  threw  its 
light  spray  high  into  the  air.  Masses  of  stoned 
rattling  down  the  ja^ed  sides  of  the  precipi 
the  tall  trees  bowed  their  Itmg  branches  e 
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the  earth,  as  the  tierce  wind  swept  over  them — the 
tightniogs  shimmered  along  tlie  water,  the  thun- 
ler  reverberated  among  the  rocks ;  the  wild-birds 
lew  shrieking  into  their  caverned  homes — all 
■atore  was  convulsed. 

The  storm  passed.  Ana  and  her  companion 
■till  stood  side  by  side  at  the  cavera-mouth. 

"Unhand  me,  I  say:"  were  the  tirst  words 
trfaich  were  audible  among  the  wind-gnsts:  "I 

e  not  for  myself — for  thine  own  sake,  leave  me." 

"  Henrique — dear  Henrique  " — 

*'  Dear  Henrique  ! "  echoed  her  companion ; 
clenching  his  hands  until  the  blood  started  be- 
ii«ath  the  natls:  "■  zopibaudo  voi  ?  *  to  whom  am 
I  dear?  to  the  father  who  abandoned  me — to  the 

(fcrttme  which  betrayed  me — to  the  mistress  who 
bartered  me  for  gold  1 " 
"Why  will  you  talk  thus  ?" — 
"  Because  ray  heart  is  prompter  to  my  words 
— because  I  am  one  whom  the  world  hath  branded 
with  its  accursed  signet  of  ruin — ^because,  amid  a 
crowd  of  auloinala  I  have  dared  to  act — because,  in 
Aort,  I  am  not  like'my  fellow-men — I  am  alone" — 
•  Do  you  jest ! 
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"So;  not  alone,  Henrique,  sinlo 
nfa6"  • 

"  Fond    fool  I "    muttered     her     companion" 
lbrou-;)i    hie  closed  teeth,     as    be    bent   for  ttn 
iu&tant  over  the  kneeling  miuden,  and  smoothed 
back  her  long  silky  htur :    "  I  thought  not 
ibee:.  Ana,  as  I  spoke — would  that  thy  love 
been  less  steadfast." 

"  I  repent  it  not :"  said  the  lady,  as  she  rote 
and  stood  before  him,  tall  and  stately  in  her 
^ung  beauty :  '*  I  kjiow  that  thy  life  is  one  of 
mystery,  but  I  seek  not  to  pry  into  its  secrets — 
it  in  enough  for  me  that  Uiey  are  thine,  for  them 
to  be  hallotred  in  my  eyes  —  yes,  love,  though 
thou  hast  taught  mine  eye  to  weep,  and  my  breast 
lo  heave,  better  lu  eorrow  at  thy  side  tlian 
happy  where  thou  art  noil  " 

"  Ana,  why  do  you  cling  to  me  1  could  I 
sever  this  la^t  Uuk  which  binds  me  to  my 
I  should  be  free — entettde'Vos,-f  Ana  ? "  he 
linued,  as  he  laid  his  baud  heavily  on  the  white 
arm  of  the  maiden.  '^FREE  .'—-like  the  wind  on 
the  mountain-top,   girl — like  the    thunder  as  it 
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peals  along  the  sky — like  the  ocean-wave,  when 
H  battles  in  !ts  strength  with  the  might  of  the 
tempest — free  to  come  ajid  to  gr .  You  have  been 
deceived  in  me.  Ana:  I  ara  not  what  I  eeem — 
leave  me,  and  you  arc  safe  —  cling  to  me, 
*nd  "— 

"  I  care  not — I  care  not  for  the  alternative — 
I  have  abandoned  my  home  to  share  thy  fortunes 
be  they  what  they  may :  and  I  will  abide  by  that 
which  I  have  done." 

"  Que  maravUha !"  *  murmured  Henrique 
beneath  his  breath:  "  and  must  she  he  the  vic- 
tim ?  —  Not  if  words  can  yet  win  her  from  de- 
Btrocdon : — listen  to  me.  Ami :  I  pray  you  leave 
me  —  the  world  and  I  must  henceforth  have 
IBOthing  in  common  :  I  seek  not  even  ifour  love — 
I  can  yield  you  no  affection  in  return — let  us  part 
then:  I  would  fain  lead  a  life  of  hate — it  is  for 
ibis  that  I  beseech  you,  leave  me —  I  have  no 
leisure  for  love.  Ana;  love  must  be  nourished  by 
fliniles,andwhispers,  and  flatteries — hatred  springs 
spontaneously,  and  thrives  without  an  effort  —I 
Would  hate  freely  and  fiercely— laugh  to  scoru 
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every  link  of  the  servile  cliain  of  memory  and 
aseodatioD — hew  out  a  destiny  of  solitary,  proud, 
compKiiionlese  supremacy — make  shapes  out  of 
the  midiiight  storm-cloud  —  hear  voices  in  the 
bowl  of  the  tempest-breath,  and  in  the  poar  of  the 
cataract — find  a  home  on  the  wild  wave,  and  i| 
the  wilderness — cast  back  a  thousand-fold 
curses  of  the  false  herd  whose  wiles  have  wither 
me — that  is  the  life  I  covet,  Ana,  a  life  which 
you  cannot  share  !  "  And  he  tossed  his  dark  locks 
proudly  to  the  Dig;ht-bre6ze,  and  snuffed  the  i 
with  heaving  chest  and  dilated  uostrils,  tike  | 
chafed  war-horse. 

"  There  was  a  time  " — wept  the  fiiir  prl. 
"  You  say  well,  Ana  —  there  waa  indeed  a 
time  —  you  knew  me  not  when  fbe  world  bent 
before  me  in  my  youth :  when  I  was  worshipped, 
followed,  idolized  —  yet  such  /ins  been  —  but  I 
lament  not  that  it  is  past.  If  tlie  world  aud  I 
once  touched  palms  in  fellowship,  it  was  wb«n 
we  knew  but  little  of  each  other— our  hands  have 
since  met  in  strife; — deadly,  implacable  strife  : — 
this  same  world  is  a  hydra-headed  enemy,  ', 
will   yet   have  my  foot  upon  its  neck — and  t 


ottne 

thereJ^^ 
hich 
ocks 


THE    DEMON    MONK. 


■i 


leave  me,  Ana ;  the  m^\\i  wears— 
ly  Itour  to  keep  tr^ttt." 

The  maiden  beat  her  loag,  graceful  throat 
like  B  wind-swept  reed,  but  she  did  not  move 
£nm  beside  him  :  "  Henrique,"  she  said  gently, 
if  you  abandon  me,  I  am  lost." 
"Lost — doubly  lost  with  me!"  replied  her 
pompauiuQ  convulsively  :  "  lost,  body  and  soul  ! 
lAna,  you  have  loved  me — yes,  even  amid  my 
.tnttvmess,  I  do  believe  that  you  have  loved  me — 
you  have  done  all  that  woman  can  do  when  she 
fives  away  her  heart :— you  have  abandoned  all 
for  me — a  proud  home,  a  wealthy  suitor,  an  in- 
dulgent father — and  how  have  I  repaid  you  ?  by 
j(k  few  empty  flatteries,  a  few  idle  wliispers ;  by 
^tber  suffering  your  love  than  buying  it  with  B 
leturn — but  now,  indeed,  I  will  repay  you  all. 
The  world  prates,  if  ray  memory  serve  me,  of 
gratitude  and  generosity — I  would  not  be  less 
worthy  than  that  specious  world  of  all  that  you 
have  done  and  sufl'ered  for  my  sake. — Go,  then. 
Ana:  to  you  there  is  danger  in  my  vicinity — 
;|>eril  in  the  very  atmosphere  I  breathe — did  1 
joffer  you  to  linger  longer  by  my  side,  I   were 
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■enfotd  the  demon  that  1  am — Go  to  your  falher'K 
hearth ;    it   ie  wide  enough,  maiden,  to  receive 
you  back — go  to  ihe  marble  halls  of  your  hirtk-j 
place,  Uier  are  lofty  enough  to  yield  you  ahel 
beoeatb    their  fretted  roofs. — Nay,  look  not 
me  with  that  affrighted  eye — the  world,  which 
yon  all  worship,  will  surely  pardon  you  that  you 
have  loved,  and  then  grown  wearj-  of  your  paapij 
sion — IB  it  not  mercifnlJ"     And  he  laughed 
bitter  laugh  of  rucklc-ssness  and  acorn. 

"1  have  but  j'ou  in  all  that  world!"    eud 
the  low,  Boul-ftricken  voice. 

"But  me!"  echoed  Henrique:  "and  what 
am  I,  that  you  should  hang  upon  me  thus  I  I 
tell  you,  girl,  (hat  the  rock  agauist  which  1  lean 
were  a  more  merciful  resting-place  for  ^our  anus. 
— My  heart  was  withered  ere  1  saw  you  first — I 
gave  it  once — gave  it  wholly,  irrecl  aim  ably,  to 
one  of  your  false  sex.  You  are  lair,  AntL,  1 
know  it ;  very  fair — hut  she  was  as  the  oa^s  of 
the  desert,  as  the  diamond  of  the  mine, — grace- 
ful as  a  young  antelope,  and  majestic  as  the  ce- 
dar tree  of  the  East.  \A'ould  you  know  haw 
loved  her?    Ask  your  fond,  foolish  heart  tow] 
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per  it ;  and  even  then  you  will  never  guess  how 
deeply,  how  passionately  I  loved  her  !  The  rest 
of  this  poor  tale  is  scarcely  worth  the  telling;" 
he  pursued  with  haughty  bitterness :  "while  the 
world  bowed  before  me,  she  held  me  to  her 
heart — but  a  change  came  over  my  fortunes — 
and  then.  Ana — but  you  are  a  woman,  and 
you  can  guess  the  rest. — We  met  once  again ; 
after  tny  star  had  Failed — she  spumed  me — 
loathed  me  —  shrank  from  me  !  " —  He  paused 
for  a  moment,  and  then  added  scornfully  :  "  She 
gBTe  her  hand  to  a  prouder  lover  —  she  had 
gold  upon  her  arm,  and  diamonds  upon  her  brow 
— she  wore  her  shame  bravely. — And  in  sooth  I 
liked  her  the  better  for  it  that  she  bent  not  her 
neck  to  the  yoke  of  conscience  like  a  craven" — 

"And  her  husband?"  —  murmured  the  lady 
•Ana. 

*'  What  would  you  ask  of  him  1"  he  de- 
manded sternly  :  "he  wooed  her  for  her  beauty ! 
he  cared  not  that  her  heart  had  known  another 
resting-place,  while  the  finger  of  the  world 
pointed  to  her  as  an  honorable  matron — but  I 
was   revenged !    Perchance  I  have   paid   dearly 
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for  that  revenge  :  but  it  was  grea    and 

"  Alas !  for  her  falsehood.' 

*'  Ora  vamos!* — ihe  highways  of 
of  it — 'tis  a  hedge-weed  which  grows  unplanted 
— and  for  yourself,  why  do  you  cling  to  me  ?  —  1 
have  no  heart  to  offer  you  at  a  price — I  have 
gold  to  tender  you  as  a  bribe — 1  use  so  cot 
wiles  to  beguile  you  of  your  affectiona" — 

"When  I  look  on  thee'' — commenced 
tenderly. 

"  Ha  1  IB  it  so  ?  do  yoo  love  me  for  the  poor 
beauty  which  nature  in  eome  idk  freak  bestowed 
upon  ino  ?  Wbj,  Undistima,  the  mountaui  winds, 
and  the  ocean-billows,  amons  which  hencefor- 
ward I  shall  live,  will  soon  claim  that  as  a  for- 
feit-pledge—  my  lip  and  brow  will  lose  their 
tint;  1  shall  become  unhke  the  noble  Henrique, 
whose  proud  manhood  won  your  young  affecl 
— I  shall  be  a  savage  outlaw — a  wanderer 
wilds." 

"  I  shall  never  heed  the  change,  love 
Ana,  fondly:  "  only  let  me  dwell  with  i 
thy  home,  be  it  where  it  may." 
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"  My  home ! "  fiercely  echoed  Henrique  : 
"seek  me  on  the  moiiiitain  crest,  where  the  wild 
engle  and  the  vulture  roost — in  the  rocky  ca- 
Tema,  where  the  wolves  hold  council — on  the 
ocean-wave,  where  the  tall  ship  labours  with  the 
tempest — I  have  tuld  thee,  that  henceforward  I 
will  have  no  home :  let  worldlings  collect  their 
empty  gauds  around  their  enervating  bearthn, 
and  talk  of  home^I  have  done  with  toys  like 
theHG." 

"  Nay,  if  you  will  indeed  become  a  wanderer 
jn  fact  as  well  as  in  spirit,  my  own  Henrique,  I 
will  wander  at  your  side ;  dread  nothing  from 
my  weakness,  nor  from  my  fears ;  I  will  bear 
fveiy  hardship  uncomplainingly," 

"Poor  girl!"  said  Henrique;  "you  talk  of 
mJTering  with  me  as  though  it  were  the  trial  of 
an  hour :  I  am  about  to  breast  danger,  perhaps 
death — the  forest-tree  may  chance  to  brave  the 
storm,  hut  the  rose  -  branch  would  scatter  its 
UoBBoms  before  the  first  blast — pefo  Ihe  em  car- 
tezia*  let  me  contend  alone." 

"Here,  then,  will  I  die;"  said  the  maiden, 
frintly. 

•  1  beseech  you. 
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"  Pfay,  nay;  thou  art  too  fair  to  die;"  lauj 
ed  Henrique ;  *'  the  world  cherishes  such  as  t 
in  its  bosom — one  kiss,  and  ferewell,  Ana.- 
shall  be  soon  forgotten." 

The  maiden  raised  her  head,  and  looked  stei 
fastly  upon  him :  the  blighting  laugh  had  : 
yet  died  away  upon  his  lips ;  a  pang  smote  upi 
her  heart.  "Hear  me  then;"  she  said  in  her 
turn,  while  her  dark  eye  flashed  for  an  instant 
in  the  moou-beam  ;  "  hear  me  as  I  swear,  now, 
beneath  this  blessed  light,  that  I  will  never  quit 
your  side — for  yon  I  have  abandoned  all — you 
are  to  nie  a  world — go  where  you  will — scorn  me 
as  you  may — in  sickness  and  in  health,  in  joy 
and  in  sorrow — in  danger  or  in  security — all  will 
lie  alike  to  me.  I  have  loved  you,  and  I  will 
cling  to  you — I  have  trusted,  and  I  will  not  be 
betrayed —Henrique  the  noble,  or  Henrique  1 
outcast ;  the  idol  of  a  courts  or  the  reviled  < 
crowd,  you  are  the  same  to  me." 

The  Fidalgo  quailed  for  a  moment  1 
her   sudden    and   unanticipated   energy,  but  i 


■allied  on  the  instant. 


he   said 


gently,  "  I  thank  you  for  your  devotion,  baff^ 
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must  not  be.  I  have  sworn,  and  I  must  fulfil 
the  compact — I  am  pledged,  and  I  may  not  fail 
— nor  is  this  all :  I  dare  not  tell  you,  girl !  but 
darker  powers  are  at  work  than  any  with  which 
you,  poor  trembler,  can  contend," 

"Tell  me — "  gasped  out  the  maiden.  "  I  can 
bear  all  save  thy  desertion." 

"  Vem  ca ;"  *  said  her  companion  convulsively  : 
"Come  hither  till  I  whisper  to  you  a  fearful 
secret." 

He  wafl  obeyed:  and  the  next  moment j1»<i 
Bank  shrieking  to  the  earth. 

"  Ha !  now  thou  art  convinced ;"  murmured 
her  companion:  "now,  indeed,  there  needs  no 
further  at^ument — look !  the  moon  will  ere  long 
rest  upon  the  crest  of  yonder  mountain,  and 
then — " 

"What  then?"  gasped  the  maiden,  scarcely 
conadouB  of  her  own  utterance. 

"Then  must  the  forfeit  be  paid — the  pledge 
redeemed  —  the  price  told  down  —  the  compact 
sealed  in  blood — you  will  leave  me  now.  Ana — " 

"  Never ! — one  victim,  you  have  told  me  will 
suffice — ^yoO  may  yet  escape — I   ask    you  to  r©- 
*  Come  hither. 
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member   only,  in  after  years  of  happim 
Ana  died  I" 

"Away,  raah  girl — life  were  valueless,  wbeo 
bought  at  such  a  price^ — -Away,  my  hour  is  come 
— ^your  love  is  my  destruction — look  at  yonder 
dark  shadow — "  ^M 

"  It  is  a  forest'boagh — "  ^H 

*'  Eartb  never  fed  its  root — do  yon  not  trem- 
ble r 

"  Nay,  now  you  jest  wilb  me  indeed ;  are  you 
not  still  beside  me  V  dl 

"  But  you  must  die,  Ana — "  ^H 

"  1  will,   I  will— to  buy  for  yoo  a  bundred^ 


ye: 


s  of  life- 


-a  century  o 


■'  Alas !     I     pray    you 


flonous  existence — 
fly  —  see  1    it    coma 


"Yes,  Henrique,  but  I  see  no  cause  for  i 
— it  is  a  jutting  rock ;  how  large  it  looms  h 
moonlight !" 

"Again,  I  tell  you,  fond  one,  that  the  rou 
globe  never  yielded  resting-place  to  such  b  r 
lie  warned,  and  leave  me." 

Still  she  stood  iirui — her  arms  were  twined 
around  him  ;  her  cheek  rested  upon  Ma  shoulder. 


The  shadow  grew  denser,  darker — there  was 
a  wild  shriek — a  sullen  plunge — and  the  waters 
of  the  rock-lake  were  tinged  blood-red  ! 

On  the  morrow  a  peasant  found  the  body  of 
B  maiden  floating  on  the  waters  of  tlie  cavern — 
it  was  the  corpse  of  the  lady  Ana — the  beauty 
of  the  province. 


Would  any  know  more  of  the  Apostate 
Monk  'i  He  was  found  dead  on  the  same  spot ; 
but  his  corpse  bore  the  scathing  traces  of  light- 
niiig,  and  there  were  marks  of  violence  upon 
his  chest  and  throat,  as  though  he  had  died 
grappling  with  a  strong  enemy  ;  his  fine  features 
were  fearfully  convulsed,  and  his  limbs  rigid. 
The  pious  crossed  themselves  and  turned  aside — 
tlie  priests  denied  burial  to  the  corpse  in  conse- 
crated ground ;  and  tlie  few  who  remembered 
the  deatli  of   the  lady  Ana  shuddered   as  they 


whispered  among  themselves,  that  if  she  had  in- 


I 
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deed  been  sacrificed  to  save  her  lover,  she  had 
died  in  vain ;  for  but  few  years  had  since  passed 
away,  and  it  was  dear  that  the  Evil  One  had 
broken  his  compact  with  the  Demon  Monk ! 


I 
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My  ideas  of  the  approach  to  Pombal  are  by  no 
means  clear ;  for  we  entered  the  town  during  a 
most  determined  rain,  which,  in  ten  minutes, 
drenched  us  to  the  skin.  There  is  no  contending 
with  a  Portuguese  rain  ;  it  comes  down  like  the 
stream  of  a  torrent,  carrying  every  thing  before 
it  Perhaps  the  prospect  of  shelter  under  such 
circumstances  enhanced  in  the  eyes  of  our  party 
the  beauty  of  the  locality,  but  it  is  not  the  less 
certain  that  we  all  declared  the  aspect  of  Pombal 
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n 


utifal 

tched 


to  be  extrenicl}-  impressire.  lu  ruined  castle 
erowning  k  heigtit  which  overhung  the  town, 
■nd  Hately  eTen  in  decay — its  fine  open  B<{uare 
— wid  the  distant  frins;G  of  pines,  which,  spread 
far  away  on  the  Condnxa  etde,  formed  a  beautifsl 
picture;  but  the  town  did  not,  on  a  nearer 
proach,  encourage  a  more  detailed  descripl 
the  majority  of  the  houses  were  in  wretchi 
repair,  and  dirty  to  an  excess ;  the  church  un- 
guiarly  unattractive;  and  tbe  prison  uncomfort- 
ably conspicuoos. 

The  Fornv  de  Pombal  •  is  celebrated  all  over 
Portugal  for  a  miracle,  which,  as  it  is  at<«ertecl. 
was  once  wrought  tliei-e.  Some  holy  man,  per- 
secuted for  liis  sanctity,  though  wherefore,  or  by 
whom,  1  could  never  learn,  for  the  tale  is  some- 
what loosely  told,  at  length  sheltered  himself  at 
Pombal ;  but  his  enemies,  having  discovered  bis 
place  of  refuge,  hunted  him  from  street  to  street, 
and  from  house  to  house,  until  not  a  roof  was  left 
to  shelter  his  devoted  head.  In  this  strait, 
closely  pursued  by  big  persecutors,  and  it  may  be 
also,  weary  of  a  life  which  was  a  stranger  to  all 
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peace,  be  sprang  into  thia  oven,  thea  heated  for 
the  purpose  of  baking  bread,  preferring,  in  hid 

»  misery,  the  fierceness  of  the  flames  to  the  nierci- 
lessness  of  man— but  lo !  a  miracle — the  door  of 
io  Jortio  santo*  closed  after  him — the  yells  of 
disappointed  malice  met  his  ear  as  he  disappeared 
— then  tlie  mocking  laughter  of  tiiumph  reached 
bim  ill  his  retreat,  for  his  fiendish  enemies  ima- 
gined that  they  had  at  least  hunted  him  to  the 
death — but  the  heat  had  already  suicided — the 
obsequiouB  HaineB  licked  the  dust  around  uid 
about  bim,  but  respected  the  spot  on  which  he 
stood !  Like  the  three  men  of  old,  who  M'alked 
unscathed  through  a  fiery  furnace,  so  sat  the 
modem   saint,    fearless   and    unharmed.      After 

»•  while  be  walked  forth  among  the  mockers, 
>aiid  his  sanctity  was  established  at  once ;  they 
who  had  wronged  him  cowered  beneath  hie 
frown,  or  fled  his  presence;  while  others  who 
had  hitherto  stood  aloof,  bent  down  in  gra- 
L  thude  for  the  singular  favour  wliich  had  been 
I  Touchsafed  to  their  good  town,  by  the  Blessed 
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Vii^in  and  the  Saiote,  in  tliia  astounding  mira- 
ble.  But  all  was  not  yet  over  ;  the  next  bread 
which  was  baked  in  the  holy  oven  increased  ten- 
fold iu  quantity  when  it  was  witlidrawn;  nor 
did  this  m&ryel  cease  until  the  death  of  the  pious 
man  through  whose  agency  it  had  originated. 
In  commemoration  of  the  miracle,  a  large  cake 
ia  baked  annually  in  the  oven,  which  is 
the  Pombal   cake. 

We  spent  one  night  in  this  town,  and 
following  morning  pursued  our  journey  to  Con- 
deixa.  It  was  a  sultry  day  in  July,  and  as  we 
were  travelling  slowly,  1  turned  aside  from  the 
high  road  with  a  friend,  in  order  that  we  might 
indulge  in  a  gallop  on  an  unusually  laroi 
stretch  of  level  ground.  The  ca/fada  which' 
had  quitted  was  miserably  bad,  varying  from 
sand  to  a  pavement  which  looked  as  tbou< 
had  never,  since  it  was  first  laid  down,  known 
either  renewal  or  repair.  Not  a  tree  threw  aside 
the  beams  of  the  hot  sun ;  all  was  parched  and 
bare.  Our  gallop  tenninated  in  a  by-way  which 
hart  evidently  served  the  purposes  of  a  road. 
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T  H  waa  merely  the  dr)'  bed  of  a  torrent,  wbich  had, 
[  tfae  preceding  winter,  swept  down  the  face  of 
I  the  mountain. 

We  were  compelled,  in  order  to  escape  this 
Scylla,  into  which  we  had  been  betrayed  in  our 
BTotdance  of  the  Charybdia  of  the  calftida,  to  make 
a  etill  wider  circuit ;  and  we  were  amply  repaid 
for  our  perseverance.  Our  backs  were  towards 
Lisbon,  romantic,  filthy  Lisbon;  with  its  opera 
Mtd  its  convents,  ite  palaces  and  its  hovels — its 
^hts  of  beauty,  its  sounds  of  discord,  and  its 
•cents  of  disgust.  Suddenly  the  path  which  we 
had  taken,  uaiTowed,  while  the  steep  sides  of  the 
mountain,  inclining  inwards  on  either  side,  ap- 
proximated above  our  beads ;  and  we  entered  the 
gorge  of  the  ravine  with  a  sense  of  coming  shade 
and  coolness  which  gave  us  new  life.  Nor  was 
the  aDtici[iation  less  agreeable  to  our  panting 
horses,  they  snorted,  threw  up  iheir  hitherto 
drooping  heads,  and  with  dilated  nostrils  drew 
in  the  fresh  breeze  as  it  sighed  along  the  tunnel- 
like  ravine.  We  were  again  travelling  tlirough 
heavy  Band,  wbich  at  each  step  buried  the  hoofs 
of  the  auiuials,  and  scorched  them  like  half  ex- 
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tinguUhed  aehefi;  but  where  the  deep  shadow 
fell,  the  gjoirnd  prCBented  a  cool  and  firm  sur- 
face, varied  only  by  detached  fragraente  of  rock, 
apparently  teinpest-tom  from  the  onequal  face 
of  the  mountain  eide,  and  warning  us  to  shorten 
rein,  and  look  to  our  BtepB. 

Across  the  mouth  of  the  ravine,  its  roots  yet 
vaiuly  clinging  to  th«ir  ungental  bed  on  the  one 
aide,  and  its  wind-stripped  branches  resting  upon 
the  other,  stretched  an  old  and  mouldering  cork 
tree ;  looking,  at  the  first  glance,  like  a  rude 
bridge  for  the  mountaineer  and  the  bandit — it 
gave  the  last  touch  of  the  picturesque  to  a  scene 
already  wild  and  buautiful.  To  our  right  tow- 
ered the  lotiy  mountain,  of  which  the  portion 
that  formed  one  wall  of  the  ravine  was  but  a  very 
inconsiderable  ledge  ;  one  slender  thread  of 
water,  sparkling  and  gliding  under  the  hot  smi 
like  B  silver-skinned  snake,  from  some  bidden 
vault  of  nature,  fell  from  perhaps  two  thirds  ( 
jts  height;  now  looking  so  narrow  that  a  1 
child  might  step  across  it,  but  prepared  to  r 
and  riot,  and  boil  into  a  torrent  at  the  first  I 
ding  of  the  storm-wind.     To  our  lefl,   wh«i  j 
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•ecasional  deft  in  the  rocky  parapet  permitted  us 
to  look  beyond  the  narrow  way  which  we  were 
pursuing,  spread  far  beneath  ua  a  wide  valley 
gay  with  its  orange-groves,  gloomy  with  its  pine 
iwoods,  cheerful  with  its  occasional  habitations  of 
cold  clear  white,  gleaming  doubly  blank  in  the 
Sttoad  sun  light,  and  cool  with  its  dancing  river — 
a  diamond  thread  enclosed  by  emeralds — for  it£ 
banks  were  green  and  grateful  to  the  eye,  and 
turned  the  heart  at  once  to  thoughts  of  home  I 
But  this  fair  scene  was  only  visible  by  glimpses ; 
and  meanwhile  we  were  glad  to  guide  our  snort- 
ing and  refreshed  horses  carefully  among  the 
loose  stones  and  fragments  of  rock  with  which 
tiae  road  was  so  thickly  overlaid. 

After  a  few  minutes  of  silence,  during  which 
inhaled  the  cool  air  with  delight,  we  were  con- 
KMUS  that  it  came  to  us  freighted  with  the  breath 
of  flowers.  The  anticipation  was  delicious !  We 
should  see  greeu  leaves  and  gay  blossoms  be- 
tide our  very  patli ;  and  perhaps,  for  the  soft 
odour  bad  made  us  exacting  in  our  hopes,  per- 
haps, a  sparkling  stream  to  refresh  our  burning 
thirst,  and  a  shady  tree  to  cool  our  no  less  burn- 
ing brows. 
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tain  stream,  to  which  my  truant  taete  had  led 
him.  No  Buch  home-views  are  to  be  seen  \o 
Portugal ;  uevertheless,  he  might  have  reined  up 
at  the  door  of  a  solitary  hovel,  decorated,  in  defi- 
ance of  the  old  saw  that  says,  "Good  wine  needs 
no  bush,"  with  a  bunch  of  myrtle  or  bay  as  lai^e 
aa  B  besom,  above  the  door  of  entrance.  And 
truly  it  is  to  be  doubted  whether  the  proverb 
would  have  been  gainsaid  when  he  had  done  bo  ; 
for  the  bom  vinho  •  of  the  way-side  is,  nine  times 
out  of  ten,  vinegar  in  every  respect,  save  that  it 
does  not  possess  its  agreeable  acid. 

Hunger  and  thirst  are,  however,  wonderful 
annibilators  of  fastidiousness,  and  I  began  first 
to  wish  for  water  for  my  horse,  and  then  for 
wine  for  my  companion.  I  thought  of  my  horse 
first,  for  he  could  not  even  solace  his  sorrows  by 
grumbling,  a  consolation  of  which  my  friend  was 
largely  availing  himself. 

As  we  passed   along,   we   startled   scores   of 

small    gray  lizards,  scarcely  to  be  distinguished 

from  the  morsels    of  rock   on  which  they  were 

Ijring  basking  in  the  sun,  until,  on  our  approach, 

•  Good  wine. 
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they  gfacefully  glided,  rather  than  ran,  to  their 
hiding-places  in  every  cleft  and  chasm;  the 
rocks  seemed  alive  with  them. 

A  few  moments  more,  and  mj  first  wish  wu 
granted :  just  in  tront  of  us  a  little  eiream  ran 
rapidly  across  the  road.  "  Water !"  I  exclaimed 
joyously,  and  at  the  same  moment  the  hot  and 
wearied  animals  tossed  their  proud  necks,  and 
neighed  with  delight.  In  a  moment  we  Lail 
both  sprung  from  our  saddles  and  were  drinking, 
with  the  animals,  of  that  cold,  cluystal  -  like 
water.  I  have  often  reflected  on  the  wisdom 
wliich  has  ordained  that  the  fervid  rays  of  the 
flUD  should  fail  to  impart  their  heat  to  the  wave 
on  which  they  rest,  and  so  destroy  the  renovating 
freshness  of  the  wanderer's  welcome  draught. 
We  lingered  for  a  while  beside  the  stream ;  and 
I  talked  of  the  Naiad  who  dwelt  amid  its  waters, 
and  my  couipanion  laughed  at  me ;  bnd  then 
we  mounted  our  horses  and  rode  on. 

Still,  ae  the  breeze  met  us,  the  scent  of  some 
sweet  flower  came  upon  its  breath,  and  I  b^as 
to  doubt  wbethei*  it  were  not  some  small  rock- 
herb  which  was  cheating  us  with  the  hope  of 
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richer  T^etation :  but  suddenly  the  rocky  ledge 
on  our  right  terminated,  and  that  bo  abruptly, 
that  as  we  emerged  from  the  ravine,  it  presented 
almust  a  perpendicular  face.  Then,  indeed,  a 
Bcene  burst  on  us,  which,  by  its  magnificence, 
elicited  an  exclamation  even  from  my  companion. 
The  fair  viilley,  which  we  liad  seen  at  intervals, 
spread  far  before  us ;  and  the  rich  breathings 
which  we  had  bo  long  inhaled  came  from  its 
orange  and  citron  groves,  from  its  hedge-rows  of 
myrtle,  and  its  tufts  of  wild  geranium.  The 
descent  from  the  spot  whence  we  looked  down 
on  this  enchanting  prospect  was,  although 
sufficiently  steep  to  afford  a  little  excitement, 
nevertheless  not  absolutely  dangerous ;  but  ere 
we  essayed  it,  we  stood  for  some  minutes  gazing 
eagerly  around  us.  My  companion  had  tra- 
versed  the  country  during  the  Peninsular  War, 
bnt  had  hitherto  kept  strictly  to  the  road;  he 
was  consequently  as  ignorant  of  the  precise 
point  where  we  should  issue  from  the  ravine 
as  I  was  myself.  In  five  seconds,  however,  he 
knew  his  position. 

"  There  is  the  river !"  he  said  joyously  ;  "  and 
X.2 
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there,  a  little  to  the  right,  is  —  no,  can  it  be 
Rediaba  1  if  it  is,  it  must  certainly  hare  been 
colonized  by  foreigners ;  for  while  I  remember 
many  a  rut  and  bole  in  tbe  highway,  ennly 
they  cannot  have  rebuilt  an  entire  village  !  The 
French  destroyed  nearly  every  house  in  the  pl&OF, 
blew  up  the  bridge,  and  tired  every  building 
that  bad  escaped  during  tlte  engagement — and 
now,  I  must  be  dreaming — "  And  he  actunlly 
rubbed  bia  eyes  to  see  if  he  were  indeed  nwakt. 
He  looked  again ;  there  stood  the  village ;  the 
white  houses  etaoding  out  in  broad  relief  in  tbe 
sunshine — tbe  bridge,  high  and  steep,  with  ii» 
single  arcb  spanning  the  river,  which  n 
pidly  over  its  rough  and  stony  bed ;  the 
looking  cheerfil  and  cleanly,  and  the  vefy 
verse  of  what  it  was  in  reality. 

What  a  magician  is  distance!     1  ne^Tr 
that  truth  so  strongly   as  on   the  day  I   landed 
in  Lisbon. 

"  I  shall  never  forget  that  bridge  durii^  the 
engagement ;"  he  said  again,  after  a  moment* 
silence :  the  men  fell  from  it  by  scores,  the  dead 
and  the  dying  t(^lher — I  should  think  the  river 


n- 
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I  moBt  bare  run  blood — ^it  vas  absolutely  cboked 

'  wilb  corjises !     At  length  !t  was  destroyed ;  and 

many  a  brave  fellow  went  down  with  it   as   it 

disappeared  —  but    Rediiiha   was    a    ruin;    tbe 

sword  did  half  the  work,  and  the  brand  finished 

"Yonder  is  the  regiment!"  e^tclaimed  I — and 
there  it  was  indeed  :  the  caps  and  side-arms  of 
the  men  glancing  in  the  sun,  and  the  horses 
moving  monoUinously  along,  overcome  by  the 
dense  heat.  There  was  not  a  tree  as  far  as  the 
eye  could  reach  on  the  road  they  had  passed, 
but  they  were  rapidly  approaching  a  pine  wood, 
which  promised  to  afibrd  a  temporary  shade. 
They  looked  like  children  in  the  dietance,  and 
yet,  after  gazing  earnestly  for  a  time,  1  could 
even  distinguish  persona  : — "There,"  I  said,  "is 

my  father — and  there  is and—"     There  was 

aomethiug  stmnge  in  seeing  them  moving  along 
that  bare  wUd  heatli ;  sometliing  quite  out  of 
keeping  with  tbe  scenery ;  their  waving  plumes 
■nd  gleaming  swords,  were  so  little  suited  to 
the  place.  A  string  of  mules,  or  a  bullock-car, 
would  have  filled  up  the  picture  far  better;  but 
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their  appearance  produced  just  the  same  effect 
upon  me  that  I  experience  when  I  look  npon  a 
painting  of  some  stupendouB  ruin  in  Rome,  with 
the  foreground  relieved  by  a  gentleman  in  a 
body-cuat,  and  a  lady  with  a  parasol. 

At  length  we  commenced  the  descent ;  and 
uft«r  sundry  slidings  and  sUppings,  stood  safely 
on  tha  outskirt  of  the  plain :  we  were  laughing 
gaily,  and  congratulating  each  other  on  our 
nerve  and  horsemanship,  when  the  sound  of  a 
full,  clear,  manly,  and  very  melodious  voice  came 
cheerfully  on  the  wind  ;  and  looking  in  tlie  di- 
rection whence  it  proceeded,  we  discovered  the 
singer  not  two  hundred  yards  from  us.  His 
back  was  also  to  Lisbon  ;  and,  like  ourselves,  be 
had  evidently  avoided  the  calfada :  but,  unlike 
us,  he  had  merely  skirt«d  the  mountain,  instead 
of  traversing  it,  and  had  consequently  gained  in 
distance  and  convenience  what  we  hod  g^ned 
in  beauty  and  variety. 

He  was  a  man  whom  I  should  have  tamed 
look  af^er,  had  I  passed  him  in  the  street  f 
city :  bo  much  more  then  at  the  foot  < 
mountain  !    Moreover,  Senhor  Jose  Joachim  i 
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well  worthy   of   descriptloii  for    his    own  sake, 
• — but  that  waa  after-knowledge. 

The  Binger,  then,  was  a  man  of  some  twenty- 
three,  or  four,  with  the  blackest  eyes  and  the  whit- 
est tteth  in  all  Portugal.  He  had  a  brow  which 
would  have  suited  a  noble,  and  a  smile  that 
would  hare  graced  a  woman ;  his  complexion 
was  that  clear  soft  brown  through  which,  in  mo- 
ments of  emotion  or  excitement,  the  blood  may 
be  seen  as  it  courses  along  the  veins.  He 
Carried  his  letter  of  introduction  in  his  faCe;  it 
would  have  been  as  impossible  to  have  passed ' 
him  witliout  notice,  as  not  to  have  admired  him 
when  seen.  On  his  head  he  wore  the  usual 
tombrero  *  of  the  muleteer,  but  so  covered  with 
silver  taggs,  and  cords  and  rosettes  of  black  silk, 
that  it  was  almost  handsome,  as  well  as  pictur- 
esque ;  his  jacket  was  of  velvet  of  a  deep  purple 
colour,  but  it  was  now  thrown  over  the  neck  of 
a  very  fine  Spanish  mule,  on  which  he  was 
mounted :  hb  waistcoat  was  of  black  velvet, 
thickly  set  with  three  rows  of  the  hanging  silver 
filagreed   buttons,    known    in   England   as    the 

•  Broad-flapped  hat. 


■  in^,  0! 


pouBAL  a: 


Badajoa  button.  Bound  bis  wsist  be  wore  s 
Bcarf  of  very  brigbt  scarlet,  the  two  ends  grace- 
fully twisted  tofrelher,  and  hanging  low  upon 
the  saddle;  he  had  bows  of  ribbon  Ht  his  knees, 
with  long  ends  streaming  in  the  wind ;  and  there 
was  altogether  an  air  of  coxcombry  and  con- 
sciousness about  him  which  showed  that  nature 
had  not  been  prodigal  of  her  gifts  to  one  who 
was  ungrateful  for  them. 

As  be  rode  up  to  us,  for  we  were  slightly  in 
advance  of  him,  he  was  evidently  eftgaged  in  eome 
occupation  in  which  he  was  interested,  and  with 
which  the  song  did  not  interfere — I  was  not  long 
in  doubt  as  to  its  nature,  for,  as  he  approached, 
a  cloud  of  small  feathers  floated  away  past  me, 
and  when  he  raised  his  hat,  and  greeted  us  with 
the  courteous  Viva  •  of  the  country,  I  remarked 
that  the  other  band  still  grasped  a  half-plucked 
pigeon. 

With  intuitive  politeness,  as  he  replaced  bis 
hat,  he  drew  on  the  jacket  which  he  had  evi- 
dently taken  off  on  account  of  the  heat,  remark- 
ing, OS  he  did   so,  that  had  he  known  he  shoul 


•  Long  life  (6  you. 


encounter  uma  Seiihom  Ingieza,  *  he  would  have 
resumed  it  before.  I  made  a  euitable  reply,  at 
which  he  again  took  oEF  his  sombrero,  and  smiled, 
and  showed  his  wbit£  teeth  with  evident  gratifi- 
cation. 

We  could  not  decide  on  who,  or  what,  he 
vas;  and  he  skilfully  evaded  such  questions  as 
we  were  able,  without  indelicacy,  to  ask.  The 
entire  costume  was  that  of  a  muleteer,  but  the 
materials  of  his  dress,  and  the  air  with  which 
it  was  woi'u,  were  very  superior  to  what  was 
usaalty  seen  among  that  class  of  men. 

I  made  some  conjectural  remark  to  my  com- 
panion, to  which  he  replied  in  the  same  tone^ 
greatly  to  the  amusement  of  our  new  friend, 
whose  laugh  rang  out  merrily  as  he  said  unhesi- 
'  latingly,  "  You  are  wondering  who  I  am — whence 
I  came, — and  whither'  I  am  bound,  I  came  from 
Lisbon — I  am  going  to  Condeixa — what  I  am 
called  I  will  tell  you  another  day.  Em  boca  cer- 
Tuda  na6  entra  mosca."-\- 

"We  are,  then,  likely  to  see  you  again?'. 
I  a«ked,  much  amused. 


■  ■  An] 


Engliah  laJy.    t  A  close  mouih  catches  do  flies. 
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n — kc  Hd  a^  look  with  ft 
ayayBOit  flf  a^  wmdn- — 

*T«>  iM  f  If  Mij  far  ]w  dniiier,  I  per- 
■•  ;*  I  i^^Bfarf  aA>r  >  pMMBt  ianag  wfaicfa 
'  oafawH  ftari  hen  dnt,  and  ^ipveatl; 


i^  yniliri.-*  Iw  K|i»ed  cooUy,  h 
Ak  IM,  vUek  WW  Dcnr  loletmb)  j 
■ifcHib  is  «■•  «f  the  pocfceto  of  iat 
htm  fmik  iMAo-,  oo  wfakfa  he  im- 
■aand  fwiioiiB.  "1  sIwbts 
t:  MHC^BW ■;  bread;  g&Hic  and 


•203 

t  find  every  where,  and  thus  I  seldom  want 
;  it  amuses  me  also,  and  therefure  miitai 
dons  cod/ios  tie  huma  ctijailada* — but,  by  Our 
Lady  !"  he  added  with  sudden  animation,  "  I  am 
coTering  Ihe  Senhora  with  the  feathers  of  thi" 
ill-coiiditluned  bird" — and  as  he  s|ioke,  he  brought 
his  mule  round  to  the  other  side  of  my  horse, 
looking  as  distressed  as  an  officer  of  six  feet 
high  at  a  drawing-room,  when  he  has  carried 
away  the  lapjiets  of  a  dumpy  Dowager  on  his 
epaulette. 

"  Wlio  can  he  be?"  eaid  I,  more  and  mors 
bewildered,  "  suppose  he  should  be  the  Marquis 
of  Chaves  t  himself  iu  disguise!" 

The  merry  Senhor  caught  at  the  name  as  it 
left  my  lips — "Ua!  Chaves — he  hates  the  Eng- 
lish —  r  know  it,  for  I  have  lieard  him  grind 
his  teeth  when  be  talked  of  you — all,  all,  he 
hates  you  all!  And  your  King,  too;  though 
Dom  Miguel  is  gone  to  England  to  gee  him  : — 
is  it  very  far  to  England?" 

*  1  kill  two  birds  with  one  stone. 

t  Chaves  wu  at  this  lime  expected 
eiwoDnter  die  British,  and  wu  said  to  have  i 
tvaj  direction,  as  well  u  to  be  adrenturoui  himself. 


I 
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I  did  not  like  the  (luestion :  it  startled  i 
it  Beemed  so  very  improbable  that  the  individtM 
who  asked  it  was  i^orant  of  eo  simple  a  f 
and  my  frieod  appeared  to  like  it  as  little  as  1  d 
I  therefore  answered  as  briefly  as  I  could ; 
in  order  to  change  the  conver^atioD,  I  said  < 
lesely,  "  Are  you  not  afraid  to  travel  alone  t 
unarmed,  now  that  tlie  country  is  so  unsettle^ 
and  that  the  robbers  have  been  so  daring?' 

The  effect  of  Uie  question  was  electric* 
The  large  black  eyes  flashed  like  meteors,  ana 
the  grncefully-cul  lips  wreathed  themselves  into 
an  expression  of  the  most  scornful  rage,  as  he 
thrust  his  hand  into  the  lolds  of  his  scarlet  sash, 
and  half  drew  forth  his  stiletto — "  Here,  too  !'*  he 
ttaid  proudly,  as  I  watched  him  with  some  anxiety, 
and  not  without  a  strange  flutter  at  my  heart,  "  I 
have  these  also!"  and  tearing  open  his  waistcoat,  he 
di.'^played  to  me  the  butt  ends  of  a  pair  of  pistols. 
"  We  are  not  to  cairy  arms,  forsooth  !"  he  oict- 
teied  to  himself  as  he  re-adjusted  his  drees  with 
all  tlie  care  of  a  petit-nmUre,  "  we  are  to  be  called 
thieves  and  liars  to  our  beards,  and  we  are  to  wear 
no  stiletto  to  wash  out  the  di^jrace — or  we  are  to 
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meet  a  wolf  in  our  path,"  he  pursued,  smoothing 
his  features  into  &  more  gentle  expression,  and 
resuming  in  some  degree  hia  gay  emile  ;  "  and  we 
are  not  to  send  a  ballet  to  hie  heart ; — they  may 
go  too  far — 0  cao  com  raica  de  sew  dono  trava !"  * 
He  Was  silent  for  a  moment,  and  neither  my 
fnend  nor  myself  felt  an  inclination  to  venture  on 
a  reply ;  the  change  in  his  expreaaion  had  been 
fearful ;  but,  in  five  minutes  all  was  as  smooth  and 
sunshiny  as  ever.  Nevertheless,  the  memory  of 
the  look  remained,  and  it  was  not  easy  to  forj^et 
it,  and  to  converse  as  we  bad  done  at  tirst.  He 
seemed  to  feel  this;  for  he  silently  continued 
denuding  the  poor  pigeon  of  its  feathers,  and  I 
remarked  that  for  some  time  be  did  so  with  a 
species  of  convulsive  energy  which  betrayed  that 
the  fiery  spirit  was  not  yet  laid  to  rest.  At  lengih 
lie  removed  his  hat,  and  having  made  me  a  very 
respectful  bow,  hurst  forth  at  once  into  one  of 
tlie  wild,  warlike  melodies  of  the  country;  at 
times  his  deep,  rich  voice,  dropped,  as  it  were,  to 
yoiir  heart's  centre,  and  then  t^ain,  with  almost 
a  shriek,  it  was  so  clear,  so  rincr'ng,  he  caught  up 


Ins  flondvero  aboTe  hts  head 
m  a  ffBoei  ^  cxlMy.  Oaee  the  stnuD  became 
m  mmmndtl  Aat  1  Gilt  dw  lean  ready  to  start, 
mi  *■  <b;b-  bcM  Ua  head  knr  no  the  neck  of 
tm  ^irie  Ke  aaa  Jfiyairing — I  hail  often  faesTd 
«f  Aa  faw  of  aaae  iqiaa  burses,  and  here  I 
mm  it  aaaaffified;  the  animal  which  I  mjiielf 
■ajawaa  naaffcaUe  br  her  ngacitr,  and  as  the 
«aSa^  *ale^  «aa  bvaihed  out,  she  druuped 
bar  aack.  aad  pat  her  fart  duwly,  very  slovly 
dsarm,  ■•  tko^E^  Ae  fcnvd  that  Uie  sound  of  ber 
hocf  «B  dte  audi  wnold  beak  in  npon  the  ^irain 
aaee  dw  birijr  alopped,  and  I  hail  to  use  some 
^adi  I iiiknni  to  fatdaee  her  to  pmcced.  Soon 
wpn,  hemtnt,  the  maga  tnm  into  the  shrill 
wW  tooe — I  had  almiM  called  it  yell  of  trimnph 
whidi  had  befam  Mulled  me,  and  all  the  auintalsi 
ui  if  Struck  bjr  the  wand  of  a  ma^cian,  tosaed 
tbeb  heads  as  at  the  snatA  of  the  tnttnpet,  and 
mid  BpringinLrlj  on  the  ^rncmd.  It  was  really 
nrasnificvni  to  listen  lo  thnee  thrillinp,  powerful 
fxrniiii,  amid  mch  a  fccoe  as  that  which  was 
lipread  amond  as;  and  when  the  »ong  ceased, 
thanked  the   •ScaAor  with  a  hearty  gratitodi 


1 


POMBAL    AND    ItEDINnA.  207 

m&de  hira  as  gay  as  ever.  Though  etill  some- 
what afraid  iif  him,  there  was  H  jnyoiipness,  an 
open-beartedness  almut  him  which  ma<le  their 
way  in  spite  of  yiiu ;  and  in  ten  ntiimtes  more 
I  we  were  all  laughing  and  chatting  as  merrily  as 
though  neither  Spniiii^h  spies  nor  the  Marquis  of 
Chares  had  ever  entered  any  of  our  heads.  I 
•aked  for  another  suni^,  and  my  retjnest  was  in- 
Mantly  complied  witli;  liut  the  enerj^,  the  hnoy- 
ancy  of  manner  were  gone  ;  like  a  Prima  Donna 
encored  at  the  opera,  the  Senhor  put  on  a  pretty 
air  of  langour,  and  gave  the  sound  of  the  song 
without  ite  soul. 

We  were  now  rapidly  aiiproaching  Refluihai 
and  my  companion,  probalily  still  in  some  de- 
gree distrusting  our  camelion-like  associate,  point- 
ed out  to  lijm  tlie  regiment  ab<iut  a  mile  in  the 
rear  of  us.  The  Seu/ior  shaded  the  sun  from  his 
eyes  with  his  spread  liand,  n>Hlded  hid  head,  and 
asked  if  we  were  tu  halt  in  Rcdiulia  for  the  night. 
We  replied  in  the  negative  ;  we  were  on  our  way 
to  Cundeisa.  The  smile  with  which  he  heard 
that  we  were  merely  passing  through  the  village, 
and  should  only  halt  to  dinner,  was  one  of  genuine 


people !     bad    people 


flatia&ctiou. 


said,  waving  his  band,  and  contractiug  liis  eje- 
brows  into  sotuetbiiig  bordering  on  Uie  dark  ei- 
pression  which  had  before  gathered  on  his  coun- 
tenance— "  thieves — robbers — you  know,  Saihor 
Capitano,^'  addressing  my  friend,  "  that  we  swann 
with  rohbera — not  puny  rogues  who  will  take 
your  purse  and  let  you  pass  ou,  but  strung  men 
who  will  have  bliMxl  ea  well  as  gold — they  are 
in  bands;  tliey  are  in  every  wood  between  Lis- 
bon and  Oporto — they  are  round  the  tables  in  the 
wine  houses — among  the  rocks  by  the  way  side — 
in  the  stable  whore  you  tie  up  your  mule — and 
under  the  roof  where  you  he  down  to  sleep — they 
have  night  signals,  and  day  eigunle — and  woe  to 
bini  against  whom  they  have  sworn  vengeance ! 
— but  em  casa  de  lailra6  ua6  Jalles  em  conla,"  " 
he  added,  looking  round  him  rather  anxiously, 
"  and  the  wind  is  a  ImuI  keeper  of  secrets." 

"  For  mercy's  sake!"  said  I,  somewhat  ner- 
vously, "tell  us  no  more;  I  shall  tremble  at 
tlie  breeze  among  the  branches,  or  gallop  off  to 
etDcape  the  clutches  of  a  green  lizard." 

*  Id  a  lliiofshuuse  one  should  not  talk  of  &  rope. 
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The  Senhor  smiled:  "Yet,  I  say,  get  out  of 
Rediaha  as  fast  as  you  can  :  it  is  the  head-quarters 
of  the  Ladra6  • — their  wives  and  their  children 
live  there — their  hootj  is  hidden  there — heware, 
Seahor,  of  angering  any  inhabitant  of  Redinha 
— they  have  sharp  knives,  a  steep  bridge,  and  a 
swift  stream !  " 

"  Mighty  uncomfortable  all  this  ; "  said  I, 
"and  you,  Senhor,  do  you  not  fear  to  trust  yourself 
among  them  Y' 

"  I  never  fenr :  "  was  the  proud  reply,  as  he 
drew  himself  up,  and  his  chest  heaved  :  "  but  1 
am  no  fool ;  I  never  take  the  wolf  by  the  leg,  nor 
the  ladra6  by  the  throat ;  I  shall  not  enter  Red- 
inha ;  I  know  there  is  one  there  who  bears  me 
DO  good-will^  and  I  have  no  wish,"  he  added 
witli  a  signilicant  gesture,  as  he  run  his  hand  up 
and  down  the  pendant  buttons  of  his  waistcoat 
"to  furnish  his  Sunday  vest,  and  to  feed  the 
fish  under  the  arch  yonder." 

know  not  why,  but  1  misdoubted  the  Se^^■ 
kor  more  after  this  elaborate  expos^  of  the  prin- 
ciples of  the  population  of  Redinha  than  I  had 

•  Tliieves. 
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tf  Ac  had  kvadf ;  aad  Mrfcr  this  nnpraBDoa, 
I  iBsa  vJB  w^ae  evnoMCf  wliat  nml  he  m- 
ma^Bi  ■•  take  m  Older  u  mdh  Condoxa*  be 
iiBiiiJ  ■'■ha^  WslitiiB  that  be  wms  about  to 
■■■  ay  a  yaA  which  woaad  aka^  the  side  of 
Aa  MBHttHa.  wmi  M  eaok  hk  pigeoDa  at  the 
haaac  «€•  fiiiMl  miI  far£Maat;  and  fiaaltT  to 
fevl  Ae  fnv  a  finla  alure  his  friend's  lioow. 
Be  a^daitrd  t^  cnqatnog  at  what  huar  we 
AaaU  Rcvaac  ear  nareh  T  we  declared  ourselres 
aaaUe  l»  mj :  **  It  i^nifiea  nnt :  '  was  his  coo) 
t*ftft  **  I  iWl  vatcfa  fcr  jna ;  nod  will  join 
j««  >fMi  fl«  &e  ocher  sde  of  Redinha." 

la  a  few  aHBaHa  ve  reached  something  which 
I  it  had  been  intended  for  a 
f  abandon^ — this  was  the 
track  wUeh  the  Stmkar  declared  led  to  the  abode 
flf  he  friead;  and  aeeomlingly,  after  a  profusion 
of  VBWB  aad  eorapGmenta,  eoauiKndatioii  to  the 
Viigia,  Bad  a  lew  fiivoarite  saints,  and  another 
:  the  LaJra6  of  Redinha,  he  onoe 
1  down  the  Sombrtro  over  his  corliog 
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black  hair,  Btrack  his  sulitary  silver  spur  into  the 
flank  of  his  mule,  and  disappeared  at  an  eaey 
canter  round  an  elbow  of  the  rock. 

"Who  can  he  be?"  exclaimed  I  once  more  : 
"is  he  a  spy,  the  Marquis  of  Chafes,  or  the 
Captain  of  the  robbers  V 

"I  cannot  say;"  gravely  replied  my  com- 
panion :  "  but  this  I  do  know,  I  am  very  glad  we 
have  parted  company." 

"  But  he  is  to  join  us  agfun,  you  know," 

"  No,  no,  —  DO  fear  of  th  at,  if  we  keep  with 
the  regiment ;  and  perhaps,  all  things  consider- 
ed we  had  better  do  so." 

And  witli  this  6^e  determination  we  rode 
into  the  village. 

The  few  patches  of  vineyard,  Indian  com, 
and  melon,  in  its  immediate  neighbourhood  were 
securely  and  somewhat  fantastically  enclosed  by 
hedges  of  the  prickly  jiear  and  aloe ;  many  of 
the  latter  in  bloom,  and  reminding  one,  with  their 
long  straight,  leafless  steins,  of  the  nursery  tale  of 
Jack  and  the  bean  stalk.  The  enclosures  them- 
_  selves  betrayed  even  more  than  the  usual  negli- 
■    g;eoce  always  auffidently  perceptible  in  Portuguese 
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agriculture ;  they  looked  as  though  they  had 
been  hastily  and  carelessly  planted  irt  the  casual 
intervals  of  a  restless  and  more  exciting  occupa- 
tion ;  or  perhaps  we  imagined  so  from  the  nature 
of  the  information  which  had  just  been  volunteered 
to  us.  The  heavenly  climate  nevertheless  spread 
beeuty  and  luxuriance  over  theae  comparatively- 
neglectod  gardens,  and  they  lay  green  and 
under  the  warm  sun  which  was  glancing  doi 
upon  them. 

If  Redinha  bad  looked  cleanly  and   cheerful 
in  the  distance,  we  were  soon  undeceived  on  the 
subject  wheu   we  drew  nearer.     Every  door  was 
dosed :    every  window  had   its   blind    jealously 
fastened  on  the  inside,  whence  those  who  were 
within    could    see    every  passer  -  by   diatiiict 
themselves  unseen.     Some  poultry,  a  pig  or  V 
and  a  flock  of  turkeys,  as  wild  as  the  mounti 
air  could  make  them,  fled   in  every  direcuoa  J 
we  entered  the  street  which  formed  tlie  villaf 
and  which  was  long,  wide,  and  closely  builtl 
on  both  sides,  terminating  at  the  briilge  befb 
named ;  their  shrill   cries  and  disturbed  gruati 
forming  our  only  and  very  uumelodious  welcome. 
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My  companioD  however,  as  I  have  before 
remarked,  was  an  old  campaigner ;  and  his 
practised  eye  soon  detected  the  bush  swinging 
from  the  door  of  the  village  eslralagent.*  Thither 
x)rdingly  Ijent  our  steps,  and  as  we  sprang 
from  the  saddle,  a  girl  passed  the  threshold,  and 
took  the  bridles  of  the  horses. 

I  spoke  a  few  words  to  her  in  a  kind  and 
condliating  tone,  partly  from  policy,  and  partly 
because  1  had  made  a  practice,  from  my  first  land- 
ing in  the  country,  of  endeavouring  rather  to  win 
than  to  purchase  the  good  offices  and  kindly 
opinions  of  the  peasantry.  She  made  no  reply, 
but  by  a  mournful  wave  of  the  head;  and, 
struck  by  so  unusual  a  circumstance,  for  the  Por- 
tuguese peasants  are  naturally  gay  and  garrulous, 
I  stood  for  a  moment  to  look  at  her  before  I  fol- 
lowed my  friend  into  the  house.  She  bad  passed 
her  first  youth ;  the  bloominess,  if  I  may  be 
ftUowed  so  to  term  it,  of  that  early  girlhood  which 
IB  eo  bright,  BO  beautiful,  and  so  transitory;  yet 
she  did  not  appear  to  have  seen  more  than  twenty 
simimers.      She  was    decidedly  not    handsome. 
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and  yet  there  was  a  pride,  almost  a  sternness, 
seated  on  her  liigh  forehead  which  ^ve  au  air  of 
nohiUty  tliat  did  not  seem  to  belong  of  right  to 
the  mountain  maiden,  the  daughter,  ur  it  might 
even  lie  the  domestic,  of  a  village  wine -house. 
Her  eyes,  like  those  of  the  generality  of 
country-women  were  of  the  deepest  black, 
there  was  a  cold  sadness  in  them  as  she 
before  me,  silently  holding  the  bridles  of  the 
horses,  which  struck  me  instantly.  She  wure  a 
boddice  of  scarlet  cloth,  and  a  petticuat  of  dark 
blue  with  a  scarlet  hem;  at  her  side  hung  a 
rosary  of  carded  cork,  terminating  in  a  small 
crucifix  of  ivory,  with  a  Christ  of  fine  gold  ;  and 
adorned  with  numerous  httle  plates  of  silver 
suspended  from  slight  chains  of  the  same  mate- 
rial, on  wliich  were  rudely  stamped  misshapen 
figures  of  saints,  and  extravagant  representations 
of  the  Virgin  under  many  of  her  inultitudious 
designations.  Her  hair  was  swept  back  smoothlj 
from  her  forehead,  and  gathered  together  at 
crown  of  her  head  in  a  heavy  knot,  where 
had  decorated  it  with  a  crimson  carnation.  I 
all  this  at  a  glance,  and  I  could  not  help  feeling 


louse. 
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'  AS  I  entered  the  bouse,  and  bent  my  head  to  pass 
'  the  portal,  that  the  silent  and  sad  looking  Sen- 
\  iora  without  was  in  Bome  way  strangely  out  of 
I  her  place. 

The  first  thing  of  which  I  was  conscious,  on 
I  "leaving  tlte  fresh  air,  was  a  strong  savour  of  gar- 
f  lie;  and   the  first    object  which  caught  my  eye 

was  the  figure    of  my  friend who  was 

I  Bwallowing,  with  evident  gusto,  a  lung  draught 
of  wine  from  a  glass  which    must  have  held  at 
[  least  B  pint. 

I  "  Bom  viiiho ! "  he  exclaimed  complacently, 
after  drawing  a  long  breath ;  extending  at  the 
same  thne  the  now  empty  glass  towards  a  wi- 
thered old  woman,  who  stood  at  his  elbow,  to 
be  replenished. 

"  Sim,  mio  Seiihor,  muito  bom  vinho !  mutlo 
bom  vinho !  "  *  echoed  the  old  crone,  as  she  filled 
the  glass  from  a  well-used  pig-skin  that  she  held 
in  her  hand  "  todo  lo  viitho  de  Redinha  star  muito 
iom/"t 

I  soon  added  my  plaudits  to  those  of  my  com- 

*  Very  good  wine, 
t  All  the  viae  at  Redinha  U  tttj  good. 


I 


romu.  ASD  sxDnrHA. 

far  1  WW  hot  umI  thireiy,  ami  the  vine 
Bflcur;  bu  1  wv  slso  bnngiy,  and  [ 
I  «f  the  «ld  womnt  whether  du  h«d 
ahleiBthe 


-  Jbito  f^,  M^a  Smiora."  • 

"  I^vdMc  it,  mf  good  womaa ; "  gaid  I : 
*-hRai  vifi  Mt  kaa  a^  the  sppedle ;  Bod  with 
«  *■■<*  rf  Sisp"*!  »hich  jioa  can,  I  du«  «j, 
•iOH   rafij  om^    I    iball  muuge  reiy 

TW  brad  was  hro^fat,  tnt  I  had  altogether 
■mtwfcn<  the  prafaahili^  of  its  being  made  oT 
bfiH  MTBt  ID  it  was,  bmrerer,  and  as  I  bad 
-k^N*  Intd  mj  matoatoej  and  dig«9Ure  pow- 
^B  flB  Am  aott  a— iiiaiji  sod  uosiitts&ctofT 
Hade  ai  brnd,  I  hnked  at  it  in  despair.  I 
CHiiteiadBS  eomhnad  to  brooeof  the  most 
4mmM  ih^p  m  the  world ;  tfae  crust  has  all 
t  U  exof  gingerbread,   and    the 


'  kak*  Ifte  ipoBge-eake;  try  the  fine 
crwst.  aad  too  maj  as  well  attempt  to 
faal  timnagi  h  breaks  mto  splinlere  in 
laaih  m  the  sane  way,  and  has  an  eqoall; 
*  FkatjofbRad. 
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,  agreeable  flavour ;  and  as  to  the  crumb !  it  is 
precisely  such  a  dough  as  I  should  think  might 
be  compounded  of  putty  and  salt — gritty,  and 
Bticky,  and  clammy — I  have  often  amused  my- 
•elf  by  making  little  pellets  of  it,  and  throwing 
it  against  the  wall  by  way  of  experiment;  and 
wherever  it  touches,  it  invariably  sticks !  No 
wonder,  then,  that  I  declined  the  bread ;  and 
just  at  this  moment  the  girl  who  had  taken  our 
horses  entered  the  house.  The  mystery  of  her 
nlcnce  was  developed  at  once ;  she  was  dumb — 
and  she  acquainted  her  principal  by  ngns  so 
well  chosen,  that  they  were  even  intelligible  to 
me,  that  she  had  tied  up  the  animals  in  the 
shade,  and  was  now  ready  to  be  employed  else- 
where. 

"Cannot  she  speak,  Senhora?"  asked  I,  in 
a  tone  of  interest. 

"  Our  Lady  protect  her !"  said  the  old  wo- 
man, with  a  mournful  shake  of  the  bead  ;  "  she 
has  been  dumb  for  years." 

"  Waa  she  not  then   bom   so  ?"   I   asked  in 


I 


e  surprise. 
"No,  Minia 


Senhora,  no ;    she  was  struck 


vol..  I 
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)  ^ram  of  ?iossa  Smhora  dot 
IMb«,*BB  gloiy  be  to  bvr  tnine!  Bat  itarii 
■MI  fBther  Bome  grapes  for  tor." 

And  wlule  I  was  linking  sueh  a  TisiutioD  a 
seal  cxtnor^ynaiy  mode  of  oooferriiig  a  Uee- 
'utg,  tm  lb«  part  of  Oar  Lady  of  the  Agonies, 
the  old  woman  was  grring  directioDS  to  her 
gT«nd-db3d,  for  socfa  the  poor  giri  proved  to  be, 
la  go  and  brtag  in  the  grapes. 

1  foUowed  the  active  and  willing  Marie 
thnjogb  the  low  door  which  opened  into  their 
garden,  if  ganlen  that  could  be  called  which  wss 
in  bet  an  enclosed  piece  of  neglected  and  rocky 
ground,  oTer^trown  with  large  fragments  of 
sUne,  many  of  them  blackened  by  smoke,  and 
all  of  them  defaced  by  violence.  I  needed  no 
inierpreter  here ;  they  were  the  remains  of  some 
former  building — a  remnant  of  the  war  —  (he 
band  of  the  spnilev  had  been  therel  But  a  more 
gentle  clasp  waa  on  tliem  now,  for  a  rich  vine, 
heavy  with  its  purple  grapes,  had  wreathed  itself 
about  them  in  every  direction :  the  clinging  ten- 
drila  were  wound,  like  fairy  iingere,  round  every 
*  Our  Lady  of  the  Agoniei. 
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fragment;  the  large  leaves  heaved  with  the  slight 
breeze,  and  fell  back,  shading  with  their  wild 
luxuriance,  some  traces  of  the  ruin  upon  which 
they  rested  ;  while  the  glorious  fruit  lay  shining 
like  amethysts  in  the  sunshine,  tempting  its  fiery 
beams;  or  glanced  from  some  shady  hollow, 
where  it  was  visited  only  hy  the  early  sun-mys 
of  morning,  or  the  sweet  south  wind  ;  and  ripened 
without  losing  its  fresh  aud  lovely  bloom.  It 
was  from  these  shadowed  nooks  that  Marti  se- 
lected ber  fruit ;  and  she  smiled  when  she  saw 
me  watching  her  motions,  as  she  gracefully 
sprang  from  one  mass  of  stone  to  the  other,  and 
peeped  into  the  hollows,  where  she  knew  that 
it  would  be  coolest  and  freshest.  When  she 
bad  611ed  the  little  basket  that  she  held,  she 
approached  me,  and  extended  her  hand ;  as  1 
took  it,  she  drew  me  forward,  aud  stopping  be- 
fore a  fine  bunch  of  grai>e9,  which  were  glowing 
with  the  heat  of  the  sun,  she  gently  pressed  my 
hand  down  upon  them :  1  recoiled  from  the 
scorching  contact;  she  smiled,  and  pointii^  to 
the  sou  and  to  the  grapes,  she  shook  her  head, 
■8  if  to  intimate  tliat  they  were  heated  and  un- 


I 
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!!■■■>:  AbAc  f^^*^  WKjtaaA  to  dumb 
lar  ha^K ;  k  sis  B»  kamag  apon  raarUe. 
^^i^I^^Madhar.ndUMl  tlie  wij 
hnk  ■■»  Ab  haaab  Thm  «■•  m  grscefitl 
■Aii^  ifaik  *"■?  '"■'^  ^^  pWe  of  poor 
JIbv  vtkk  ^ifir  I  I  I  Be;  and  I  en- 
I  I  ■■!  to  Inl  the  «U  wmms  «i,  to  teU 
mm  mmmkmg  «t  ha-  tmrj :  bat  ihe  endoUljr 
AHkfaBlhetodL.aad  1  did  not  pros  it. 

Bhhc  anrfU  a^  «n  appetite,  I  thought 
tf  ^kn^aad  adEed  fiirlb  with  a  boncii  of 
^ifm  m  wm  haal,  Ulavad  in  my  torn  by  the 
^■b  ^;  1  kad  fnle  fcnotltu  all  about  the 
mUm^  Aor  «Mp  bridge,  and  their  sharp 
baiM* :  I  ifaa*^  I  eoald  mn  have  slept  muitd- 
tf  m  lUr  hir,  if  Marii  had  ntched  beside 
■ft.  Ska  iffaHvd  perfect^  to  oomprehend  my 
pwyaae.  and  lad  bb  to  ■  fine  cork  tree,  ander 
vhaa*  Aht  ib^e  ttaed  the  horsea.  My  little 
■ai*  tHnad  her  bsd  and  oeighMl  oat  joyoosly 
«hea  Am  aav  hk;  and  in  another  iDstant  she 
the  grspes  against  the  bit, 
^  cool  sweet  juice  with  perfect 
By  this  time  the  regimuit  ma 
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entering  the  long  street  of  the  village.  I  gtuly 
touched  the  arm  of  my  companion,  and  drew 
her  attention  to  the  soldiers.  The  effect  of  the 
ught  was  frightful!  uttering  one  of  those  un- 
earthly, thrilling  criea,  to  which  the  dumb  alone 
can  give  utterance,  ehe  fled  wildly  into  the 
house;  and  as  instantly  twenty  fierce. faces  were 
protruded  from  as  many  lattices,  and  twiL-e  twen- 
ty black,  flashing  eyes  were  turned  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  cry.  The  sound  of  the  horses'  hoofe 
on  the  paved  street  appeared,  however,  to  ex- 
plain the  mystery  of  Miirii's  agony,  for  as  if  by 
magic,  every  bead  disappeared  at  once ;  and  I 
stood  alone  under  the  cork  tree,  without  sight  or 
sound  of  any  human  being,  save  the  approach- 
ing soldiers.  All  my  terrors  had  returned  ten- 
fold ;  and  I  leant  heavily  against  my  horse,  pant- 
ing and  trembling,  and  looking  like  any  thing 
but  a  heroine.  In  a  few  seconds  the  wine-house 
and  its  vicinity  were  all  alive :  the  officers  were 
collected  in  its  solitary  receiving-room,  and  the 
men  were  standing,  bridle  in  hand,  before  the 
door,  waiting  to  have  the  spot  of  their  bolt  in- 
dicated to  them.     In  a  short  time  they  were 
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^»  1^ 


imt^ttCntait 


jmm-'  tt  Ik 


■■^ift  flf  wiBF.  served  onl 

mUm  •l^et.  fa*ir  bnnch-tack 

ite    haA  am.-mitd   out    from 

■  ^  MhuM.,  at  the  shrill 

MRM.     I  hU  mj  Biorj  at 

^i  gKt  Inghed  at   for  mjr 

■^■^lAawd  Mmrii :  but  ^e 

■1  A*  Od  «wu  aiswend 

■Eh  I  p«t  l»  kn  by  the  di:!- 

■f  B^  tf«ratr*  with  which 

1^  jaa  at  crety  tarn. 

t  IB  boar;  and   dorii^  thst 

!  a  waai  sare  the  old  boetcM 

it  the  end  of  tbst  lime, 

backward  gUnce 

tbe  biggage- mules    had 

ihem,  for  a  wonder,  all 

bancs,  (mid  oar  ImU 

\ow»,  +  which  pur- 

'  taoBgh  to  keep  ua  alive 

aar  viitoe)  for  the  "  tfaoo- 

pompoua  Spaniard ;    and 


t  A  OH  niriiJi  to  Wr  a  oowa. 


■oon  found  ouraelvea  on  the  steep  bridge  which 
termloates  the  village.  I  stood  for  one  moment, 
ftud  looked  over  the  parapet ;  the  wiitei*  ran  ru- 
I  pidly  and  roughly,  for  its  flow  was  impeded  by 
I  of  stone  quite  palpable  to  the  eye — the 
I  remnaats  of  the  old  bridge.  1  thought  ( 
I  words  of  our  singular  travelling  companion  :  the 
officers  and  men,  who  had  served  during  the 
war,  were  talking  of  the  desperate  engagement 
of  which  this  spot  had  bL>en  the  scene ;  and  amid 
comments  and  niarvelliug  we  pursued  our  way. 
One  or  two  shrill  whistles  followed  us  on  the 
wind :  they  were  doubtlessly  the  signals  from 
the  worthies  in  the  hamlet  to  those  in  the  woods 
that  the  English  soldiers  had  vacated  the  vil- 
lage. I  thought  of  the  gentle,  graceful,  sad- 
looking  Marii,  and  pitied  her  that  she  had  such 
unworthy  associates. 

We  might  perhaps  have  proceeded  about  two 
miles,  when,  under  the  shadow  of  a  tuft  of  flow- 
ering myrtles  by  the  road  side,  I  distinguished 
the  handsome  olive  -  coloured  countenance  and 
manly  form  of  our  new  friend,  the  Portuguese 
nveller  :    he  was  lying  comfortably  at  his  ease 
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in  the  cool  ehade,  with  his  dgaro  in  his  mouth, 
■ad  ^sMtombrero  beside  him,  while  bis  mule  was 
qaiell;  regalrag  himself  with  the  young  and  ten- 
iler  branches  of  the  mjrtle,  and  bringing  down 
upon  the  he«d  of  his  master,  as  he  gnawed  away 
bough  after  boi^b,  showers  of  the  white  and 
&«graat  bloesoms.  It  was  really  a  slietch  for  a 
painter. 

When  the  Seiiiior  eaw  us,  be  arose  leisurely  : 
tight£tied  his  girths,  mounted  his  mule,  and,  with 
■  ODurteoiu  vita,  uid  a  significant  look,  joined 

our  party.       My  friend gave  me   a  ruefitl 

glance  :  I  believe  he  wished  himself  at  home  in 
Auld  Reekie  ;  but  be  was  very  civil  to  the  SfpAor : 
and,  before  long,  we  were  all  busied  in  conrer- 
Mtion ;  he  re-told  his  tale  of  tbe  Hedinba  La- 
drones,  accompanying  the  narrative  with  a  thou- 
sand fantastic  grimaces  and  contortions;  bdiI, 
when  be  bad  exhausted  bis  terms  of  opprobrium, 
which,  to  do  bim  jusUce,  were  neither  few  nor 
faint,  I  spoke  of  the  dumb  girl.  His  Bne  brow 
became  suddenly  clouded  by  a  look  of  sincere 
and  unfeigned  sadness. 
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" Ha!  yuittadinia  !"*  he  said  in   a  low 
jou  hare  seen  Marii  de  los  Dolos."f 

"  I  should  like  much  to  hear  her  story ;"  said 
I,  as  I  reined  up  my  horse  beside  him ;  "  1  do 
not  know  when  I  have  felt  so  much  interest  in 
ft  stranger." 

'^  Quittadinia ! "  be  repeated  mournfully,  as 
he  threw  from  him  the  remnant  of  hia  cigar: 
"  she  was  once  the  prettiest  girl  in  Redinha — 
the  Sen/iara  listens?" 

"Attentively;"  said  I,  with  perfect  sin- 
cerity. 

"  The  father  of  MarU,"  he  commenced,  "  was 
J  uiz  de  Fori}^  of  the  villj^e :  he  married  tlie 
only  daughter  of  a  vine-grower  in  the  neighbour- 
hood; they  were  rich  people,  ntiiiha  Sett/iara, 
they  visited  Lisbon  once  a  year,  and  no  man  knew 
better,  it  was  thought,  than  Senhor  Manuel  from 
what  point  the  wind  blew.     But  times  changed, 

•  Poor  thing. 

f  Tlib  name,  strangely  as  it  may  sound  Id  English  ean,  a 

by  no  meang  uncommon  in  Portugal :  though  generally  given 

from   lume   panicsliir  and   painful  circumstance    connected 

with  the  birtli  of  the  child,  or  the  position  of  the  porenii. 

I  Mayor. 

I.  6 
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lJfc*ri.i|iiiiJ  iiBlii  ba«  l7«»<Mlie 
^•mU;  moB— Bf  Ik  am  of  $<iu 
J^—— *i-l    iti.iafarf  UafarUsn 

avfcrbo^My.^rf  WvaftaM  fccthcoiniiig — 
«i>  ti>»  a.  *«  III  Ij  Biaded  laixlHs!  tlin 
kHwai— 4>v  anv  llplllijfcfad  faim  tbor! 
TW  AhHM  CwteM  ««  Iha  jmns  and  buid- 
»a>.  aad  Jtni  dh>  IM»  aa  ia&at  .eun 
tmm  Jim  aU.  Ikr  haldieiwl  the  old  niaa 
■iw    «a  li>  aaa  hcafflk.  Ilic  Demu  del  Caia,  % 
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with  the  true  iu^tinct  of  a  mother,  caught  up  he 
last-boni,  and,  as  it  prorcd,  her  only  child  ;  and 
concealed  her  in  a  narrow  closet,  when  she  firBt 
heard  the  tumult  without.  The  hiding-place  waa 
a  secure  one,  but  the  innocent  child  could  see 
and  hear  all  that  passed  in  the  apoierilo  f  of  her 
&ther  s  house.  Her  mother  left  her  there  with 
a  hurried  blessing  and  a  breaking  heart;  and 
hastened  back  to  her  husband,  Aa  she  passed 
the  threshold  she  saw  Manuel  in  the  grasp  of 
two  ruffians — 1  am  tedious  with  ray  story,"  he 
added,  as  he  wiped  away  the  moisture  from  his 
forehead,  "you  mnst  pardon  me.  Nuo  xei  que 
the  faieT!'\.  When  I  think  of  that  day  my  heart 
beats  so  fast  that  my  tongue  stru^les  to  keep 
pace  with  it." 

"  No  apologies  are  necessary,  Senhor,"  said 
my  father  encouragingly,  *'  your  feelings  do  yon 
honour." 

"  Agradefo  meti,  Senhor,"  f  said  the  ani- 
mated stranger,  "but  there  are  moments  when 
the  wrongs  of  my  fellow-countrymen  prove  too 
much  for  my  self-possession — shall  f  go  on  V 
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f  I  cannot  help  it. 
I  I  (hank  you. 
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"  If  you  can  do  bo  with  comfort  to  yoaredf, 
we  shall  be  indebted  to  you,"  replied  my  far 
ther. 

"  Com  todo  o  meu  corafao  *  —  the  Donna 
epraog  towards  the  father  of  her  children,  and 
clasped  her  arras  about  him ;  but  ehe  was  too  late 
— ihe  dagger  was  in  his  heart :  and  they  taunted 
him  loo,  that  dying  man,  with  the  loyalty  of  his 
eon,  and  the  virtue  of  his  wife'.  He  smiled  at 
the  first  taunt,  even  amid  his  agony;  but,  SenAo- 
re»,  he  shuddered  at  the  second,  wlien  he  saw 
his  young  wife,  the  beauty  of  the  province,  rush 
towards  him,  esclaiming,  as  she  came,  '  Qtitm 
roinjerro  mala,  aftrro  morrr  V  t  What  cared  they 
for  the  warning  voice  ?  their  eyes  were  on  her 
young  beauty,  and  well  was  it  for  Manuel  that  he 
died  ere  he  had  seen  that  fair  and  gentle  creature 
on  her  knees  before  f^oaa  Senhora  praying  for 
death  to  release  her  from  her  shame — or,  ere  he 
beheld  her  boldly  secui-e  to  herself  that  blessed 
escape  from  further  evil  which  her  ruthless  e 

*  With  all  my  heuit. 
+  lie  who  kilU  by  the  sivurd,  dies  by  ihe  s' 
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micB  had  denied  i"  The  hitherto  volatile  Senhor 
»ed ;  a.  moisture  had  risea  to  liis  dark  eye, 
and  such  had  been  his  animated  manner  of  telling 
the  story  that  not  one  of  the  party  felt  disposed 
to  break  the  silence;  after  a  while  he  resumed: 
"  Well,  well,  cada  ijttal  par  si,  e  Deos  pur 
todos* — the  Senhora  died  by  her  owu  hand,  and 
no  one  blamed  her :  but  she  left  a  helpless  orphan 
1  her  husband's  house :  the  French  fired  it  when 
they  saw  the  poor  lady  with  a  stiletto  in  her 
heart,  for  the  plate  and  valuables  had  heen  re- 
moved at  the  Iwgiiining  of  the  war.  Manuel  had 
kept  but  one  treasure  in  his  house — the  dearest, 
the  best — and  it  had  been  wrenched  from  him, 
and  dyed  in  blood  .'  A  peasant  who  loved 
Manuel  chanced  to  remember  the  child  —  he 
searched  for  it  while  the  tire  thickened  around 
bim,  and  he  found  it ;  it  was  a  fair  and  fond  girl, 
but  although  the  little  innocent  clung  to  her  pre- 
server, she  lisped  out  no  enquiry  for  her  mother; 
she  made  no  wail  as  she  was  borne  through  that 
scene  of  blood  and  dame ;  her  arms  were  wound 
closely,  convulsively  about  his  neck,  but  she  did 
*  Every  oue  fur  liinis«[r,  and  God  for  us  all. 
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BOt  Utter  a  sound.  Soma  SerJiora  Miaeri 
dioia  t  hRtl  betn  with  her  in  her  coiicealm< 
and  when  she  would  have  shrieked  out  as 
saw  the  iron  in  her  iutlier's  heart,  and  rude 
encircling  her  motlier'fl  neck,  Our  Lady 
dously  denied  to  her  the  power  of  ultei 
which  would  have  betrayed  her  to  tlie  «a 
They  tried  to  wile  her  into  wonlB  when  they 
carried  her  to  a  place  of  safety,  but  she 
spoke  again — the  houseless  orphan  of  Mat 
Ettadi  was  dumb,  and  a  beggar!" 

The  Seiikor's  voice  liad  become  unsteady  as 
proceeded  with  his  story,  and  he  was  evid< 
unwilling  that  we  should  perceive  bow  much 
was  affected   by  it.     In  consequence,  I  hare 
doubt,  of  some  secret  and  well- understood  signal, 
his  fine  mule  which  had  hitherto  been  a  pattern 
for  all  the  mules  in  the  country,  began  suddenlj 
to  make  pirouettes  with  its  uose  in  the  air,  in 
peculiarly  ludicrous  manner  common  to  the  mi 
race ;  and  before  the  animal  was  again  brought 
to  its  original  state  of  docility,  the  Seiihor  bad 
recovered  his  self-possession. 

*  Our  Merciful  Lady. 
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Olha  como  me  trata  este  animal! "  *  he  eaid 
gaily  ;  "  he  thinks,  I  suppose,  that  he  has  got  a 
drunken  friar  on  his  back — Olha  maroto ! "  +  he 
continued,  playfully  pinching  one  of  its  long 
ears ;  "  do  you  want  to  bury  Josi  Joachim  in  the 
sand,  or  to  emother  esta  'Senhora ?"i 

"  Oh  !  oh  I  Scnhor  Josi  Joachim!"  exclaim- 
ed 1,  glad  to  escape  for  a  time  from  the  melan- 
choly story  of  poor  Marti ;  "  we  now  know  your 
name,  at  least." 

"  Dispoiiha  voisa  Seithoria  como  Ihe  parecer 
deite  icw  criado  1 "  ^  said  he,  as  he  politely  with- 
drew his  hat  with  a  good  humoured  laugh  :  "  you 
do  indeed  now,  minha  Seiihora,  know  the  who, 
but  yoQ  are  yet,  remember,  ignorant  of  the 
what." 

We  all  laughed  heartily :  "  Nevertheless," 
replied  I,  "  I  do  not  believe  that  you  are  the 
Marquis  of  Chaves." 

'•  Debaiso  de  ma  capajaz  bom  bebedor : "  [|  »aid 
the  Portuguese  good-huraou redly  :  '*  nevertheless 

*  See  the  brute  how  he  uses  iii«  I  f  You  ro^e  I 

I  Tliii  iiidy.  §  Do  Khat  you  like  >rith  your  servant. 

II  A  lutlered  cluak  may  cover  a  good  dnuker. 
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t  ammal  ibv  Mmrqnis  ofCbaTes;  I  would  rather 
he  s  mmtk  tfaaa  ■  traitar." 

**  I'm .' '  aud  [  :  "  tbeo  joa  are  at  all  erents 

■*  WW  vaoM  not  be  on  the  side  whicb  boaet- 
«1  of  VMM  SeahoTM  ?  "   asked  the  litde&tigable 

"  Bat  TOO  hare  not  told  us  all  the  tale  of 
yaor  Slmri  ,-  ~  said  I,  as  tlie  smile  went  roitnil 
•■r  partj ;  and  1  jodged  tt  belter  not  to  pre«  my 
•  bjr  wggaiiin  mj  otber  tiro  g^ea^es  of  the 
I  1^  and  ibe  robber  chief:  "  bow  came 
Ae  at  tha  vOi^e ttlrmtagem ?" 

"Ihen  m  Utile  iDOve    to    tell,    lady 
I  ii  ber  giaodmother,  the  aged 
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who  was  at  ooe  of  their  vineyards 
I  (he  moantain  yonder,  when  the  French 
Wrot  tin  village,  and  so  escaped  with  life  to  find 
hwidf  cMMleiw  and  a  beggar.  The  people  of  the 
lilly  Mt  lnr  ber,  but  they  could  do  no  more, 

Ibr  tbey  had  all  mffpred  more  or  less ; maj 

tbe  aainto  raren^  ihem  in  their  own  g;ood  time! 
Bat  a  nev  star  was  about  to  ri^  over  Redia 
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One,  whose  name  Is  as  well  not  uttered  on  the 
highway,  built  himself  a  house  on  the  spot  where 
that  of  Manuel  had  once  stood ;  and  in  a  short 
bme  others  of  the  game  professioQ  "  —  here  he 
struck  his  hand  significantly  on  the  hilt  of  his 
Stiletto  "came  and  built  near  him  —  ihey  were 
all  muito  bom  genU*  when  they  had  a  house 
over  their  heads ;  and  they  called  themselves 
Tine-grow  era,  and  muleteers,  and  artisans :  and 
the  great  men  yonder,"  and  he  pointed  back  io 
the  direction  of  Lisbon,  "  thought  it  better  not 
to  ironble  them  with  questions  which  might  have 
proved  troublesome  to  the  Redinha  people,  and 
perhaps  dangerous  to  themselves  if  they  should 
have  occasion  to  travel  this  road — and  so  they 
went  on  building  by  day,  and  walking  the  woods 
by  night,  until  the  place  became  such  as  you  see 
it.  The  bridge  was  rebuilt  by  the  proper  autho- 
rities; hut  all  the  rest  was  done  by  the  inhabit- 
ants. They  buy  the  land  in  the  neighbourhood 
at  their  own  price,  for  no  one  who  does  not  belong 
to  their  company  would  venture  to  live  near  them. 
They  soon  dislodged  all  the  old  inhabitants,  for 
*  Verj  good  people. 
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wm^kmm%.     Tbe  oU  womss  and 
hifhli  gi     ini    I      I  •[  id;  the;  knew 

^^HkffMtaJlbBr  «ep^  to  them  Redinha 
"hti  km  a  «wU,  wad  ifcnr  tito^bts  did  oot 
WA  1  ji  il  u.  Afl  pnae  be  fai  Oar  Udv! 
AOT«^kiB^  twnai;  aad  food  ood  shelter 
«^  ^fcari  to  tb^  if  the^  choie  to  remuD  id 
^t^^^L.  WWt  OBoU  they  do?  They  were 
bMpv  ^rikiariis;  ■ad  tbey  thsokJutly  ac- 
m^mi  Ab  hm^  I  ■ippoie,  Smiorn.  the  ira- 
wAm  «W  W0»  awt  «»  their  waj  to  and  from 
laA^woBvdl  vortb  fhaking  hands  with,  or 
Ab  bb  rfB^nhatboi^l  that  charity  to  the 
■■■ffc""  tU  «amui  and  her  helpless  i 
«nli  knaf  then  d»e  bleaaia^  of  .Vomh  Sen 
^m  •■■■  it  is  tint  after  some  time  they  gai^ 
ife  wiAarad  wnaui  ibe  bouse  la  which  you  saw 
br:  aarf  ihey  pnl  wood  into  her  yard,  and  wine 
■tahcrerDar;  aye,  and  paid  for  what  they  drank 
Wf  rh  her  roof,  lest  ber  trade  with  the  trerellera 
AooM  ibcken ;  umI  it  is  said  that  as  the  girt 
r  op  ifaer*  were  aome  among  them  who  would 


nty  to  the 
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have  been  glad  to  hare  taken  her  to  their  own 
homes ;  aitd  to  have  waited  on  her  themselves  in 
lien  of  the  misshapen  aniio  *  who  lives  beneath 
the  roof  of  her  grandmother,  for  very  love  of 
the  poor  dumh  girt,  with  her  quiet   smiles,  and 

kind  eyes." 

'And  why  would  not  Marti  marry  one  of 
lliese  menV  I  asked  much  interested;  "was 
it  because  she  knew  that  they  were  robbers  ?  " 

"That  is  a  question  to  which  the  Sen/iora 
must  pardon  me  if  I  do  not  reply,"  said  the  Por- 
tuguese, as  the  blood  flushed  his  clear  cheek,  and 
spread  over  his  forehead. 

"  I  am  answered  " — [  said ;  "  your  crimsoned 
brow  has  told  me  the  tale  better  than  words — 
poor  Marie  had  bestowed  her  heart  elsewhere." 

"  The  Senhora  is  right,"  murmured  Senkor 
Josi  in  a  low  tone. 

"  Where  her  affection  was  not  returned  t"  I 
pursued  also  sotlo  voce. 

"  She  gave  it  to  one  whose  heart  was  in 
Lisbon,  even  when  his  voice  was  heard  in  Red* 
ioha,  and  his  foot  was  on  its  Catcada—to  one 

•  Dwarf, 
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wkm,miia:  >iB»ld4ko<aemdheririe 

odi:  .b  Ul  >  Ihi^  lie  endd  harewepi 

•tr  kr  .4a  W  bnt  b<r  teeret.- 

-Ink  AM  aa  •  Ur  bide,  >n<l  a  food 
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"IW    TibIii-  dwdT  vitfadmr  his  SDMirero. 

*M  A«  iilJLLU»«td«M<»«;  uidaimoiii 

»nBCT<  Kb  dan  fafiag  of  diicomrort,  I  re- 

malaac  ^aiK:  '■  lie  Smior  Jotj  Jaic;ln 

««•  ■«  alvan  tbea  ao  carehl  to  avoid  the  Uir 

aflfe  La*.a<.  aa  he  anr  i> !  " 

had  JMt  ipokea,  "  Votra  Setdtorut  would  have 

Aoa^  ne  a  eoxeooib,  or  a  Gaecoa.  had  1  »id 

Ifeat  I  taraed  <4r  n;  road  that  the  sight  of  me 

Mi^  not  elowl  ^et  deeper  an  already  shaded 

bnm!-                                                                   ^^ 

1 

I  looked  at  this  stnage  man  in  wonder.     ^^M 

1 

"  1  «aid  too,  lady,  thnogh  yon  may  long  ll^^H 

1 

hare    Corgotten  that    1   nude  the   remark,  w^^ 

\ 

there  was  one  in    Redinha  who  liked  me  less 
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f  than  was  desireable  for  my  safety.  Vossa  Senhoria 
has  a  quick  eye  and  a  ready  wit ;  I  need  not  ex- 
plain the  cauae  of  quarrel." 

"  I  see  it  all — 1  see  it  all — and  she  yet  lives 
OQ  in  her  sickly  hope,  and  clings  to  her  unhappy 
passion? — poor,  poor  Marii." 

*'  Noisa  Senhora  he  infinitamente  bom :"  *  was 

'  the  pious   reply,  as  he  devoutly  crossed  himself : 

'   "  she  will  surely  overcome  the  feeling  when  she 

bears  that  there  is  a  young  bride  in  the  house  of 

my  father's  son." 

"  Heaven  grant  it '.  "  said  I  "  poor,  ( 
afflicted,  heart-broken  Marii ! " 


I 


The  next  time  that  I  saw  our  friend,  Jote 
Joachim,  he  was  seated,  guitar  in  hand,  on  the 
back  of  the  leading  mule  of  a  long  string,  which 
were  transporting  com  up  the  country  for  the 
use  of  the  English  troops.  He  was  as  gay  and 
as  light-hearted  as  ever,  but  less  smartly  attired. 
In  short,  as  he  himself  explained  it,  he  was  on 
doty.  Jose  Joachim  was  in  fact  a  Capilrass,  or 
owner  of  a  string  of  mules,  which  be  employed 
•  Out  Lady  i»  vefy  gracious. 
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in  ibe  Mrriee  of  the  anuy,  &t  a  stated  dailr 
price;  b«  was  a  man  of  Bomewbat  better  family 
than  Tou  would  bave  looked  for  in  euch  a  situ- 
atioo  of  life ;  bni  Joti  had  been  a  wild  yontb, 
find  of  spending  his  money,  aad  too  ladoleni  to 
earn  more;  greatly  given  to  rambling  about  the 
countrv  with  his  guitar  slang  at  bis  back,  and 
his  tmsty  pao  *  in  his  hand ;  and  a  welcome 
rUitor  to  every  pretty,  black- eyed,  rosy-lipped 
Hemhora  between  Lisbon  and  Oporto,  wbaterer 
he  might  be  to  their  fathers.  At  length,  JbM 
what  might  have  been  expected  took  place ;  the 
volatile  Jose  Joafhim  concentrated  bis  compli* 
ntents,  and  condensed  bis  attentions  :  in  tihurt,  he 
fell  in  loce— but  the  sturdy  old  faliier  of  the 
pretty  Jetrpha  would  not  bear  a  word  about  the 
match,  and  had  no  sympathy  wilh  either  the  hand- 
some face  or  the  soft  guitar  of  the  suitor :  under 
tliese  circumstances  Srnhor  Jose  found  it  abdo- 
lulely  necessary  to  reform ;  but  when  he 
come  to  this  sage  decision,  he  happened  to  i 
member  that  he  had  not  money  enough  leftll 
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support  a  wife — ergo,  he  must  not  only  be  steady, 
but  industrious.  But  Joie  had  never  been  a 
man  to  sit  down  in  despair  before  difficulties, 
like  a  benieging  amiy  Irefore  a  city,  iq  the  hope 
of  starring  out  the  enemy  :  no,  he  always  liked 
better  to  wrestle  with  whatever  opposed  him,  and 
overcome  it  manfully :  and  now  that  he  was  in 
love,  and  that  hia  little  Josep/ia  had  solemnly 
promised  to  wait  for  him,  even  if  it  should  be 
for  m  mouths',  he  had  an  additional  motive  for 
exertion . 

Had  he  been  an  Englishman,  with  his  or- 
gan  of  iocomotiveness  so  powerfully  developed, 
he  would  decidedly  have  turned  hie  Ihoaghts 
to  driving  a  sh^e  coach ;  as  it  was,  his  vagrant 
propensities  motmted  him  on  a  mule,  while  his 
small  remaining  capital  purchased  for  him  a 
string  of  about  twenty  more. 

Sen/ior  Jose,  with  his  good  looks  and  bis  ready 

jest,  was  a  general  favourite;  and  no   Capitratt 

ever  superseded  him  in   the   market.     Hie  four 

muleteers  look  their  tone  from  himself,  and  were 

■   tm  gay  and  as  gallant  as  courtiers.     It  may  be 

B^^resumed,  loo,  that  the  handsome  Senhor  attri- 
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I  Is  mmi,  m  m  Um  bodj-eoat,  * 
^ ^  UiiiLii.  and  black  neck- 


ttdaaglmgin  bis  hand! 
ait, — and  how 
when  he 
f  OD  his  way  to  Eog- 
H»  kad  amied  Jtnepka ,-  and  she  bad 
fiir  die  Brazils,  whither  he 
V  her  aa  aooo  as  he  had  placed  bii 
•mooni  of  which  was  by  i 
1  the  Britiftb  funds. 
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"  Tiido  p6de  a  diuheiro*  Seiihores ;"  he  said 
ligaiRcantly,  "  I  have  had  some  trouble,  and  have 
travelled  Lome  leagues  to  earn  mine — not  sa 
much,  or  so  many,  as  I  might  have  expected, 
thanks  be  to  the  vaierosos  e  bem  criados  In- 
[gUses* — and  now  I  have  got  it,  I  wdl  take  eare 
<tf  it,  I  sail  to-morrow  by  the  first  tide ;  and 
.1  was  anxious  to  kiss  your  hands  before  1  left 
itfie  country." 

"  But  what  has  induced  you  to  leave  Poi*- 
itngal — your  own  sumiy  Portugal?"  I  asked 
with  some  interest. 

"An  affection  for  the  very  indifferenl-looking 
bead  which  it  has  pleased  Nature  to  put  upon 
my  shoulders,  mlnha  Saihora:"  was  the  reply, 
in  a  tone  which  was  somewhat  tinctured  with 
pomposity.  "  His  Highness,  Dom  Miguel,  is  no 
friend  of  mine — I  knew  him  before  he  was  sent 
on  board  the  English  vessel,  years  ago — we  n 
both  lads  then,  and  he  was  a  kuig's  son  ;  never- 
theless, I  knew  him;  and  he  acknowledged  the 
acquaintance  by  promising  nit;  that  the  day 
would  yet  come  when  he  should  shew  me  his 
^1     *  Honey  goTem  the  norld.         f  Brave  mhI  well-ljred. 

H^  TOL.  M 


i! 
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secret  of  B» 
hwping.  I  did  noi 
■iag  tlM>,  nor  da 
■■t^Rtjfif  expbuo- 
nr.  I  Wt«  a  wsnn 
r  veil  beliere,  wboi 
faosfaand  ofJoiefiM 
tt  chilled    bjr  eM 


■i  tmrnA  MSB  tD  you — uid  t 


>  lit^iJi  «  mam  StmAanar* 
,«WliiifciJ  the  ImdwUdt 
nfc  hMwidi  h»  lips:  "WImb 


Ae  ^MBrtion,  lady — Xotaa  Sn>- 
lastekai  ber  to  ber  boeoiD:— 
■t  tke  bead  of  her  grave  in  ti» 
ml  RfdiBha — ooe  who  loved  bcr 
^  lut  plKcd  il  there.     We  bare  koeh  ■ 


POMBAL    AND   REDINHA. 


243 


by  side  at  that  low  narrow  grave,  for  the  Saints 
have  softened  both  our  hearts :  and  she  prayed 
him  before  she  died,  by  looks  and  gestures, 
which  he  could  neither  mistake  nor  resist,  to  throw 

away  his  hatred  against  one  whom  she  " 

The  Senhor  paused — we  readily  finished  the 
•entence  in  the  silence  of  our  own  hearts. 
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A  LEGEND  OF  THE  PENINSULAR  WAR. 


Pbrhape  no  town  on  the  line  of  road  from  Lisbon 
to  Oporto  is  more  beautifully  situated  than  Con- 
deixa.  As  you  approach  it  from  the  capital,  a 
tall,  stem  mountain,  whoee  grandeur  of  outline 
and  depth  of  shade  are  in  Btriking  relief  againut 
the  bright  blue  sky,  towers  on  your  right  hand  ; 
while  on  the  left,  dense  pine  woods  yield,  as  you 
near  the  town,  to  clusters  of  the  gum-cislus; 
clumps  of  flowering  myrtle  ;  patches  of  wild  gei-a- 
niuni  and  lavender;  fences   of  aloe  and  prickly 


I 
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^  fidde  of  lodmn  corn,  witfi 
ik  bvp  ■R|aag  Wvo,  rsstlh^  anil  vaviog  in 
Am  vnd,  lilLe  Ae  hBDCti  of  s  foirjr  bost :  and 
^vBcioa*  pivrat  of  omge  trws,  in  all  ibeir 
Mips  «i  bentf,  pofinne.  and  laxorj-.  But  Ok 
fti^mr  ^•nn  of  the  bar  ecrae  is  tbe  bright 
liiu,  wUdi  waodnt  unoig  the«e  beautifnl  \TtKf, 
JUBsf  fron  ndc  to  rock  in  a  series  or  natural 
caKade*  pcffectl;  enchanting ;  now  boiling  into  s 
%kt  ipisj'  which  glilten  in  the  sun  like  a  cloud 
<f  hefoA  Hirer ;  DOW  thonderrng  over  some  un- 
ONdf  bolkj  impediment,  with  the  roar  and 
b«rTT  ot  a  p^nir  ovalanclie.  Higher  up,  for 
the  town  stands  on  a  gentle  eminence,  tlie  glnd 
Msfld  ot  a  mill-wheel  breaks  on  the  ear;  ttnil 
shdtered  in  a  nook,  which  would  be  a  fitting 
home  for  a  dryad,  stands  the  prettj  cottage  of 
the  miller;  I  was  careful  not  to  enter  it,  anil 
ron$e<iueat]r  the  illusion  was  never  dispelleil. 
The  house  was  small,  brilliantly  white,  and 
built  in  a  cleft  of  rock,  by  which  it  was  ew 
un  two  sides :  I  should  think  that  the  ' 
miller  must  have  bad  a  daughter,  or,  at 
a  handsome  wife — for  a  female  band  was 


r  rent  throughout  the  whole  of  the  locale — flowers 
I  bloomed  in  clusters   about  the   portal :    a  most 
I  anudual  thing  in  Portugal,  but  there  they  were — 
I  mountain  flowers,  perhaps,  but  only  on  that  ac- 
I'OOuni  tlie    more  lovely;  but   what  delighted  me 
1  far  more  than  even  the  bright  flowers,  were  the 
I  loi^,  graceful,  clinging  branches  of  a  wild  vine, 
which,  rooted  at  the  base  of  one  portion  of  the 
rock,  spread  its  fantastic  festoons  along  the  roof 
of  the  cottage,  and,  heaving  with   every  breath 
of  wind,  finally  wretithed  itself  among  the  fis- 
sures of  the  opposite  side ;  it  had  all  the  ettect 
of  a  scenic  delusion,  save  that  it  was  more  beau- 
tiful!     As  this   wilding  child  of  the  monurntii 
never  produces  fruit,  it  had  to  contend  only  wiilt 
the  weight  of  its  broad  bright-green  leaves ;  and 
never  did  I  see  any  thing  more  graceful.     Cros- 
Bing  the  bridge,  we  entered  the  town,  where  the 
hand  of  war  is  still  fearfully  apparent — it  is  in- 
debted for  its  beauty  chiefly  to  its  situation ;  but 
its   day  of  glory   is  certainly   gone   by,  for  the 
Quintal,  which  were  once  the  pride  and  oi-nameiit 
of  its  suburbs,  have  nearly  all  disappeared ;  the 
■word   and   the   brand  have  swept  them   away. 


TBE    DOG    OP   C05DEIXA 


I 

I 


I 


Th«  ruins  stilt  remain :  in  some  cases  becanw 
iheir  owners  loet  life  or  property  in  the  same 
cause  in  wbicli  ibeir  dwelliogB  were  eacriticetl ; 
in  others,  because  Iheir  possessors  shrink  from 
the  fearfiil  sEeociationa  with  which  their  ^te  is 
connected,  or  have  made  other  homes. 

We  resided,  during  our  short  sojourn  in  this 
town,  in  the  house  of  a  widow  lady  of  good 
nexions  and  considerahle  property,  whose  fa 
roDsisted,  with  herself,  of  an  orphan  niece, 
a  Trnerable-looking  priest,  her  confegsor.  This 
lady,  whoM  politeness  and  good  breeding  were 
strikingly  apparent,  insisted  on  our  becoming  her 
gitests  during  our  stay ;  and  in  a  moment  of  emo- 
tion, produced  by  sad  memories  of  the  past,  she 
told  us  the  simple,  hut  authentic,  tale  which  I 
about  to  relate. 

Padre  Andri,  the  confessor,  was  the  only  no' 
manageable  member  of  the  family ;  for  the  ni<*e 
was  young,  pretty,  wanu-hearted,  and  unaffected- 
hut  the  Padrf  was  a  poet,  and  a  musician  ;  and 
a  truly  original  genius  id  the  sister  arts.  He 
presented  to  us,  on  our  arrival,  an  extempo- 
raneous sonnet  of  welcome,  which  1   forbear  to 


I 
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translate,  lest  it  ehoiild  cause  a  smile  at  the  ex- 
pense of  the  good  Father's  talent,  which  I  would 
fain  spare  him  in  consideration  of  his  good  nature. 
When  we  left  ihe  town,  he  was  busily  engaged 
in  setting  it  to  music,  in  order  that  his  very  ill- 
conditioned  violin  might  share  in  the  mysteries 
of  his  muse. 

We  walked  out  in  the  cool  of  a  delicious  even- 
ing to  the  remains  of  what  had  once  been  the  beau- 
tiful QaitUa  of  our  hostess :  it  was  a  heap  of  black- 
ened ruins,  and  the  trees  in  its  immediate  vicini- 
ty were  tinged,  to  ray  fancy,  impossible  as  the  fact 
WAS,  with  the  same  dark  shade.  Donna  Anna 
shed  tears  ass  she  stood  and  looked  around  her 
in  silence,  and  we  began  to  regret  that  we  had 
accepted  her  offer  of  conducting  us  to  her  former 
home;  but  after  a  time  she  rallied;  and  when 
we  had  stated  ourselves  upon  the  loose  fragments 
of  some  fallen  statuary,  beside  a  choaked-up 
fountain,  and  under  the  shade  of  a  fine  pome- 
granate tree,  she  told  us  her  mournful  story. 

Ere    the    commencement   of   the    Peninsu- 
lar War,  she  was   a  happy   wife,  and    the   nm- 
'   ther    of  two   fiiir   childrtu ;     the   oldest  was    " 
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sob;  aad  when  ha  ww  hk  btber  gird  on  h» 
•word  to  lead  Im  ntpment  to  Tictor;  agaion 
tbs  awofB  eaeniieB  of  fais  covntiT,  under  the  bau- 
Ml*  of  WtltiMs;lim,  be  would  dm  be  left  behiod — 
ha  was  bantly  sixtecD,  bat  the  spirit  of  hta  &ther 
wa*  within  him.  and  oc  the  same  dar,  she  biide 
&rewdl  to  her  busbaad  and  her  son.  Isabel,  her 
daaebtcr,  waft  searcelj*  hia  junior  b;  a  year: 
and  yet.  lAea  she  hong  npoa  the  neck  of  her 
biher,  and  kisKd  the  fond  lips  of  her  brother  OD 
tbe  evening  of  tbetr  departure,  bow  did  she  ear; 
her  weeping  mother  that  she  had  bat  two  to 
■toom  1  Poor  Isabel !  another  went  forth  to  the 
battle  dearer  to  her  even  than  these.  Henriqae 
da  los  Santos  had  already  received  her  plighted 
fahfa ;  aod  Isabel  felt  as  though  she  were  indeed 
utterly  bereft,  as  these  three  dear  ooes  rode  through 
the  QiuMia  gate.  Henrique  lingered  the  last: 
he  had  aootber  whisper  for  her  ear — another  kisi 
ioT  ber  pale  cheek ;  and,  at  length,  be  put  bis 
swift  bofse  to  its  speed,  and  gallopped  off  without 
taming  his  bead,  aa  though  he  feared  to  nu<t 
himself  with  aootfaer  look. 

The  accounts  which  the  bereaved  ones  r 
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from  the  army  were  ueces^arily  uncertain  and 
iofrequent;  but  while  they  were  indulging  in 
their  anxious  sorrow,  war  came  even  to  their  own 
dwelling,  and  ibey  were  forced  to  fly.  The  ex- 
treme beauty  of  hahel  vtrn  an  additional  peril,  of 
which  the  heart-stricken  Donna  Auiia  waa  fully 
conscious;  and  even  while  she  rejoiced  at  the 
tidings  that  the  British  and  Patriot  armies  were 
compelling  the  French  forces  to  fly  before  themi 
she  yet  trembled,  us  she  remembered  the  near 
neighbourhood  of  those  dreaded  foei.  She  es- 
caped from  Condeixa  with  her  child  ;  and,  in  the 
garb  of  peasants,  slowly,  timidly,  but  resolutely, 
they  made  their  way  to  Lisbon.  The  hurry  of 
their  flight  had  merely  enabled  Donna  Antm  to 
carry  with  her  the  small  sum  of  money  which 
chanced  tu  be  in  the  house,  and  such  of  her 
jeweU  as  she  could  conveniently  secrete  alioiit 
her  own  person,  and  that  of  her  daughter ;  con  ■ 
ae(]uently  on  her  arrival  in  Lisbon  she  felt  that 
her  limited  means  would  scarcely  suffice  for  the 
present  necessities  of  life,  and  that  with  its  luxu- 
lies  she  could  fur  a  time  have  nothing  to  do. 
Under  these  circumstauL-e^,  she  hired  an  apart- 
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out,  as  though  the  little  animal  could  hear  and 
answer  her :  "  he  who  vowed  that  for  my  sake  he 
would  never  part  from  jou  while  he  had  life ; 
though  those  who  knew  not  your  history  might 
sneer  at  your  want  of  beauty — where  is  he  ?  is  he 
on  his  road  lo  his  own  Isohel  V  The  dog  gave 
nut  another  low,  piercing  wail. 

The  young  girl  started  !  A  thousand  horrible 
Huspicions  ^wept  accroas  her  hrain — and  yet  botr 
came  the  do^  in  Lifihon,  unless  brought  there  by 
hi*  master?  I  am  aware,  even  whili;  1  write, 
that  many  who  read  this  little  sketch  will  hesitate 
to  believe  what  I  am  about  to  declare :  but  never- 
theless it  is  a  fact,  that  this  dog,  when  his  master 
watt  taken  prisoner  by  the  French,  in  a  wounded 
and  dying  stale,  bed  followed  his  fortunes;  until 
after  having  seen  liim  thrown  into  his  narrow 
and  unnoted  grave,  he  bad  made  bis  way,  first 
through  the  French,  and  afterwards  through  the 
British,  Army,  and  had  then  acmally  traced  his 
former  mistress  to  her  obscure  dwelhng  in  a  back 
street  in  Liiibon !  I  speak  of  the  fact  with 
confidence,  for  I  had  it  from  the  lips  of  an 
officer  of  rank ;  who,  on  the  lerminatiiMi  of  the 
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war,  escorted  Donna  Aitna  and  the  heart-broken 
finbfl  to  their  native  town;  in  compliance  with 
the  wish  of  the  ilying  girl,  that  she  should  draw 
her  last  breath  auiong  her  owu  beloved  niouii- 
liiins.    Uii    lh«ir  journey    to    Condeixa,    Coloiie! 

frequently  saw    and  caressed    the    dofj, 

whili*  endeavouring  to  cheer  the  ainking  Birength 
of  the  beautiful  invalid,  in  whose  litter  the  ani- 
mal travelled  the  whole  way,  and  wboee  side  he 
never  quilted  for  on  instant. 

When  Ihrnia  Aniia  returaedfrom  her  nielnn- 
choly  walk,  she  found  her  daughter  with  thi- 
little  animal  on  her  lap,  but  she  caressed  him  tiu 
longer;  her  head  was  bent  down  over  him,  and 
her  eyes  were  tearless,  yet  there  was  an  expi-ession 
of  calm,  resigned,  despair  about  her,  which  con- 
vinced the  mother  that  a  more  fitting  momeut 
<'uuld  never  arrive  in  which  to  impart  tlie  ii 
able  tidings  which  she  brought. 

"  habet !  "  she  said  gently  :   "  miiJia  ^ui 
laabtl" — luid  the  fair  girl  looked  up  with  a  simlr 
uf  such  hopele^  misery,  that  iJie  nmtlier  felt 
if  her  Leiirt  would  break :  "  the  faithful 
brute  has  come  far  to  see  you." 
•  My  darling. 
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"  He  has  done  his  erraiid  well ;  "  was  the 
calm  reply  :  "  he  has  prepared  me  for  that  whicb 
you  am  about  to  tell  me — Henrique  is  dead" — 

The  widow— for  even  at  that  momeni  Donna 
Anna  koew  that  she  was  a  widow,— turned  iiside, 
for  aha  could  not  brook  thu  tone  and  look  of 
Isabel. 

"  He  is  happier  than  we  are,  mother,  for  liis 
cares  are  over— we  have  but  commenced  ours. 
Our  Lady  of  ibe  Flai^ellation  has  taught  uie  that 
1  have  set  up  a  perishable  idol,  and  that  I  have 
loved  it  beyoad  my  (iod  and  my  own  blood — but 
you  will  foi^ive  me,  mother,  for  my  altur  is 
overthrown,  and  my  lamp  extinguished.  —  W« 
IiRve  now  but  two  left  over  whom  to  mourn :  I 
ask  you  not  to  weep  for  me — other  grief  than  my 
own  were  needless  here,  and  though  the  sword 
aiid  the  bullet  may  bring  deatli,  we  are  nut 
quite  hopeless  while  there  is  a  sorrow  which 
kills  also ! " 

"  We   have   no   longer   two   lo   mourn,   my 
child!  "  exclaimed  Duiiiui  Anna,  with  a  burst  of   | 
grief  which  would   uo  longer  be  suppressed.   "  I 
am  alone  vrith  my  childreti ! " 
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"Two!     two!"    murmured    Itabfl,    as   she 
pressed  her  hand  upon  her  throbbing  temples 
"  the  blow  i?  heavy  !  hiit  there  are  no  tears 
prave — and  my  brave  brother?" 

"  He  yet  Uves — Our  Lady  be  praised  ! 
the  meek  reply. 

"  Poor  youth !  bis  sacrifice  is  not  yet  coi 
pleted  —  mother,  mother,  this  war  is  a  fearfiit 
thing !  it  dyes  our  hearths  with  blood,  and  bui 
up  our  brain  wiili  fire — nay,  nay,  tell  me  m 
the  added  paKsioQatcly,  "  tell  me  not,  that  Ihi 
died  for  their  country  ! — what  care  we  fc 
you,  who  are  widowed?  and  I,  who  i 
erarcely  know  what  I  am  now : — will  that  coiini 
l^ive  us  )>ack  our  dead  \  will  it  restore  li-^hl 
ihetr  eyes,  and  passion  to  their  hearts?  will 
suffer  the  nerveless  (ingers  to  clasp  ours  ^ain 
they  were  wont  to  do;  and  bid  us  listen,  as 
did  in  our  days  of  happiness,  to  gentle  wot 
from  lips  which  are  now  livid  and  gory  in 
grave?  Talk  not  to  me  of  my  country — my  co; 
tryi*  where  I  may  again  meet  Ucurit/itevhi 
my  father  now  ilwells  in  glory." 

The  paryoxism  of  unnatural  ene^y  was 
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and  hahet  sank  senseless  at  the  feet  of  her  dis- 
tracted mother.  For  a  time  Donna  Anna  believed 
that  the  spirit  of  her  child  had  fled,  but  it  was 
not  80 ;  slowly  and  painfully  she  awoke  from  her 
deathlike  swoon,  only  to  bc-comc  the  tenant 
of  B  sick  bed. 

At  length  the  last  bolt  fell :  even  by  the  couch 
of  bor  suffering  child  did  the  widow  learn  that 
her  brave  boy  was  in  the  city,  dying  of  his  wounds, 
Isabel  caught,  and  at  once  understood  the  low 
whisper  in  which  the  tidings  were  comtnunicatfid. 
*'  Our  Lady  has  heard  my  prayer;  "  she  said,  aa 
she  raised  herself  on  her  elbow,  and  signed  the 
cross  on  her  breast.  "  I  shall  yet  see  him  once 
again: — mother,  he  isstnckea, — dying: — lend  me 
your  arm  that  I  may  rise,  and  give  up  to  him 
the  only  bed  which  our  country  has  left  us.  " — 

Donna  Anna  would  have  refused  compliance, 
but  Isabel  was  resolute  ;  "  Mother,"  she  whisper- 
ed ;  "  kii  wounds  will  require  rest — mine  can  never 
know  it ;  bear  with  me  then,  and  do  not  let  me 
see  you  weep  ;  is  not  your  son  about  to  cross  your 
threshold  once  more?  and  will  you  welcome  him 
with  tears  ! " 
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The  young  soldier  was  carried  over  tliat  thre^ 
)iold  in  tlie  arma  of  four  of  his  comrades — bt 
oitlv  went  to  die  ;  but  it  wiis  strangely  beautiful 
to  see  his  fading  sister,  herself  scarcely  less  feeble, 
btWiiig  over  his  pillow,  aiid  wiping  from  \in 
brow  the  death-damp^  which  settled  there ;  while 
they  talked  together  of  their  dead  father,  of  Ufa- 
riiitie,  and  of  the  spot  were  they  fell :  and  Isulitl 
never  shed  a  tear,  never  breathed  a 
when  a  momentary  flashiug  of  eutbu^aasm  lit  nj 
llie  liiie,  Ihougii  faded,  features  of  her  bi 
she  smiled  sadly  and  bitterly,  and  only 
her  head. 

They  were  alone  togellier  when  be  died :  and 
the  girl,  when  he  had  heaved  his  last  sigh  upoD 
ber  hoeom,  resolutely  rose,  bound  a  fillet  aboiii 
bis  head,  and  composed  bia  limbs  decently  and 
tenderly  ;  and  then  she  took  her  seat  beside  the 
hotly,  and  with  her  arm  twined  around  its  neck, 
anil  her  face  buried  on  its  bosom,  she  lay  calmly 
and  tearlessly  awaiting  the  return  of  her  mother. 
The  sad  tale  is  almost  told :  When  the  Britieb 
arms  restorted  peace  to  Portugal,  haM,  tlien 
wasted  and  worn  to  a  shadow,  became  anxious 
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to  see,  ere  she  died,  the  loved  moiintainB  and 
pleasant  vallies  amid  whiclt  ehe  had  wandered 
with  her  dead  lover,  in  the  days  when  life  was 
all  hope  and  sunshine.  The  heart-lrawed  Donna 
who  dung  to  her  dying  child  as  to  her  last 
hold  on  happiness,  instantly  complied  ;  and  IsiiM, 
aecompained  by  her  mother,  and  the  faithful 
and  sugaciouB  littie  animal  which  hod  been  the 
herald  of  all  her  misery,  left  Lisbon,  under  the 
protection  of  Colonel 

I  saw  her  grave ;  it  was  ovei^rown  with  turf 
and  wild-flowers ;  and  the  dog,  which  only  sur- 
vived its  mistress  a  few  weeks,  lies  at  her  feet. 

Donna  Anna  finds  hei-  best  consolation  for 
all  the  sorrow  and  bereavement  which  she  has 
undergone  in  the  holy  offices  of  religion  and 
charity :  but  eometimea,  as  she  confessed  to  us, 
when  the  tide  of  luotnory  rolls  hack  upon  her, 
she  utters  a  secret  prayer  that  she  may  ere  long 
be  gathered  to  her  loved  ones ! 

"  I  thought  not  to  have  lived  many  days  after 
I  laid  the  head  of  my  blessed  child  in  her  grave ;" 
said  the  old  lady,  in  concluding  her  narrative ; 
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All  hail  to  the  convents  and  colleges  of  Coim- 
bra ! — ^to  its  wooded  heights ;  its  smiling  Quintas : 
and  its  sunny  river,  gliding  like  a  sweet  spirit 
amid  leaves,  and  flowers,  and  perfume;  over 
golden  sands,  and  under  a  sky  as  blue  as  the 
eye  of  beauty,  and  as  bright !  Lovely  Mond^o ! — 
here,  washing  the  base  of  a  dark  rock,  convent- 
crowned — there,  kissed  by  the  graceful  branches 
of  the  weeping  willow ;  and  further  yet  in  the 
distance  bearing  away  upon  thy  gentle  tide  a 
shower  of  the  pink  and  white  almond-blossoms, 
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Glide  on,  Eiir  stream!  Glide  on,  fair  stream  !  while 

flowers  enfold  Ihec, 
Cool  be  the  wave,  and  ^en  the  banks,  [  neVr  again  may 

Oh !  may'st  thou  glide  in  beau^  still,  though  1  no  more  be- 
hold thee. 
For  sweetly  will  thy  memory  for  ever  dwell  with  me '. 

The  first  view  of  Coimbra  is  verj'  beautiful. 
after  descending  the  steep  hill  on  the  Condelxa 
tide  of  the  city.  A  party  of  women  CBnie  to  meet 
ne,  on  our  arrival,  with  large  baskets  of  oraogee, 
which  they  ga\e  to  any  one  who  would  accept 
them.  We  were  the  less  surprized  at  this  in- 
stance of  liberality,  when  we  learned  that  in  the 
oeighbourbood  of  Cuimbra,  the  pigs  are  great 
consumers  of  this  delightful  fruit ;  and  we 
ourselves   purchased  thiriy-six    for   a    viiitim, — 
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The  costume  of  the  students  of  the  University 
is  very  picturesque  aud  graceful ;  consisting  of  silk 
Blockings,  pumps,  aud  gowns  oi  gros  tie  rtaplea 
they  are  always  scrupulously  neat  about  the  feet : 
indeed,  to  such  an  extreme  do  they  carrj-  their 
care  on  this  point,  that  tbey  have  houses  appointed 
in  different  streets,  where  they  change  their  shoes ; 
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■nd  thi*,  owing  to  the  filtfay  stale  of  the  aty,  thn 
ue  under  the  neceaeit^  of  doing  many  times 
diuii^  UietUj*.  While  we  were  wailing  in  the 
gnmt  sqnre  outside  the  town,  ere  we  pi-oceeded 
lo  the  different  houses  in  which  we  were  to  reside, 
m  great  number  of  the  students  collected  round 
the  soldiers,  eager  for  news,  and  anxious  to 
gralify  their  curiosity,  and  to  amuse  their  leisure 
by  a  surrey  of  the  new-comera ;  when  espyjne 
our  English  Phaeton,  their  amuzement  wae  quite 
ludicrous.  They  walked  round  it,  shook  it  with 
all  their  strength,  and  appeared  lost  in  wonder 
that  a  vehicle,  apparently  eo  fragile,  should  have 
contended  so  successfully  with  the  vile  state  of  their 
roads  ns  to  have  reached  Coinibra  entire,  ll 
certaiuly  afforded  an  in&iity  of  conversation. 

Shortly  afterwards  I  again  mounted  my  horse, 
Bud  rejoined  my  father ;  and  never,  before  nor 
since,  had  1  bo  much  learning  in  my  train ;  evefr 
street  and  alley  disgorged  a  score  or  more  of 
embryo  luminaries,  and  they  followed  ' 
and  fast"  as  we  passed  along.  One  of  t 
determined  novelty-hunters  in  his  anxie^  ■ 
see  my  face,  was  ruiming  beside  □&,  oo  the  i 
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bridge  which  spans  the  Moiidego  just  outside  the 
city,  and  fell  over  an  old  woman  who  was  beg- 
ging :  down  he  came  on  the  pavement,  and  down 
ihe  rolled  into  the  road,  amid  the  lau<;hter  of  the 
thoughtless  passengers ;  her  language,  on  reco- 
vering her  breath,  was  energetic  overmuch,  but 
not  particularly  courteous  ;  it  did  not,  however, 
appear  to  affect  the  offender,  who  scrambled  up 
again,  and  left  her  to  follow  his  example. 

The  University  of  Coiml>ra  has  l>een  so  fre- 
quently described,  that  it  were  mere  presumption 
in  me  to  say  any  thing  ou  the  subject  of  the 
institution.  With  the  library  I  was  delighted; 
the  beautiful  appearance  of  the  whole  apnrtment< 
with  its  black  and  gold  ornaments,  and  its  well, 
arranged  coulents,  is  extremely  striking.  It  is 
far  more  rich  in  scarce  works,  valuable  manu- 
scripts, and  black-letter  volumes,  than  Ihe  library 
at  Alcobaqa ;  and,  although  infinitely  less  elegant, 
has  an  air  of  repose  and  quiet  far  better  adapted 
to  the  purposes  of  study.  If  the  light  and  glit- 
tering locality  at  Alcoba^a  invited  thoughts  of 
Melastasio,  and  Spencer,  and  Surry,  this  more 
■obered  and  more  solemn  apartment  led  the  mind 
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I  with  DaDi£,  ux) 
Tbe  Libnnau  w&s  a  venei 
Hftfr'rg  oU  man,  whh  bur  Kke  silver, 
bright  intBUigcnt  eje — be  had  the  •ppeannoe'i 
haviag  gnnm  gnj  UDong  (be  Mg«s  of  ani 
by  whom  w«  a&ir  turn  Rurmuided.  He  did  the 
booaor*  of  the  place  most  court£ously,  and  wu9 
tadrbtigBbU  in  pointing  OQt  Co  us  every  thing 
tare  or  costly.  Amoi^  other  curiosities,  he  put 
into  our  bands  aa  illominaied  MS.  copy  of  the 
BBile,  tm  TeUum ;  uul  &  qnarto  copy  of  Camoen's 
LMJad,  published  in  London,  and  finely  tUus- 
Irated.  Tbe  collection  of  engraTiogB  was 
perb,  and  many  of  them  were  eitremely 
sad  acarce.  The  gallery,  which  extended 
the  apartnMOt,  was  divided  into  compartitKniB : 
(•cb  compartment  occapied  by  works  in  one  par- 
liealar  '*"g"*g"  Thus  there  was  a  Spaoi&fa,  a 
Latiiii  a  Greek,  a  French,  a  German,  an  EnglisU, 
and  an  Ilalt&a  library ;  each  distinct  the  oov 
from  tbe  other ;  and  affording  a  great  eavii^, 
time  and  trouble  to  the  stndent. 

Od  ntakii^  the  tour  of  the  gallery,  1  enqi 
if  the  membera  of  the  Univerei^  had  indtscrimi' 
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nate  access  to  all  the  works  which  were  there 
collected?  He  said  Yes — each  studeut,  giving  a 
receipt  for  the  books  which  he  withdrew,  waa 
entitled  to  remove  them  for  the  purpose  of  more 
private  study  than  was  afforded  by  the  library 
itself.  I  could  not  forbear  remarking  that  some 
of  them  were  of  a  nature  which  1  should  have 
thought  would  have  excluded  them  fi-om  an  ee- 
tablishmeot  professedly  Catholic;  and  particu- 
larly where  they  were  open  to  the  perusal  of 
youug  men  studying  for  the  church.  He  enquired, 
with  some  surprise,  to  what  I  could  possibly  al- 
lude? 

I  took  down  a  copy  of  Voltaire's  cel€l>rated 
work  on  the  Bible. — "  I  allude  to  this,"  I  i 
briefly; — and  I  shall  not  easily  forget  his  astonish- 
iiieat.  After  this  speciuieu  of  the  universality  of 
the  collection,  it  would  have  been  vain  to  com- 
ment upon  Gil  Bias,  Lewis's  Monk,  and  a  score 
of  works  of  the  same  class,  as  they  were  compara- 
tively innoxious. 

The  principle  of  the  Portoguese,  in  the  for- 
mation both  of  their  libraries  Bud  museums,  ap- 
pears to  be  undeviating — they  will  have  quality  if 
v  8 


tliey  can  obtain  it — but  they  will  have  quai 
at  any  rate. 

One  of  the  most  ioteresttng  objecta  in  the  neig 
Iwurhood  of  Coimbra  is  the  Quinla  das  Lagrima^ 
where  the  unfortunate  Ignez  de  Castro  was  I 
long  confined.  The  Quitila  ia  long,  gloomy, : 
unsightly,  but  contains  eome  finely- proportioned 
apartments.  The  gardens  are  eitensive,  and  t 
parterre  filled  with  the  most  costly  fiowere. 
ibe  extremity  of  the  grounds  rises  a  perp 
cuUr  rock  of  great  height ;  whence  i^sue*  | 
spring,  which,  after  passing  some  diBfauce  thro 
rhe  heart  of  the  rock,  falls  eventually  into  a  1 
tiful  natural  basin,  and  then  glides  away  inl 
Iialh  lined  with  grsnite,  whence  it  is  let  off  I 
duices. 

There  is  a  legend  attached  to  this  i 
i-pot,  which,  if  not  tnie,  well  de3e^^■e8  to   be  i 
During  the  sojourn  of  Donna  Igntz  in  the  Qui 
the  locality  was  under  strict  turvnV/anc^,  and  4 
heart-stricken  husband  in  vain   endeavoured 
gain  access  to  his  no  less  wretched  bride  ;  in  his 
wanderings  he  discovered  this  rock-spring,  whet 
•  Villa  of  Tewa. 


he  instantly  occupied  himself,  at  eafe  intervalif 
in  perfornting  a  passage  Bufficieotly  capacious  to 
admit  a  email  ball  of  cork, :  having  achieved  this, 
he  caused  the  balls  to  be  made,  and  hollowed  into 
boxes;  and  in  these  he  enclosed  lettei^,  which, 
every  day  at  a  particular  hour,  he  committed  ti) 
the  rock,  when  they  were  impelled  onward  by 
the  current  of  wat?r,  and  finally  floated  oii  the 
basin, where  they  were  secured  by  the  imprisoned 
Princess. 

The  cicerone  displays  to  the  visitor,  with  much 
emphasis,  Iialf  a  dozen  stones,  which  the  stroii*; 
mineral  properties  of  the  spnng  have  encrusted 
with  a.  sort  of  red  rust ;  and  a  root  of  very  long, 
and  flexible,  and  silky,  water -weed  ;  as  the 
blood,  and  a  lock  of  the  hair  of  the  royal  mar- 
tyr. Tliey  retain  a  most  loving  memory  of  ail 
which  concerned  this  amiable  and  lovely  wo- 
man :  and  would  hold  it  little  less  than  sacrilege 
should  you  venture  a  doubt  as  to  the  authenticity 
of  these  reliques  —  and  truly  one  has  little  dis- 
position to  do  so  at  the  niomcot  when  one  is 
standing  beside  the  mouth  of  the  spring ;  lis- 
tening to  the  low,  gentle  fall  of  its  waters,  as 
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tbfly  trickle  tlirough  the  rock ;  ttnd  remember- 
ing, moreover,  that  thr,  tlie  beautiful,  the  mur- 
dered Ignez,  so  Btood,  m  listened,  in  her  young 
loveliness,  but  with  a  deeper  feeling,  and  a  more 
holy  hope! 

Two  very  fine  cypresses  are  now  growing  at 
the  foot  of  the  rock  beside  the  spring;  and  a 
stone  is  erect«d  beneath  the  one  on  the  right 
hand,  on  which  is  graven  an  appropriate  extract 
from  the  Lunad  of  Camoens.  It  is  a  most  in- 
tereeting  scene,  both  from  situatioa  and  tra- 
dition. 

In  a  line  with  this  Quinta,  at  the  foot  of  l 
bridge,  stands  a  very  extensive  Monastery,  ^ 
the  Dominican  Order.  Thie  establiBfament  t 
contained  near  two  himdred  monks,  but  in  18! 
was  only  inhabited  by  Jive.     Four  officers  of  ti 

regiment,  were,    during   our  sojourn  I 

Coimbra,  quartered  on  these  holy  brothers,  n 
Hppeared  to  be  most  anxious  to  rid  themselves  i 
their  unwelcome  guests ;  this  arrangement  they 
could  not,  however,  eflect :  and,  in  the  true  spirit 
of  inhoBpitality,  they  determined,  if  possible,  to 
"  starve  out  the  garrison ;"  and  accordin 
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fused  to  afford  to  their  IiimKtes  the  8lia;hteet 
aocommodation  which  it  was  in  their  power  To 
withhold;  a  amall  room,  or  cell,  a  chair,  and  a 
table,  being  all  the  conveniences  which  they 
would  contribute  towards  the  comfort  of  thteir 
"ancient  alliea."  It  may  be  believed  that  «ie»- 
lieurg  let  officiers  were  not  alow  to  retaliate  the 
churlishness  of  mtsiieurs  Its  moines,  and  con6«- 
quently  no  affectation  of  courtesy  passed  between 
the  parties.  The  reverend  brotherhood  hftd 
usually  retired  to  their  cells  for  the  night  when 
their  inmates  returned  from  the  mess,  and  this 
arrangement  precluded  the  possibility  of  very  fre- 
quent meetings.  It  chanced  that,  on  some  occa- 
sion, one  of  their  compulsory  guests,  owing  to  a 
sudden  indisposition,  left  the  mess  an  hour  or 
two  earlier  than  he  was  accustomed  to  do, 
and  was  on  his  way  to  his  apartment,  when  he 
aiumbled  over  aometbing,  in  the  long  gallery 
which  he  had  to  traverse;  and  a  sound  between 
a  groan  and  a  grunt  issued  from  the  huge  bnik 
of  one  of  the  monks,  who  was  lying  on  the  stone 
loor,  "alone  in  his  glory."  The  intrader  spoke 
to  his   godly   host,   but   received  no   reply ;   he 
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ag«iB  applied  his  foot  somewhat  enei 
and  a  wcond  sound,  still  more  indicative  of  ine- 
briety than  the  fii^,  followed  the  touch.  The 
Officer  summoned  hie  Berrant  with  a  lamp ;  and 
when  the  light  arrired,  be  discovered  that  the 
portly  monk  had  not  power  to  stand  or  to  articn- 
l&te ;  he  accordingly  assisted  his  servant  to  rniw 
him ;  and,  guided  by  the  sonnds  of  merriment 
and  hilarity,  they  carried,  or  rather  dragged, 
their  chai^  into  a  room,  in  which  sat  the  re- 
muoing  pflrti  ytmrre  of  the  commimhT,  in  the 
midst  of  pig-ekins  of  wine,  ontrimmed  lamps, 
and  soiled  glasoes :  they  had  jost  sense 
left  to  comprehend  what  was  paseiog 
them,  and  their  consternation  was  extreme. 
one  of  them  ventured  to  utter  a  word ;  but  the 
following  mo  ruing  at  breakJast  their  gueetg 
were  amu^,  as  well  ae  earprised,  by  a  supply  of 
fresh  egga  and  fruit ;  and  during  the  remainder 
of  their  sojourn  in  the  monastery,  every  thing 
which  could  be  procured  by  their  hosts  was 
offered  to  ihem  in  profusion.  There  was  a  fine 
chapel  attached  to  this  abbey,  and  ita  revenues 
were   very  extensive.      On   a  height  above 
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Dominican  Monastery  stands  the  convent  of 
Santa  Clara,  beautifully  situated,  and  poeeeesiiig 
very  fine  and  well-kept  gardens  and  orangeries. 
I  paid  a  visit  to  the  Prioress,  attended  by  a 
fnend,  but  could  not  gain  admittance  beyond  the 
parlour.  The  gentleinan  who  accompanied  me 
was  detained  for  a  time  at  the  gate,  while  I  wii^ 
introduced  to  the  Prioress,  who,  I  waa  informed, 
wished  me  to  answer  a  queBiion  before  she  could 
admit  my  companion.  The  apartment  was  very 
neatly  matted,  and  scrupulously  clean.  The  in- 
terior of  the  room  in  which  the  nuns  were  stand- 
ing, by  whom  I  was  received,  was  quite  visible  ; 
a  double  grating  sepai-aled  it  from  the  parloiir ; 
and  in  the  space  between  the  two  gratings  stood 
a  small  box  on  wheels,  with  a  ribbon  attached  to 
each  extremity,  for  the  purpose  of  drawing  it  in 
either  direction,  in  order  to  transfer  sweetmeats, 
or  any  little  present  which  the  visitor  and  the 
visited  might  be  desirous  to  exchange. 

The   Prioress,    a  fine,   and    really  well-bred, 

woman,  after  expressing  her  gratification  at  the 

compliment   I  had  paid  her  by  this  visit  to  her 

community,  beggetl  to  know  whether  the  gentle- 
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mJiiil  IB  Uu  BcgalJTa.  Wm  he  mj  fainlmad ! 
1  Mid,  "  No." — "  Ib  1m  ysBT  farMher,  llien  V  per- 
MWd  iIm  Piionai;  '*  «^  if  he  be  not  a  relstioD, 
I  iMiiiiH  adaiit  him.'  I  laak  the  hint,  wad  mki 
that  he  waft  wj  brother.  U«  wu  immedialrij 
retjaoted  lo  «»lk  up.  aad  loctk  his  aeat  in  litt 
parloHr.  We  were  introilDeed  m  fire  or  nxal 
the  ■JiirrhnnH .  uul  to  one  soriee,  as  lovely  a 
wiaiiaa  aa  1  eter  beheU,  abmit  nineteen  jean 
of  aga.  The  drew  of  the  order  of  Santa  Clan 
;  in  the  eztreaie,  uul  the  head-gew 
L  esqaettidb  in  its  &mng«meDt ;  but  thv 
Touag  novice  appeared  not  to  bestow  a  thoughi 
on  ber  aj^ieanuice :  she  looked  dejected  and 
hranimn  I  enquired  if  she  had  made  ber  to. 
cstioo  frotn  ch<Mee !  she  aaid  that  she  had ;  aad 
ahe  aaid  it  with  the  sweetest  suule  and  tbe  soften 
voice  in  the  world.  It  wag  ten  thousand  yitid 
thai  ahe  should  have  made  such  a  seleetino, 
from  whatever  cause  il  bad  beeu  induced.  Id  k 
fen  minutes  she  made  her  bow,  and  retirat. 
Tbe  Prioress  told  me  tbat  it  bad  been  tlie 
amusement   of  herself  and    ber  coi 
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watch  me  as  I  pnssed  the  bridge  on  horseback ; 
untt  that  they  had  frequently  expressed  a  hope 
that  I  might  be  induced  to  visit  them.  They 
appeared  to  be  perfectly  conversant  with  every 
thing  which  was  passing  in  the  city ;  and  to 
take  a  |^reat  iotereat  in  tlie  movements  of  the 
English  troQpB.  On  my  rising  to  depart,  they 
requested  me  to  wait  for  an  instant  at  the  gate, 
in  order  that  they  might  embrace  me,  wbich 
•even  of  them  did  in  succession :  and  the  Pri- 
orese  presented  me  with  her  blessing,  and  two 
saucers  filled  with  marmalade.  Wheti  we  had 
mounted  our  horses  in  the  Convent  Square,  she 
expressed  her  hope  that  we  would  pay  her  ano- 
ther visit  shortly ;  which  we,  however,  failed  to 
do,  being  always  in  pursuit  of  a  new  object  in 
our  daily  rides. 

In  the  chapel  of  this  convent  bangs  a 
pwnttD^  on  copper,  evidently  of  great  anti- 
quity. It  represents  Our  Lady  of  the  Rock 
putting  her  shoulder  to  the  wheel  of  a  bullock- 
car,  and  actually  heaving  it  out  of  an  immense 
hole — the  cunnan  is  on  his  knees  at  a  short  dis- 
tance beyond,  before  an  e^igy  of  Soisa  Senfiorei. 
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lo  •wbtaa  he  is  putting  op  a  prayer  for  aid  ia 
present  dilemma,  totally  imconscions  thst  she 
is,  at  thftt  verj-  momoit,  giving  so  forcible  a 
demonstration  of  the  efficacy  of  his  pedtkni. 

We  became  act^nunted  in  the  neigfaboiirfiood 
of  this  city  with  a  most  delightful  fiunily  : — that 
ot  die  Klarquis  Baratti.  The  only  son  was  * 
student  at  the  University :  the  Marqiuia  wv 
a  mild,  gentle  woman,  wholly  dcToled  lo  her 
children ;  the  Marqueze  a  silent  and  sludioai 
character ;  the  four  daaghters  were,  for  Portn- 
gaese  women,  very  accomplished :  they  could 
both  read  and  write,  had  a  gligbt  knowledge  of 
the  French  language,  and  worked  bcaudfu 
They  were  all  equally  amiable,  and  the  yoi 
Donna  t'arlota,  was  extremely  prettj'  and 
esting.  They  expressed  great  regrel  thai  ihey 
could  not  receive  us  into  their  Qainla,  owing  to 
itB  unfinished  stale ;  they  were,  in  fact,  liring 
in  one  wing  of  tire  building,  while  the  workmen 
were  still  employed  on  the  other.  The  bouse 
promised,  when  completed,  to  be  a  very  fin« 
one;  and  was  called  Boa  Vuta  (Belle  Vac); 
and  never  was  a  name  more  applicable,  for 
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prospect  from  their  terrace  was  beyond  descrip- 
tioD  bcButifal.  A  smiling  ralley,  gay  with  orange 
groves,  fietds  of  Indian  corn  and  lupins,  patches 
of  green  barley,  Quinta  gardens,  with  the  white 
and  dazzling  bouses  peeping  through  the  lemon 
and  almond  trees ;  and  winding  along  through 
this  fairy  scene  like  a  silver  serpent,  glided  the 
beautiful  Mondego,  with  many  a  graceful  curve, 
giving  added  life  and  softness  to  the  landscape ; 
dark  and  sterile  rocks  in  the  distance ;  and  the 
proud  city,  with  its  thousand  bells  pealing  over 
the  valley,  and  forming  a  strange  contrast  from 
the  placid  and  tranquil  scene  around  it ! 

I  look  bock  with  a  melancholy  feeling  to  our 
friendship  with  this  amiable,  united,  and  warm- 
hearted family— for  1  remember  also  that  tlie 
only  con  of  this  kind  mother — the  only  brother 
of  these  affectionate  and  gentle  sisters,  was  one 
of  the  unhappy  students  who  perished  so  miser- 
ably at  Coimbra. 

During  the  period  of  our  intimacy,  one  of 
these  young  ladies  took  the  veil  at  the  Convent 
of  Saiit'  Anna.  Her  determination  was  a 
source  of  deep  grief  to  all  her  family,  but  no- 
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would  imagine,  when  it  is  rememltered  that 
these  gardens  are  the  perpetual  haunt  of  the 
students,  wliiiher  they  repair,  some  to  study,  and 
Bonie  to  idle,  from  sun-rise  to  nun-set ;  and  a 
lounge  for  all  the  inhabitants  of  the  city. 
The  land,  and  the  magnificent  iron  railing 
and  gates,  which  enclose  these  very  extensive 
gardens,  were  a  donation  to  the  city  from   tiie 

t  celebrated  Marquis  of  Pombal ;  and  it  is  a  lact 
that  for  three  years  not  an  effort  was  made 
towanis  cultivating,  or  even  laying  them  out ; 
and  that,  in  1827,  they  were  still  merely  in 
progress. 

In  this  city  we  were  introduced  to  a  young 
officer  of  the  Portuguese  navy,  whose  name,  for 
obvious  reasons,  i  suppress ;  who  had  been  con- 
fined during  two  years  in  the  prisons  of  the  In- 
quisition. He  spoke  English  like  a  native,  bad 
been  educated  at  Oxford,  and  was  at  heart  a 
Protestant ;  although,  as  he  told  us,  he  dared 
not  suffer  the  latter  fact  to  be  even  suspected. 
The  cause  of  hb  imprisonment  he  detailed  to  us. 
On  his  return  to  Portugal,  afler  the  completion 
of  his  studies,  be  brought  with  him  a  number  of 
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Boglisb  books,  axnong  others  s  Prayer-book  au^'' 
TeMuuent,   tm  English   edition  of    Marmonters 
Tales,    anil    Paine's  Age  of  Reason.     The  last" 
named  work,  immediately  on  his  arriral  at  Coi 
lirs,  he  lent  to  a  student  who  was  his  int 
ttiead,  OD  his  solemnly  promising  that  hu 
not  soffor  it  to  be  seen  by  any  one. 

He  had  scarcely  taken  possesion  of  his  li 
ings,  when  two  familiars  of  the   Inquisidon 
tered  his  apartments,  which  they  ransacked, 
whence  they  carried  away  every  book  and 
of  written  paper  upon  which  they  could  lay 
bands.     Within  a  couple  of  hoani  be  was 
mooed  before  the    Inquisitor,   narrowly   ioiei 
gated,    and    his   library  burnt  before    his 
He  was  mentally   congratulating  himself  on 
good  fortune  in  escaping  so  easily  from  the 
of  the  "  Holy  Office,"  when  his  friend  the  etudeo^., 
hearing   of  bis  arrest,  was  seized  with  a  panic, 
and,  in  the  excitation  of  the  moment,  rushed  in, 
and  delivered  up  the  Age  of  Reason  .'    The 
suit  may  be  anticipated.     The  wretched   yom 
man  was  thrown  into  a  dungeon,  and  suffered 
the  horrors  of  incarceration  for  two  long  years! 
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nor  was  the  fact  of  his  imprisonment — hi«  sepa- 
ration froTii  his  fellow  men — the  prostration  and 
thrall  of  his  physical  and  mental  strength — the 
worst  evil  of  this  long  confinement.  He  may  be 
Bail!  to  have  tasted  of  the  bitterness  of  death  from 
day  to  day ;  for  he  knew  too  well  that  for  crimes 
of  far  less  magnitude  than  ihe  possession  of  that 
fetal  work, many  hapless  wretches  had  passed  away 
from  those  very  dungeons ;  and  there  were  none 
who  could  "  prate  of  their  whereabout." — Each 
time,  then,  that  he  Itxed  his  straining  eyes  upon 
tile  waning  light  of  evening  as  it  faded  from 
his  cell,  he  knew  not  that  he  might  ever  look 
upon  that  light  again !  The  morrow  might  never 
rise  for  himl  His  brow  and  lips  became  actually 
blanched  aa  he  told  us  the  tale  :  "  And  see !"  he 
concluded,  as  he  rose  from  his  seat  and  took 
two  or  three  hurried  steps  across  the  floor,  "  I 
will  shew  you  what  it  is  to  live  in  a  Christian 
country! — Twice  a  week  I  was  brought  op  to  the 
'fjuestion' — my  breast  bared,  and  forced  against 
a  grating,  heated  until  it  hail  Iwcome  red-hot,  to 
compel  me  to  confess  sins  of  which  I  had  never 
been  guilty — 'till  then  I  had  been  comparatively 
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have  doubted  that  sickness  or  sorrow  existed  in 
the  world !  Then  there  were  Qmutas  and  con- 
vents to  visit,  where  I  was  always  welcome  — 
rocks,  and  woods,  mountuins  and  valleys  to 
explore,  where  I  was  always  delighted  —  and 
a  hardy  ]}ea3aiitry,  amusing  and  ainused,  whose 
happy  ignorance  of^en  made  ine  smile,  as  they 
niar\elled  how  the  menina*  would  be  able  to  exist, 
when  she  left  their  fine  country  to  return  to  a 
land  where  there  was  neither  sun  nor  oranges ! 
With  the  /avadeirasf  of  the  Mondego  I  was 
delighted  1  and  often  did  I  stroll  down  to  the  river- 
bank,  and  join  one  of  the  groupes  assembled  round 
the  lai^e  smooth  stones,  which  rose  white  and 
dazzling  far  into  the  stream ;  the  women  with  their 
small  wooden  bats  in  thetr  hands,  striking  quickly, 
and  singing  gaily,  as  the  river-tide  washed  over 
the  linen  which  they  placed  upon  those  stones  to  be 
beaten : — it  must  however  be  confessed  that  all  Eng- 
lish apparel  was  honored  with  heavier  blows  than 
their  own  ;  indeed,  to  judge  from  our  individual 
experience,  the  strokes  must  at  limes  have  fallen 
both  "  fast  and  funous ;"  for  we  found  the  system 

•  Youn^  lady,  t  Washerwomen. 


infioiteiy  more  pictartsque  than  profitable.  TTie 
Bcenc,  Dererthelesg,  was  one  for  k  painter  —  the 
dark  eyes,  the  white  arms,  and  the  tiuely  mould- 
ed figures  of  luany  of  tliese  women,  as  they  stood, 
or  bent,  in  graceful  ittttdudes  over  the  mimrc 
river-roc^B  —  the  constant  succession  of  feniaic 
water-carriers  balancing  on  tlieir  heads  the  classi- 
cally formed  panellm — with  the  occaeional  addi- 
tion of  a  passiu;  muleteer,  or  peasant,  presenled 
g^tipes  which  would  have  inspired  the  pencil  of 
a  Claude :  merrily  meanwhile  rang  their  gay  siyap 
or  cheerful  l&ughter  on  the  clear  air,  and  the  coup 
(Faii  was  altogether  animaled  beyond  descrip- 
tion. There  was  one  cluster  of  cottages  close  toibe 
water's  edge  to  which  1  often  directed  my  steps : 
it  was  a  humble  but  a  happy  commnnity :  the  sound 
of  the  washing-bats  made  ceaseless  music — the 
vicinity  of  the  city  secured  ineesdant  occupntiou 
— the  fine  air,  the  clear  sky,  and  the  bright  river 
almost  insured  heallh, — while,  as  to  happiness— 
I  scarcely  ever  rambled  to  that  little  washing- 
hamlet  when  I  did  not  hear  a  guitar  or  a  merry 
voice  coming  towards  me  on  the  wind  ! 
After  all,  what  are  our  wants }  mere  fi 
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creations  —  enervatmn;  extrarogaDciee  —  enemies 
whicli  we  ourselves  raise  up  to  smite  us.  These 
huoible  peasoQts  feasted  od  a  sardiiiha,  an  onion, 
and  a  slice  of  Indian  com  bread;  and  when  the 
labour  of  the  day  was  over,  they  spread  their 
mats  in  the  open  air,  and  slept  through  the  long 
tweet  night  at  the  portal  of  their  cottages — they 
had  DO  fear  of  thieves,  for  they  possessed  not 
wherewitlial  to  tempt  the  cupidity  of  the  unprin- 
cipled— they  had  no  dread  of  death,  for  no  con- 
sciousness of  evil  pmsaed  like  an  incubuB  upon 
their  hearts :  they  went  to  work  with  the  rising- 
sun,  and,  at  its  set,  the  dance  and  the  mng  wound 
up  the  day.  For  all  dissipation,  a  n-alk  to  the  city 
and  a  lounge  in  the  Rotcio  sufficed ;  white  a 
frequent  visit  to  the  coufeasionol  of  a  neighbouring 
church,  and  a  frequent  attendance  at  its  mass, 
kept  their  minds  ever  rightly  balanced. 

Will  it  be  thought  that  I  am  painting  a  mo- 
dem Eutopia  X  I  only  know  that  I  am  sketching 
from  the  life. 

We  one  day  wandered  into  a  church,  in  which 
we  for  some  time  discoTered  little  or  nothing  to 
repay  ua  for  our  vudt ;  but  at  length  we  stopped 
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before  Ibe  Toti\x  offering  of  aome  more  pi- 
ous, than  clMsical,  follower  of  Our  Laily,  which 
was  ao  estretnelj  ludicrous  that  we  umversallj- 
lau^hed  oulrighu  1  ehall  oever  for^t  it!  A 
very  large  figrure  of  !ioaa  Senhora,  in  wax,  was 
represented  seated,  iu  the  act  of  receiving  the 
adoration  of  her  votary :  she  wore  a  hoop  aod 
petticoat  of  tarnished  tmbroidery.  a  fly  cap  and 
lappets,  high-heeled  thocs,  and  black  ailk  mit- 
tens— in  one  hand  she  wielded  a  fan,  and  in  the 
other  a  bodquet  of  faded  flowers — the 
was  on  his  knees  in  a  hag-wig  and  buckles 
embodyment  of  King  Artliur  in  Tom  Thumb 

Even  as  we  stood  idly  commenting  on  the 
absurdity  of  this  production,  my  ear  cnughi  the 
measured  sound  of  a  spade,  and  the  immediate 
fall  of  light  earth  on  the  pavement  of  the  chape] : 
1  walked  a  few  paces  fiirther  down  the  aisle — ihe 
prave-digger  was  preparing  the  last  resting-place 
of  some  departed  brother.  I  know  not  what 
the  feeling  of  my  companions,  but  I  was 
at  once  for  my  ill-timed  levity — I  had  for  a  wl 
forgotten  where  I  presumed  to  play  the 
the  jester,  but  the  conviction  was  instantaneoi 
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fcrced  apon  me — I  stood  but  ODe  momeiit  beside 
^e  labourer  of  the  cbamel-liouse :  I  saw  but  oae 
q>adeful  of  the  black,  rich,  hunian-lookiug  earth 
cast  out  of  the  grave ;  for  1  became  immediately 
conscious  that  it  had  been  but  a  brief  while 
tmanted.  The  next  load  which  freighted  the 
liiuy  Bpade  was  not  all  earth — it  was  not  the 
Kent  of  earth  which  fell  so  sickeningly  upon  my 
seoses — ^my  bead  swam,  and  the  next  niomunt  1 
was  gasping  for  breath  in  the  open  air. 

»It  was  a  most  humiliating  incident — tht>re  ie 
■omething  so  repugnant,  so  abasing,  in  llie  idea 
of  the  loathsomeness  of  the  grave — the  contact 
with  corruption !  Self- idolaters  us  we  are,  how 
tittle  can  ne  brook  such  collision !  1  felt  as  though 

my  very  soul  was  faint—  ■ 

On  our  way  from  the  chapel,  we  turned  aside 
to  avoid  an  encounter  with  the  corpse  tor  which 
this  revolting  grave  had  been  hurriedly  prfjiared 
— I  shuddered  as  I  remembered  that  it  would  be 
laid  there  shroudless — coflinless — but  I  will  not 
pursue  the  subject. 

The  cha|>el  of  Santa  Crux,*  attached  lo  the 
■  The  Holy  Crow. 


I 


r  fa*H*iBe,htt  tike  di^ 
m  im  mmml   'm  IV- 

t  of  tfar   taaenor  of  ib« 


dk  ^^MlvftMk  »Im  had  enr  MieeMM 
Ibh^  (■■■  liilk*r  <■  ■*!«  •aire,  vhen  sbe  W 
«^  fMHHMil  IM*  Ae  wwCTMiy;  this  w«*a 
H  r  I  i»»«A,  Mfa- uy  enrnnsUKO.  1 
chM  mi  k«p  ipilf  »  mort;  Imt  abort  «f 
riM.1  Angkft  l««aU  4o  H^dki^  to  adnen 
iK  "'tapHBhBR.''  Awii|Miied  by  «  friend,  I 
■■m^pK  fraoMd  Mjitlf  oae  raoniin^  altbt 
^*iBn  «f  tk»  yJea*,  faal  wms  stopped  bj  i 
^iMywM  MMJaal  »te  asonwd  a  very 

half  iocUoed  to 
B  nw.      I  WM  Dot, 


ever,  to  be  frightened  by  &  pair  of  mustachea  and 
a  fixed  bayonet,  I  knew  what  the  French  designate 
fc  desaous  du  metier;  and  I  quietly  represented 
to  him  the  impossibility  of  my  endangering  the 
safety  of  the  citadel  of  which  he  was  so  vigilant 
a  guardian.  He  was  obdurate,  and  looked  so 
alarming,  that  I  verily  believe  he  must  have 
been  a  recruit,  burning  to  prove  his  "  uufleshed  " 
bayonet,  and  perform  his  maiden  feat  of  valour : 
if  it  indeed  were  so,  my  careless  and  somewhat 
contemptuous  laughter  must  have  coiiBiderably 
ruffled  the  plumes  of  his  incipient  bravery. 

I  was  stUl  expostulating,  when  the  srnlinella 
turned  to  ealute  an  officer,  who  approached,  and 
enquired  if  he  could  be  of  any  service  to  me  t  1  im- 
mediately mentioned  my  wish  to  see  the  gardens, 
and,  if  possible,  the  monastery  of  Santa  Crux : 
upon  which  he  very  politely  took  off  hb  hat, 
requested  me  to  do  him  the  honour  of  accepting 
his  arm,  and  bowing  to  the  gentleman  who  ac- 
companicd  me,  escorted  us  through  the  gates. 
This  done,  he  gaily  advised  me  to  euter  every 
door  which  1  found  open,  without  waiting  for  a 
pemuseion,  which  must,  as  a  matter  of  course, 
vol..  u. 
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be  denied,  and  wishing  us  as  much  gntifiestiflB 
u  ve  had  afforded  to  himself,  he  left  oa. 

We  Bubsequently  leaml  front  the  seaunel, 
mho,  on  our  return  to  his  post,  waa  «uper-«nii' 
utnitly  civil,  that  our  new  acqnaiat&nce  was  Ge- 
uemi  Pinto,  the  Governor  of  Coimbra. 

The  gardens  of  SaiHa  Crux  are  xeiy  exten- 
niw,  and  evidently  kept  wiUi  great  care.  Therr 
is  a  curious  building  near  the  centre  walk,  cou- 
taining  a  represeuialion  of  Our  Saviour  in  the 
net  of  embracing  a  former  Prior  of  the  Onier, 
unci  preeenting  to  him  a  fragment  of  the  Cros&. 
Ai  the  extremity  of  the  grounds  b  a  beuuttiiil 
shed  of  water  euclo»t^d  by  yew  hedges  of  grc«l 
beigbt,  and  aboonding  in  fiafa.  Beyond  llii» 
there  is  nothing  remarkable  in  the  gardens  of 
Scnla  Cna :  terrace  n»ee  above  terrace ;  aod 
olive  groves  and  orangeries  are  mingled 
vineyards  and  fields  of  Indian  com.  On 
whole.  I  was  excessively  disappointed. 

The  monastery  is  very  lai^e ;    the   gall«ri( 
extremely  wide  and  lofly,  and  lighted  by  super') 
windows,  many  of  them  of  finely-slnined 
vitti  frames  of  carved  oak;  the  cells  op 
either  side  with  true  monaedc  precision. 
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We  encountered  one  solitary  monk  on   our 
Iway  towards  the  refectory,  who  passed  us  with  a 
I  wry  rapid  step,  as  though  he  sought  to  avoid  our 
I  contact ;  but  we  ultimately  found  that  such  was 
I  not  his  purpose ;  for  in  about  five  minutes  there  was 
I  not  a  member  of  the  community,  with  the  excep- 
I  tion  of  the  Prior,  who  did  not  make  his  appear- 
I  ance  in  the  gallery,  save  indeed  one  of  the  hro- 
I  therhood,  who  was  confined  to  his  cell  by  india- 
I  position,  and  to  whom  we  very  unintentionally 
I  paid  a  visit ;  for,  seeing  the  door  of  his  cell  ajar, 
I  we  pushed  it  open  and  entered.     He  was  some- 
what astonished  when  he  saw  us,  but  appeared 
more  pleased  than  surprised.     He  did  not  offer 
us  seats,  as  the  room  contained  only  the  chair 
which  he  himself  occupied,  and  a  low  stool ;  hut 
he   chatted  and   laughed  very  sociably  with  us 
until  we  left  him.      He  was  enormously   stout, 
sud  appeared  to  be  surrounded  by  every  comfort 
of  which  he  could  stand  in  need.     His  cell  was 
beautifully  clean,   the  walls  nearly  covered  with 
red  and  yellow  ochre  representations  of  sundry 
very  UUluokiug  saints,  and  adorned  with  a  little 
o  2 
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figoie  of  "Soatf  Senhora,  m  a  flounced  petlienif 
momabti  on  a  bracket. 

I  ngret  to  say  that  I  failed  in  obtaining  a 
ai^il  of  ihe  sanctusnr,  wh  ch,  I  was  infanoed, 
WMrtahirt  some  very  costly  i  aintings. 

On  aneigtog  from  the  ;ll  of  the  inralid,  wt 
^[aiB  iwnaiili  ml  the  coi  nanity,  who  all  very 
polilely  took  off  their  littlf  tufted  caps,  and  » 


nneh  disappointed  in. 
dens ;  and  the  zreal- 


On  tfte  whole,  I  was 
ttie  MooBsten-  *»  in  the 

est  amofement  which  I  deriyed  from  the  vijit 
*ras  the  intelligence  that  the  Prior,  after  havinc 

■^^ti^Iie^i  bi*  own  CHfiosily  as  well  as  mine,  bail 
iTviered  a  solemn  High  ilass,  ami  a  procession 
ihrousrhout  the  buildiii:r,  in  wliich  a  vast  ijuan- 
liiv  of  incense  and  holy  water  were  expeniied,  to 
cleanse  it  front  the  pollution  of  my  presfiice !  I 
bad  consequently  the  nieril  of  furiiishiug  the 
piou?  coniniuniiy  with  amusenieiit  for  a  day- 
no  inconsiderable  l>oon,  when  the  moiiotoiiv  of 
iheir  ordinary  existence  is  considfitil. 

On  the  alleged  anniversary  of  the    Marivr- 
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Horn  of  Saint  Sebastian,  t  received  an  iavitation 
fixim  the  Marqueza  Baratti  to  accompany  her 
family  to  witness  the  procession,  which  was  to  !« 
very  magnificent.  I  at  once  agreed  to  join  the 
party,  and  it  waa  arranged  that  I  should  occupy 
a  seat  in  her  carriage. 

^  On  the  arrival  of  the  ladies  it  chanced, 
however,  that,  fortunately  for  me,  I  waa  sutfering 
a  martyrdom  from  headache,  only  inferior  to  that 
of  Saint  Sebastian  himself,  and  was  quite  unable 
lo  ventm-e  on  such  an  expedition.  I  say  J'orlu' 
nateljf,  iov  I  shall  never  forget  the  equipage  and 
its  aecompaniments !  A  family  coach,  sufficiently 
commodious  to  contain  eight  persons  very  com- 
fortably, the  body  bright  green,  and  the  wheels 
red,  drawn  by  two  oxen !  a  peasant,  in  his  work- 
ing dress,  walking  beside  the  carriage,  with  a 
goad  in  his  hand;  and  6ve  ladies  seated  inside 
in  full  costume,  with  Dowers  in  their  hair, 
looking  up  to  my  window  with  smiling  faces, 
to  summon  nie  to  the  vacant  place  —  never 
was  such  an  escape !  I  rejoiced  doubly  in  my 
good  fortune,  when  I  learnt  from  some  &iends» 
who  were   present   at   the  procession,  that    the 


I 

ation    ^1 
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exhibition  was  one  only  calculated  to  excite 
di^ost. 

I  one  day  received  an  invitation  from  a  een- 
ileroan  in  this  neighbourhood  to  pay  him  a  visit 
at  his  Quinta,  which  was  situated  at  three  short 
leagues  from  the  cJty.  I  went,  accompanied  liy 
a  friend,  and  we  found  the  son  of  the  Senhor. 
waiting  to  welcome  us,  at  the  entrance  of  the 
hamlot. 

The  house  itself  was  very  large,  very  gloomy, 
Y  like  a  jail.  Four  ladies  were  standing 
nt  grand  costume  in  a  balcony,  awaiting  our 
arrival,  and  on  seeing  U9  they  uttered  a  host 
of  Vivas,  and  waved  their  handkerchiefs;  but, 
nevertheless,  when  we  reached  the  drawing- 
room,  we  found  it  untenanted,  and  discovered 
wme  time  afterwards  from  our  host  that  they 
were  afraid  of  us. 

In  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour  the  Senhora 
ventured  to  enter  the  room,  and  after  sitting  a 
few  minutes,  and  finding  us  perfectly  innoxious, 
she  held  a  hurried  conversation  with  her  daugh- 
ters, who  were  peeping  at  us  from  the  passage, 
and  ultimately  prevailed  on  them  to  make  their 
appearance. 
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As  soon  as  they  felt  at  ease  with  us,  they 
ordered  in  an  excellent  luncheon,  of  which  they 
pi-essed  us  most  hospitably  to  partake  ;  and  the 
young  ladies  then  began  to  exhibit  their  accom- 
plishments. There  was  an  old  grand  piano,  by 
Broadwood,  in  the  room  —  I  should  think  Iiib 
coup  d'essai,  both  by  its  antiquity  and  its  quality  : 
on  this  unhappy  iuBtrument  the  young  ladies 
successively  massacred  some  pretty  Portuguese 
airs,  and  God  save  the  King,  with  exquisite  self, 
gfttiafaction ;  and,  wiiat  was  infinitely  worse,  they 
compelled  me  to  follow  their  example.  They 
also  displayed  to  us  an  English  flute,  an  invalid- 
ed violin,  a  violincello  whose  groans  responded 
most  sympathetically  to  the  shrieks  of  the  piano, 
and  a  Bugeolet ;  on  each  of  these  inetrumeiita 
some  member  of  the  family  performed, — I  am 
sure  that  Hertz  or  Paganini  would  have  died  of 
it !  Lastly,  a  guitar  was  produced,  on  which  the 
son  accompanied  himself  in  several  songs,  which 
he  sung  very  sweetly.  The  young  ladies,  how- 
ever, expressed  an  utter  contempt  for  the  guitar, 
and  professed  the  greatest  reverence  for  their 
libel  on  Broadwood  ! 


At  the  termination  of  this  concert,  par  ticeU 
Uner,  we  were  conducted  over  the  gardens,  which 
were  of  great  extent,  hut  devoid  of  every  thing 
like  taste  or  arrangement.  Tbe  variety  of  roses 
was  extcmely  curious,  but  so  wretchedly  grouped 
as  to  lose  very  much  of  their  effect.  Their  graj 
were  magnificent ;  and  the  vines,  which 
unusual  in  Portugal,  hung  in  festoons  from  tree  toT 
tree  in  the  almond  and  pomegranate  orchard. 

On  taking  leave  of  this  family,  tbe  Senhora  with 
much  ceremony  put  into  the  hands  of  our  groom 
n  parting  present  for  me,  which,  on  inspection, 
proved  to  he  a  bos  of  sweet  uausages — a  sort  of 
almond  paste  strongly  impregnated  with  jffwr 
d'orangt,  and  tied  up  in  skins,  gaily  ornamented 
with  cut  paper  and  artificial  Bowera. 

In  Belem  I  received  a  present  still  more  e: 
ordinary,  from  one  of  the  ladies  of  the  court  Thfs 
also  was  a  bo^i,  covered  with  furniture  paper  of 
the  coarsest  description ;  and  filled  with  extremely 
line  lace-thread,  twisted  into  a  variety  of  de 
the  centre  one  being  a  squirrel  with  bead 
all  this  thread  was  so  carefiilly  arranged  that, 
you  had  once  secured  the  end,  the  whole  might  Ij 
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wound  off.  It  was  profusely  ornamented  with  ar- 
tificial flowers,  and  small  serpents !  One  of  the 
canons  of  the  Leiria  Cathedral  also  presented  me 
with  a  charm^  by  virtue  of  which,  while  I  wore  it 
about  my  person,  I  was  to  be  preserved  from  all 
bodily  suffering — this  "charm,"  is  a  yard  of  white 
satin  ribbon  deeply  fringed  with  gold,  and  adorn- 
ed with  a  small  coloured  print  of  Noma  Senhora 
da  Nazariy  in  the  act  of  performing  a  miracle.  I 
have  never  yet  been  tempted  to  make  trial  of  her 
healing  properties — I  feel  that  I  "  want  faith ;" 
and  I  believe  it  is  generally  understood  that  there 
is  no  cure  for  sceptics. 


o5 
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A  MEMORY  OF  THE  MONDEGO. 


''There  is  no  star  in  the  summer  skies 
So  bright  as  Luzia*s  sparkling  eyes : 
There  is  no  sound  on  the  summer  air 
With  Luzia*s  accents  can  com][>are ; 
And  little  Luzia  is  my  own, 
Filha  do  mfv  corofod  I  * 

Beneath  a  flow*ring  citron*s  shade. 
For  love*s  low  whispers  deftly  made. 
Where  the  Mondego  rolls  its  tide, 
She  promised  she  would  be  my  bride ; 
And  vowed  that  she  was  mine  alone, 
Filka  do  men  cora^  ! 

*Girl  of  ray  heart. 
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Where  ihe  pomegraiuie  blossoms  glow. 
Whew  the  sweei  rivei-ripples  flow. 
Where  Ihe  fiisl  imiles  of  eunshine  rest, 
Taete  sliall  she  dwell  whom  I  love  best; 


"  Lay  by  your  guitar,  Firmino :"  said  a  laughing 
voice;  "it  soundg  to-night  as  shrilly  as  the  cry 
of  ilie  agarra:'  and  your  song,  too,  is  somewhat 
stale — I  expect  every  day,  as  I  pass  up  the  ham- 
let, to  bear  the  painted  papagaio,  t  that  the  aoa. 
of  old  Baptista  brought  home  to  her  from  tl 
foreign  landa  where  he  dwelt  so  long,  cry 
"  Luzia"  —  na}',  he  is  a  stupid  bird  that  he 
does  it  not,  when  he  has  had  such  constant 
leaching." 

"He  could  scarce  learn  a  prettier  leeeon; 
and  yet  I  tbiidc  I  could  find  it  in  my  heart  to 
wring  his  gaudy  neck,  if  he  dared  to  venture 
it;"  replied  the  lover,  as  he  hung  us  his  guitar 
tu  a  nail  in  the  cottage  wall ;  "  and  now  tell  i 
at  once,  mtnha  querida,  how  long  am  I  to 
the  solteira  J  Firmino — 1  am  heartily  sick  of  ii 


;  aoiL^^_ 
thoi^H 


■  Onttbopper. 


+  PuiToL  1  Bachelor. 
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"  Doubtless  the  meii'uiai  weary  you  by 
courtesies;"  was  the  gay  reply;  "but  you 
what  I  have  told  you  for  the  last  week." 

"  Nay,  that  is  idle,  Luzia:"  aaid  the  young 
soldier:  "  I  have  been  too  short  a  time  in  the 
regiment  —  I  have  no  more  chance  of  being 
made  a  serjeaut,  than — " 

"Than  you  have  of  marrying  Luzia  until 
you  are  one  ;"  interrupted  the  girl :  "  so  now, 
Senhur  Firmino,  desembainhar  a  espada*  and 
turn  hero  at  once !" 

"  We  may  not  marry  for  years,  if  thia  whim 
holds ;"  urged  the  lover. 

"Sim/  sim!  "  said  the  girl  gaily:  "never 
yet  did  two  people  resolve  on  a  silly  scheme,  but 
they  were  ^helped  forward  in  it — never  fear,  Fir- 
mino." 

"  I  cannot  conceive  how  this  wild  thought 
ever  entered  your  quiet  little  head,  Luzia — " 

"  There  it  is,  however,  and  there  it  is  likely 
to  remain." 

"  But,  Luzia  " — 

"  Well,  FirmHQ — " 

*  Uniheathlbe  sword. 


f  their        ^H 
I  know         ^H 
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"  Dear  Luzia" — 

"Wull,  dear  Firmino — '' 

"Why,  I  believe  by  tlie  Saints,  that  you  are 
UughiDg  at  mel"  exclaimed  the  handsome  young 
soldier,  as  he  detected  a  lurking  Bmile  upon  the 
lips  which  he  had  just  pressed  to  his  own  :  "  you 
are  saying  this  to  try  me." 

'*  No — I  am  quite  serious. " 

"  Poit,  ainda  teimaii?* — then  I  will  bribe 
Father  Jafi  to  inflict  such  a  penance  after  your 
next  confe«aion" — 

"  That  I  shall  not  need  a  liusband  to  bring  n 
to  repentance ;"  said  the  merry  maiden.  *' 
well,  I  trust  myself  to  the  good  Fatfaer'ti  i 
and  defy  all  your  malice — but,  really,  Firmm 
it  is  time  you  were  a  serjeant." 

"  Pshaw  !" 

"  Nay,  if  you  deapise  the  prospect  " — 

"  I  never  trouble  myself  about  the  man  i 
t)ie  moon," 

"  Or  any  other  man  V  asked  Luzia,  arcbljr.  i 

"  No,  Luzia — you  shake  your  head — but  g 
niy  soul  I  do  not." — 

"  Not  even  the  Senhor  Capital,  who  walk) 
*  WliBI,  are  you  alistiiiite  ilill  F 
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over  from  the  city  last  week  to  visit  my  mo- 
ther?" 

"  No,  not  even  him — though  I  do  wish  that 
he  had  not  a  fancy  for  visiting  a  vtlha  •  of  this 
hamlet." 

"  You  are  jealous,  Firmma  " — 

"  I  might  be  pardoned  if  I  were;"  said  the 
young  corporal ;  "  but  I  have  promised,  and  I 
will  keep  my  word;  nothing  shall  make  me 
jealous  of  you  again,  Luzia.' 

"  Nothing  V 

"  Nothing." 

'*  An  excellent  resolution ;"  said  his  merry 
mistress ;  "  only — you  will  not  keep  it." 

"  On  my  honour  " — 

"  Make  no  vows — you  will  be  furious  before 
to-morrow — now,  within  half  an  hour." 

"  Nao  poiso  cri-io" — + 

"  We  shall  see  ;"  said  the  girl,  quietly,  as  she 
walked  to  the  upper  end  of  the  kitchen,  and 
opened  the  door  which  led  into  the  little  parlour 
of  the  cottage.  "  We  shall  see :"  she  repeated 
gaily,  as  she  heard  the  footstep  of  Firmino  close 
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mmst  Dot  ooDie  bere,  Scnhor 

*BKaaaB  ^oh  ^nde  ixvr  resolotiaii  in    tbc 

I.  ^1^  TOB  win  kftTC  it  tfaere." 
''  I  vS  W  hrAa4  id  cury  it  vttfa  me  to  the 

"  Vrnt  Mm*  w^  nrj  cja,  onleas  joa  aOow 
i»MmA  'm  4mfBa^ :'  said  «  deu-  mudy  vwee 
■  niiH  tfe  frinr,  and  ifae  astooiahed  eor> 
d  laiaad  hot  cjm  to  neeC  those  of  bia  e^ 
L.  la  a  mmm^  Ua  hand  was  apon  the  hilt 
■i  a— dU  aad  Ua  lavw  was  aiaiaoa.  LMzia 
mg  tmwmi,  aad  plaeed  her  band  npoo  hk 

*¥•■  itd  aot  expect  to  tee  me  here,  Ser- 

tf :"  aad  Ae  Ofieer,  calmly,  while    Firmitm 

I  to  fnt  his  lipe  &«D  the  baad  of  bii 

aMwi;  *'bat  I  p**"'— ^  the  mother  of  I 

(■•d  pri  ■»  do  ny  emad  mji^." 

"  1W  Staktr  n  rtrj  eoMJderate ;"  broke  is 

A>maa»,  in  a  cala  tone  of  omceatrated  pnsnon  ; 

**  I  «S  Ml  be  is  his  war,  or  in  t 


or  in  that  of  hi^^^_ 
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mistress  " 


-and   he  tunied  to   leave   the   cot- 


"  Finnino,  dear  Firm'tno,  where  ia  the  reso- 
lution? "  asked  Luzia,  as  she  clung  to  his  arm 
to  detain  him. 

•'  N11&  me  loqueii:"  cried  the  youth,  as  he 
tiung  off  her  hand  :  **  I  am  at  last  awake !  Fool 
that  I  have  been,  and  dupe — but  now  I  know 
you — now  I  know  myself — now  I  know^"  and 
he  turned  fiercely  upon  hie  Officer ;  but  a  shriek 
from  Lttzia  arrested  the  words  vhich  would  have 
followed. 

"  Listen  to  me,  madman ;"  said  the  same 
voice  which  had  elicited  this  buret  of  passion ; 
"and  do  not  throw  from  you,  by  any  blind  vio- 
lence, the  good  fortune  which  is  about  to  happen 
to  you — through  the  interceesion  of  this  girl'B 
mother,  1  have  been  induced  to  give  you  a  8Wp 
of  rank — you  are  now  a  eerjeant." 

"And  the  bribe" — said  Firmino,  bitterly,  as 
he  turned  towards  bis  mistress ;  "  was,  1  sappose, 
Senhor,  ihe  old  woman's  daughter  —  1  would 
sooner  perish  than  accept  the  boon." 
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*'  Fool !"  exclaimed  his  Officer :  "  think  you 
that  I  seek  to  rob  you  of  your  pretty  Luzia,  and 
to  make  you  so  poor  a  retam?  Fye  Qpon  it. 
Finnino!  you  will  soon  quarrel  with  your  own 
shadow  —  heard  you   never  that  the   brother  of 

I  foenina  saved  the  life  of  a  young  Fidalgo, 

t  was  near  drowned  m  the  Tagus,  by  the 
^^nttiiig  of  a  boat?  Pedro  died,  and  iiij  ^gra- 
titude could  no  longer  avail  him — I  transferred 
it  to  his  mother  and  to  his  sister ;  but  onr  coy 
little  beauty,  until  th!s  week,  would  never  receive 
a  favour  at  my  hands — only  this  week  Luzt 
lented:  she  asked  promotion  for  a  meritorious 
deserving  young  soldier;  and  her  request 
lait  an  echo  of  my  own  intention.  Seiyeant 
mino,  I  wish  you  happinesa  with  your  pi 
bride,  and  better  faith  in  her  affection." 

"  Saihor  C'ipitaS :"  gasped  out  the  astontsh' 
ed  young  soldier — "  Luzia  P 

In  a  moment  the  lovely  little  lavadiira 
in  the  arms  of  her  lover :  and  they  were 


\a  re- 
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"  H^day,  Marianna ! "  said  1  to  a  good  hu- 
moured garrulous  old  woman,  whom  I  met 
about  midway  Ijetweeii  the  city  and  the  river ; 
"you  are  all  so  gaily  dressed  out  to-day,  that 
one  would  think  there  were  a  wedding  in  the 
hamlet'—I  have  met  at  least  a  dozen  of  the  vil- 
lagers in  their  vestidos  de  Festa,  and  I  know 
not  how  many  soldiers  from  Coimbra,  all  pass- 
ing towards  the  river,  with  faces  as  sunny  as 
this  summer  sky — what  is  all  this  ?" 

"The  Senhora  has  guessed  rightly;"  said  the 
comadre.  "  We  have  a  wedding  to-day  in  the 
village — the  pretty  Luzia,  the  gayest  and  the 
kindest  menina  of  the  lugar  do  rio*  has  been 
married  this  morning,  and  (Noisa  Senhora  be 
praised !)  a  grand  match  she  has  made." 

"  Indeed  !  and  who  is  the  homem  casadn  .■'"  f 
"  No  less,  miHAffl  Senhora :"  said  the  old  wo- 
man, with  a  slight  toss  of  the  head,  which  proved 
that  the  good  fortune  of  little  Luzia  had  shed  its 
reflected  importance  over  the  whole  hamlet : 
"  no  less  than  a  Senhor  Sarjento  of  the  Coimbra 
regiment  —  six  feet  high,  and  with  the  most 
charming  eyes." 


'  lliver  hamleL.  f  BndegrDom. 
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"  And  wbj  sre  yoa  ranning  vnj  firoot  1 
feRtvitiea,  my  good   biend  T    I   asked.      "  T^ 
wn  the  first  tadividoai  whom  I  have  met  I 
veiling  citT-ward," 

"  I  waa  on  my  way  to  tbe  Senhora,  from  t 
bride;"  was  the  reply,  as  the  good-humoni 
lavadeira  liiied  the  clean  white  cloth  which  i 
vered  the  cooteats  of  a  small  basket  that  i 
earned  m  her  hand,  and  displayed  them: 
dish  contains  arros  doce,*  and  the  one  beside  \ 
is  bobrvm  torn  0x01. t —  Luiia  remembered  t 
the  Senhora  tenhada  muilo  gosto  d'nta  co 

'<  I  am  obliged  alike  to  her  and  to  you,  M»i> 
rtu/tna ;  bat  I  will  Bend  a  aerrant  for  these  bridal 
preaentB — you  shall  not  leave  the  vill^e  on  any 
errand  to  me — come,  we  will  walk  on  together : 
and,  tell  me,  is  the  Seiihor  Sarjento  likely  to 
make  our  pretty  Luiia  a  good  husband,  fory 
know  she  ia  a  great  favourite  t" 

"  Oh  1   he   is  parfailo — so  gay,  so  compU 
ant !   and  •»  brare !" 

"  Among  the  lavadeiras,  Marianna?" 

*  Sweet  rice.  f  Egged  pumpkia. 

I  Was  very  fond  of  Uiii. 
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"  Ola!  the  Senhora  is  jesting  as  usual — but 
all  the  village  love  Firmino — " 

"Oh!  then  Firmino  is  the  bridegroom — I 
began  to  fear  that  Luzta  had  played  him  false, 
when  you  talked  to  me  of  a  serjeaat !  My  friend 
Firmino  has  had  a  stroke  of  good  fortune,  1 
suppose — " 

"  Maravilka !  would  you  believe  it,  minha 
Senhora,  that  the  Henkor  Capital  of  Firmino's 
company  proves  to  be  the  very  young  man 
whom  the  brother  of  Luzia  (who  was  a  boatman 
on  the  Tagus)  saved,  when  his  boat  was  upset  by 
B  squall — be  has  always  been  kind  to  my  comailrt 
JoUpha ;  and  when  he  found  that  Firmino  was 
the  lover  of  Luzta,  he  made  him  a  serjeant,  for 
the  eake  of  poor  Pedro,  who  is  dead  and  gone, 
(the  saints  have  mercy  upon  bis  soul!)  and  so  all 
this  has  come  to  pass." 

"  I  hear  music :"  said  I,  as  we  rose  an  ascent 
Iwyond  the  olive  grove,  through  which  we  bad 
passed  from  the  com  and  lupin  fields:  ''que  he 
iito ,'" 

"  Ha  1  that  is  Fernando,  I  would  wager  my 
washing  bat — tread  softly  as  you  descend  into  the 


titm  tf  Ac  mm^  ami  aimcmA  tno,  wbich 
£^^  te  ^i^a  of  ibe  ann— snd  aU  »- 
P(MdMiB*K«UKeMlieBaf  Uw  huolet  firan 
^^  «•  fc  I  I  arioDint  feline  which 
■K  Ac  •!•  •  may  Jiwariia.  JoM  befbn  dk, 
IB  «faa  4faee  Weosl  rich  tnf  nrepl  dowii  n 
ife  rmr^  ad^anl  hen  wen  ihe  bridal  pam 
mmbI  is  »  CB^c — taaediateljr  in  front  of  me, 
1  fMiii  mi  f»HM  vd  Ui  pratQ'  bride— ihe 
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arm  which  was  decorated  with  the  symbol  of  his 
iiewly-acquired  rank,  was  twined  round  the  waj^t 
of  Lnzia,  and  his  bright  black  curls  rested  almost 
on  her  cheek,  as  they  looked  up  together,  the  one 
with  a  blush  and  the  other  with  a  amile,  at  the 
Improvvisatore  Fernando,  who  was  standing  in 
the  centre  of  the  circle  with  his  guitar  slung 
round  his  neck  by  a  broad  ribbon  of  bright 
scarlet,  while  his  girdle  and  gaiters  of  the  same 
gay  colour,  fluttered  in  the  breeze.  One  stanza 
of  the  song  had  been  sung ;  and  many  a  merry 
lip  attested  its  favorable  reception ;  many  a  sly 
glance,  and  hurried  whisper,  transferred  its  ai>- 
plication  to  a  fair  neighbour,  and  many  a  youog 
heart  beat  more  quickly,  as  it  caught  the  lover- 
like  appropriation. 

A  few  chorda  of  the  guitar  were  struck  by 
way  of  symphony ;  and  then  Fernando  raised 
his  lombrero  for  a  moment,  and  bent  his  head 
courteously  towards  the  bride,  as  he  recommenced 
his  song : 


SONS  or  THE  HfnomSATORE. 

Ijnb!  lmm*l  L#^!  Ife ;•«■■««  rn«r  ttdfe,' 


L»»ILm»I  L«>t  BB**pi 


Aad  —  ta—  ail,  B^n  M  ihiT  M,  tbtjr  fanUr  bkad  ■! 


I 


b  bI^  Mctf  W  MM  ■!  Imi  •moDg  tW  BvabGaf  IwKi ! 

/VrMnJo'i  anditmce  were  not  critical,  sod 
tnanr  m  rosj  lip  tnarmured  a  "  Vits  ! "  as  the 
•ocig  ceased;  while  llie  reiy  matrons,  who  i 


313 

membered  tlie  dajsof  llieir  own  youth,  ejaculated 
"  muilu  bene,"*  when  he  laid  aside  his  guitar, 
and  took  his  place  in  the  circle. 

'*  Quern  canla  agora  ?  "  +  asked  a  black-eyed 
fairy,  who  was  evidently  an  enemy  to  all  unneces- 
sary waste  of  time. 

"Lazifl .' "  answered  twenty  voices :  and  after 
a  blush,  and  a  pout,  a  whisper  from  Firminu, 
and  a  smiling  reply  in  the  same  satin  voce  style, 
the  young  bridegroom  took  up  his  twelve-stringed 
guitar,  and,  preluding  for  a  moment  in  order  to 
give  bis  little  bnde  time  to  recover  her  nerve, 
he  struck  into  one  of  those  wild  plaintive  airs 
so  peculiar  to  the  Peninsula. 

eONG    OF   TUB    BRIDE. 

The  Popagato  I  is  gay  and  briglit : 

And  on  each  feathar. 
The  red,  the  blue,  tlie  gieen,  the  white, 

Are  blent  together. 
I  envy  nol  the  poMoro ;  5 

Would  you  know  what  I  love  ? 
Til  not  vain  glitter — no,  do,  no, 

I'd  be  >  Dove ! 

•  Vcj-walL       f  Who 
VOX.,  u. 
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Luzia  ceased  her  plantive  little  modena  - 
Tamos,  meniiias,*  a  waltz !  a  waltz  !  " 

Id  a  moment,  half  a  dozen  reiuly  bands  were 
on  their  guitarraa,  and  twice  tis  many  willing 
arms  were  twined  around  the  waists  of  their 
favourite  meninas.  Nor  were  the  nieny  castanets 
wanting  to  this  impromptu  ball ;  tbey  were  skill- 
fully struck  by  some  of  tbe  less  young  an  1  least 
volatile  of  the  party,  Luzi'a  was  tbe  very  imper- 
sonation of  grace  as  she  moved  swiftly  round  the 
ring  on  the  arm  of  Firinino — the  iiappy  Ftrmino 
— who  scarcely  seemed  to  feel  tbe  earth  over 
which  he  moved;  and  Fernando't  qunliii editions 
for  winning  hearts  rested  not  solely  on  his  im- 
provvising  talent — not  a  lighter  foot  than  his 
spumed  tbe  rich  turf  that  day — and  I  am  bound 
to  say  I  fear,  as  I  know  that  all  militory  men  have 
a  horror  of  marriages  in  the  ranks,  that  the 
gratitude  of  the  gallant  Captain  occasioned  him 
no  slight  inconretiience ;  for  the  pretly  little  la- 
vadeiras  appeared  to  be  by  no  means  insensible 
to  the  gay  attentions   of  the  loldadoi  who  had 


*  Come,  girb. 
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r  to  be  ouandes  of  their  old  a 
Smiks  utd  blofbes  were  the  order  at 
Af  ^y :  and  eren  I,  who  had  been  a  owk  kb> 
am  ipictitar  of  the  Tillage  wedding,  carrad 
lack  a  ^it  heart  to  the  dty. 


MY  LAST  CHAPTER. 


On  our  return  towards  Lisbon,  after  the  evacua- 
tion of  Coimbra  by  the  British  troops,  we  resirfeil 
in  a  beautiful  Quinta  at  Sacavem,  a  village  d  I  Man  t 
about  ten  milea  from  the  capital.  We  had  a  very 
fine  suite  of  rooms,  though  the  windows  were 
most  of  them  broken,  and  the  whole  bouse  in  a 
sad  state  of  neglect.  The  Quhtta  was  built  upon 
a  rock  which  overhung  one  of  the  streets  of  the 
village,  and  was  the  property  of  a  ri-tUviint 
courtier,  of  whom  the  world  had  wearied,  or  who 
had  wearied  of  the  world,  rs  he  was  then  living 
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the  lire  of  a  recluse  at  a  Ftill  more  sectoded  place 
wbid)  be  poaer«wd  on  the  other  side  of  Lisbon. 
There  vss,  »  natal,  a  great  paodty  of  ftuniDire 
in  the  aputments ;  tables  and  cbure  mpiiring 
the  Hrength  of  a  Hercules,  to  trunsport  them 
•cnm  the  Boor,  and  shutters  which  held  all 
moCioB  ia  coateropt ;  liierally  rusted  into  their 
placet.  Our  taltM  had  been  very  fioely  paintetl ; 
and  wvs  elill,  &ded  though  the  coloors  weTv, 
cbcerfol  and  amusing.  I  eay  amuung,  for  every 
D  {the  whvie  room  being  paioled  in  oil?  on 
,  and  fitted  nitli  frames  into  the  sevenJ 
compartments)  represetiied  a  different  eceae. 
Oa  one  we  had  a  vintage,  somewhat  ntore  Area-  ■ 
djan  than  the  VinJima  which  we  witneseed  before 
we  left  the  Tillage — on  another,  a  bostiDg  party, 
with  all  the  neMMarjr  concoraitaats  of  hanging 
trees,  smooth  water,  blue  akies,  and  goita 
On  a  third  a  farting  icene — and  throughout  i 
apartment,  it  was  evident  that  many  of  the  I 
were  portruta.  My  own  room  was  painted  * 
figures  the  eise  of  Ufe,  rather  more  classical  i 
coetmne  than  accorded  wiih  our  English  id« 
Mcfa  figure  fupportin^  a  bracket,  ou  which  s 
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»  Buperb  alabaster  vase  for  containing  light 
from  the  centre  of  tlie  roof  hung  a  massy  glass 
chandelier.  Though  I  would  (Vandal  as  I  was!) 
have  gladly  exchanged  all  these  gay  appendages 
for  a  chest  of  drawers,  they  nevertheless  served 
111  diminish  the  dreariness  of  tlie  large  unfurnished 
apartment ;  which,  moreover,  opened  upon  a 
delightful  orange-grove. 

I  used  frequently,  as  I  leant  over  the  balcony 
to  inhale  the  sweet  breath  of  the  oi-ange-flowers, 
which  came  wafted  like  incense  on  the  eveniti}^ 
air,  to  lament  tlie  great  scarcity  of  singing  birds 
ill  Portugal.  Vou  stand  there  amid  breeze  aad 
bloaeom,  and  you  do  not  hear  a  not* — indeed 
tlie  only  birds  which  I  remember  to  have  seen, 
that  were  at  all  remarkable,  we  encountered  ou 
a  sort  of  common,  along  the  n«w  road  mode  by 
Sir  John  Milley  Doyle,  between  Alcoentra  and 
Villa  Franca;  and  those  were  mere  birds  of 
piissage,  natives  of  CJibraltar ;  they  were  parti- 
cularly beautiful,  gracefully  formed,  and  of  very 
bright  plumage.  When  we  had  been  some  days 
at  Sacavem,  the  Rector  paid  us  a  visit,  and  wa 
invited  him  to  dinner;  he  was  a  very  pleasant. 
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<feHiU  dd  ■■■,  «ad  extrandf  partial  to  I 
rn.rir       Wka  he  ml  down  to  table. 
pHMl  his  diMiBHuatiaa  to  eat  of  everr  ifain^ 
Ak  w  fid*  lad  «t  we  did :  md  it  was  amusing 
t»  «a  h^  he  tadearored  to  like  roast  mutton,^ 
^id  CBi^  i*^'  "'^  tarkcT  and  celery  s 
thaa^  he  csaU  mt  be}p  saying  that  be  ibonf 
w«  caalwd    oar  £flbes  very  etrangiely : 
■c««rA■k■^  with  a  peraeverance  and  deten 
taat  MwAj  «f  a  bettor  csose,    he  persisted   i 
^  aiiich  was  placed  before  him — 
t  compound,  as  it  appean 
m  dhe  «yw  of  aQ  fbragnen,  a  plmn  paddto 
aad  Ait  ffiir  obyeet  of  Portagaese  antipatli 
baidri  baer.     So  &r  do  many  indiridaala  i 
thu  eoaatn  cany  thdr  £tgast  of  this  bererage, 
thai  I  ham  seen  them  rise  and  leave  the  table 
«his  H  was  pendaoed :  and  Father  Lawrence  a 
BaiaThi.  who  bad  mibrinkingly  looked  • 
Used   shed  by  bis  own   hand,  used  lo  turn 
pale  as  a  woman,  and  shudder  like  a  sick  child, 
wbenerer  he  saw  it.      Our  cirility  to  the  good 
Rector  waa  {Horaptly  returned :  we  received  an 
■BTttMiaa  to  dine  at  his  .house  d  la  Portugaite, 
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and  we  were  not  a  little  consternated  on  discover- 
ing that  his  servants  had  been  cooking  two  whole 
days  in  expectation  of  our  visit.  Our  astonish- 
ment at  tliis  fact  vanished  however  at  once,  when 
we  beheld  the  repast — it  would  have  dined  the 
whole  regiment!  It  was  perfect  penance;  and  he 
talked  himself  fairly  into  a  pa^ion  whenever  we 
ventured  to  decline  any  thing  which  he  oSered : 
affirming  that  we  could  not  like  the  dishes  before 
us,  or  we  should  partake  more  freely  of  them,  as 
he  knew  that  the  English  ate  more  than  any 
people  in  the  world,  when  they  approved  of  their 
fare.  The  good  old  gentleman,  meanwhile,  con- 
tradicted his  theory  by  his  practise,  for  he  made 
a  raort  marvellous  meal !  We  were  three  weary 
hours  at  dinner.  We  had  soup,  and  meat,  and 
fish,  and  meat,  and  poultry,  and  fish  again — the 
repast  concluding  at  last,  by  the  introduction  of 
a  kid  roasted  whole,  and  looking  fearfully  like  a 
young  child ! 

I  do  not  think  that  I  could  ever  have  dined 
with  a  Portugueee  afterwards ! 

Who  has  not  read  of  a  vintage  ?  and  who 
that  has  so  read  has  not  called  up  a  mental  pic- 
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tKR  of  **  the  trailing  TiDOi**  gracefully  fertooning 
widi  dwir  laxariast  Solia^  and  tbetr  lasciotu 
bmt,  fma  tree  to  tree,  or  bwa  trallice  to  trellic«, 
SaimMig   ttvoniee  of  ndmcoi!      Wbo  bv  dm 

nd  loven  fidl  into  gioapes  wdl  fitted  to  lb* 
peadl  of  dw  jaaalurl  Where  the  ^lar  uJ 
the  leriiMl  an  bai^vith  the  echoes;  uid  the 
mtrrj  dance  minglwt  with  the  romantie  Ikbaar 
of  the  riotagert  Where  oxen,  wreathed  with 
teadriU  of  the  Ttne^  bzily  drag  the  richly  lades 
car  beneath  the  o'erhan^g  leaves,  while 
■nd  Uo^ter  swell  on  the  air  toother  T 
Alaal  for  the  reality. 
The  wide  TiDeyanl  stretched  its  dreary  lei^th 
along  the  whole  extent  of  the  bill  behind  tbr 
Quinta  —  the  etunled  vines,  tightly  attached  to 
»hort  poles,  were  barely  two  feel  in  htogbt,  mkI 
■□finitely  lees  altmcttve  in  appearance  than  « 
field  of  zooecberry  Imshea — the  vintagers  metr 
there  !  the  rabble  of  the  province ;  many  of  tb«tu 
half  naked,  all  of  them  filthy,  and  moat  of  ihem 
mffiaaly  in  appeamnc«  to  (he  most  axtreme  de- 
gree.     And    the   womeu   were    worthy    of  ll 


WIUl 

adea^l 
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associates — disrating,  dirty,  and  drunken !  The 
iHillock-cars  were  there  also :  creaking  and  groan- 
ing as  the  huge  I)ea8l9  moved  forward  to  escape 
the  goad  of  their  impatient  driver.  And  this  was 
a  vintage  1 

Sacavem  possessed  a  Convent  of  Female  Trap- 
piste  :  the  strictest  order  in  the  country ;  and  [ 
naturally  felt  a  great  curiosity  to  pay  a  visit  to 
the  community ;  and  consequently  requested  the 
Rector  to  he  kind  enough  to  obtain  permission  fur 
me  to  converse  with  the  Nuns.  He  assuretl  me 
that  there  would  be  great  diHiculty  in  doing  this, 
us  they  were  not  allowed  to  speak  even  to  Uieir 
own  relatives ;  one  of  the  Community  being  ap- 
|)ointed  yearly  to  answer  all  enquiries  at  the  grate ; 
hut  he  assured  me  that  he  would  use  his  iuHuence 
with  the  Confessor,  whose  acquiescence  in  my  re- 
quest might  perhaps  he  the  more  readily  obain«d 
that  he  would  at  the  same  time  have  an  op] 
ttmity  of  gratifying  his  own  curiosity, 

In  a  few  days  the  welcome  intelligence  arrived 
ihat  the  Holy  Father  had  acceded  to  our  wishes, 
and  had  appointed  the  following  morning  for  our 
visit.     When  we  entered  the  great  square  of 
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Convent,  we  discovered  the  monk  eeated  on 
steps  of  tlie  chapel,  pulling  up  one  of  his  stoc1 
ings!      He   was   a    remarkably   tall   maii. 
evidently  vain  of  his  person.      He    received 
very   graciously;    and  expressed  great  plea^ 
at  t}u8  opportunity  of  convincing  us  of  his  desii 
10  oblige,    but  said  that  h«  feared   we    shoi 
be  much   disappointed,  as  the  Nuns  were 
of  them  very  old,  and  he  had  no  doubt  very 
also,  though  he  had  never  seen  any  of  theni : 
followed   up  this  remark  by  observing   that 
thought  all  those  who  had  voluutarily  taken 
vows  of  this  Order  were  stur  doudo,*  when  tin 
ivere  plenty  of  Convents  in  Portugal  where  tl 
might  have  eaten  and  dmnk  as  much   a»  tbi 
pleased,  and  have  had  good  clothes  upon  th«r 
hacks :  but  that  it  was  their  own  affair,  and  they 
must  now  make  the  best  of  it !     After  this  very 
pious  harangue,  he  led  the  way  to  his  aparlmi 
which  was    extremely   comfortable,    and   indi 
possessed  (for  Portugal)  many  luxuries.      Here 
he  presented  us  with  some  most  excellent  wine, 
oranges,  and  dried  grapes. 

*  Great  Fools. 
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The  Nuns  of  this  Order  never,  as  he  informed 
us,  tasted  any  thing  from  the  tiret  day  of  their 
noviciate  but  (i?h  and  v^etablee ;  sickness,  even 
the  most  violent,  producing  no  alteration  in  this 
respect ;  or  indeed  in  any  other ;  for  even  in  the 
moat  desperate  cases,  all  earthly  assistance  was 
forbidden,  as  tending  to  counteract  the  will  of 
God.  "  If,"  said  he  "  God  has  willed  that  they 
should  die,  they  roust — and  if  he  has  ordained 
tliat  they  should  recover,  they  will."  And  in  the 
spirit  of  this  higotted  argument,  alt  medical 
advice  is  held  as  a  sin  ;  and  they  conse(]iiently 
use  no  etfort  to  alleviate  sutiering,  or  to  remove 
disease. 

They  make  the  most  delicate  sweetmeats, 
which  they  are  not  permitted  even  to  taste  ;  and 
the  most  beautiful  flowers  which  are  manufactured 
in  Portugal  are  the  produce  of  their  hours  of 
recreation ;  the  Royal  Family  hre  supplicnl  from 
this  Convent,  and  the  High  Altar  of  their  own 
chapel  affords  no  imperfect  proof  of  their  pro- 
ficiency in  this  beautiful  art.  They  are  limited 
in  their  quantity  of  nourishment,  bad,  or  rather 
poor  aa  it  is :  and  they  are  covered  by  a  single 
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i.M—ia.  *iixk  K  ehni  U  them  tm  tbe  day  of 
ihtM-Piufaiiiw.  aad  is  tmrr  rppheed  ;  this  gw- 
mtam  is  if  the  causes  eoEe,  aaJ  tbe;  wear  no 
iBsbcachiAh.  LiketbeMenluof  £<■  rrappc, 
tkKir  evnj  <iav  thru*  can  >  qiadcifiil  of  euiib 
^^  tkcsr  rr»Te$,  and  steep  on  m  pUuUc  stnnrn 
wkk  aaktt.  v^  wbkfa  tfa«;  lin  die — but  let  it 
■M  be  ikxi^  ibu  ftUT  edon  la  made  eren  "  to 
^■ooib  the  bed  of  death" — in  the  lut  sgonie?, 
iW  pbak  :^  bM  uieaauuwu  ibe  iik»«  thirklv: 
a«l  Bob,  vjd  jiutfs  we  added  to  tbe  aabes  b; 
vtiirb  h  w*5  prtTOUsly  coveted— attd  thn*  ihrr 
-i-r — -hr  jTin-.eat-  which  had  enwr&pped    thtm 

T.  .  ■  ::".v  -v-'r  ■  ;'  Li.iiiiii^ion  iiuo  tli:u  ]win:'  n 
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the  same  time  that  the  Nuns  would  probably 
otfer  me  some  flowers  in  the  wheel,  but  that 
they  would  be  of  an  inferior  quality,  as  after  the 
choicest  had  been  sent  otf  to  the  Iiijantas,  the 
beet  which  remained  were  given  to  him  for  the 
uxe  of  the  chapel. 

I  should  mention  that  this  convent  possessed 
no  lands,  nor  revenues  of  any  deBcriptiou ;  and 
wus  maintained  entirely  by  the  industry  of  the 
sisterhood:  it  was  evident,  nevertheless,  (hat  the 
holy  (luardian  of  their  consciences  did  not  suffer 
any  of  the  pangs  of  poverty. 

Having  learnt  all  these  particulars  from  the 
monk,  we  proceeded  to  look  at  his  confessional; 
it  was  snugly  carpeted,  and  contained  a  very  com- 
forlably-cusliioned  arm-chair,  and  a  stove  for  char- 
coal. The  grate,  through  which  the  voice  of  the 
penitent  entered  tliis  apartment,  I  can  compare 
lo  nothing  which  it  more  resembled  than  the 
bottom  of  a  tin  colamler ;  the  holes  being  pierced 
precisely  in  the  same  manner. 

Iremarked  lo  the  Padre  that  his  situation  must 
be  almost  a  sinecure;  as  the  pious  inmates  of  such 
an  establishment  as  this  could  have  hut  very  fei 
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plied  widl^^* 


and  very  venial,  sins  to  confess.  He  replied 
great  Ming  fruid  that  he  had  never  beard  an  en- 
tire  cotiTessioa  since  he  had  been  at  Sacarem,  as 
he  Tound  the  little  to  which  he  had  listened  w 
on  interesting  and  so  ridiculous,  that  he  alm}'!i 
composed  himself  quietly  for  a  nap,  while  the 
penitent  recapitulated  her  transgressions,  and 
had  become  so  accustomed  to  the  thing,  that  be 
was  sore  to  awake  immediately  that  the  mnrmi 
ing  of  the  voice  ceased,  just  in  time  to  award 
penance,  and  give  his  blessing.  Had  the  si^t 
hood  been  young  and  pretty,  he  swd,  he  shoul 
liave  opened  his  ears,  for  their  secrets  toight  tl 
lia^'e  been  worth  listening  to,  but  as  the 
stood,  there  was  no  indurement ! 

I  do  not  hesitate  to  say,   from  what  I 
of  thb  man,  that  he  was  the  greatest  repR>b«l 
whom  1  met  in  the  country. 

From  the  confessional  we  went  to  the  parii 
a  miserable-looking,  conlined  apartment  wi 
iirick  floor;  the  grating  perforated  like  Ihi 
the  confessional,  but  ratlier  more  open ; 
guarded  by  long  iron  spikes.  Tlie  monk,  gp 
to  niy  satisEoction.  did  not  enter  the  parlour 
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u8;  ae,  although  he  permitted  the  interview,  if 
such  a  term  be  applicable  to  a  meeting  where 
the  parties  were  not  supposed  to  have  even  a 
glimpse  of  each  other  ;  he,  nevertheless,  could  not 
countenance  it  by  his  presence. 

Tlie  Prioress,  who  was  already  at  the  grate 
when  we  entered,  welcomed  us  in  a  weak  tre- 
mulous voice,  which  at  once  proclaimed  great 
Hge  :  she  expressed  herself  devotedly  attached 
to  the  English;  General  Beresford  having,  during 
the  Peninsular  war,  protected  her  convent  from 
the  French,  and  her  community  from  dishonour. 
The  enemy  had  retreated  before  the  British  forces, 
anil  as  these  crossed  the  bridge,  she  stood  at 
the  open  gate  of  her  convent  at  the  head  of  her 
trembling  flock ;  and  as  the  troops  drew  near, 
faeraelf  and  her  nuns  threw  themselves  on  their 
knees,  prepared  for  whatever  severity  their  con- 
querors might  inflict  upon  them.  The  gallant 
General  at  once  advanced ;  and,  probably  from 
not  speaking  the  language,  drew  his  sword  and 
laid  it  on  the  earth  between  them  and  himself: 
"And  we  were  saved!"  said  the  feeble  voice  in 
conclosioD.    "I  oever  think   of  that  day  but  I 
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weep,  and  on  every  anniversary  of  onr  deliverance 
we  put  lip  most  eaniei^t  prayers  for  the  bmve 
General,  and  hiR  gallant  countrymen." 

She  appeared  to  converse  with  us  with  pain^ 
ful  self- upbraiding :    repeatedly  remarking  tb> 
although  their  confessor  bad,  with  an  indul 
of  which  herself  and  her  community   were 
worthy,  permitted  them  to  hare  the  liappiness 
reopiving  our  visit,  they  must  do  heavy  penance 
lu  free  their  souls  of  such  a  weight  of  worldlj 
enjoyment.     She  then  told  us  her  own  hii 
and  I  only  wondered  that  she  had  lived  to  so 
an  age,  with  such  a  tale  to  tell !     She  was 
daughter  of  the  Marquis  of  Tarora,  who  was  i 
demned  as  one  of  the  conspirators  against  the 
of  Dom  Jos^  I.     Her  father  and  mother 
tlieir  right  hand,  and  were  eubsequently  behei 
— their  whole  "family  being  collected  round 
ecafibid  ;  the  unhappy  narrator  herself,  then  oi 
four  years  of  age,  in  the  arms  of  a  nurse- 
brother,  B  youth  of  seventeen  was  compelled 
dtp  his  hands  in  the  life-blood  of  his  parents, 
then  shared  their  fate — of  her  young  and  lo 
sisters  I  dare  not  speak — lo  have  inuuolated  t 
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also,  had  been  niercy  —for  herself  they  reserved 
a  more  lingering  misery,  and  she  was  conveyed 
infant  as  she  was,  to  this  convenl,  where  she  had 
worne  away  eightj/  years  of  a  mieerahle  existence  ! 
I  trust  that,  ere  this,  she  sleeps  calmly  in  her 
grave. 

The  sub-prioress  was  sister  to  the  celebrated 
Marquis  of  Pombal,  who,  afVer  hie  disgrace,  caiue 
to  hide  her  sorrows  under  this  repelling  and  in- 
hospitable roof. 

The  sisterhood  had  not  encreased  their  num- 
I)er9  for  twelve  years,  and  they  were  really  abso- 
lutely childish  in  their  ideas.      I  endeavoured  to 
persuade   them  to  admit  me  into  the  interior  of 
the  convent ;  but  they  soon  convinced  me  that 
this  was   impossible  ;  the  only  mode  of  ingress 
being  by  the  wheel,  a  sin   too  deadly  to  admit 
of  a  moment's  thought.    Sorely  did  they  strive 
to    induce    me    to    take    the   veil,   and   remain 
with  them ;    they    used    many    arguments,    and 
at  length  told  me  that  if  I  would  consent,  thera  . 
should    be   a   whole  iveek's  festival    in    the    COB^J 
vent ;  their  ideas  of  worldly  happiness   had  bSfJ 
come    so    contracted   that    they   conceived    sM^I 
an  inducement  to  be  irresistible. 
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Their  only  enjoyment,  and  that  I  am  ready  to 
curicede,  must  have  been  &  great  one,  was  their 
beautiful  flower-garden,  which  tliey  necessarily 
tended  entirely  theniselres,  and  where  they  cul- 
tivated the  most  rare  and  valuable  flowera,  in 
order  to  serve  as  models  for  their  work 

Before  we  left  the  convent,  they  put  into 
wheel  several  specimens  of  their  art, 
witli  !K>me  sweetmeats,  which  they  pressed 
accept;  and  we,  in  relnm,  presented  to 
half  a  dozen  pounds  of  tea  and  sugar ;  having 
jirevioiisly  obtained  permission  of  the  confessor 
for  ihem  to  accept  our  very  usefiil,  if  not 
sentimental,  offering.  Poor  things !  they 
actually  bewildered  with  delight — they  had 
but  little  accuBtomed  to  such  luxuries. 

In  the  course  of  our  conversation  I  asked 
Prioress  if  she  would  allow  nie  to  endeavour 
obtain  a  sight  of  the  apartment  in   which 
was  then  standing?     She  told  me  tn   reply 
she  was  so  thoroughly  convinced  of  the  im] 
bility  of  my  doing  so,  that  I  waf 
make  the  attempt.     I   accordingly  knelt   do^ 
and   fixed  my  eyes  steadily  on  a  particular  poii 
le  I  could  not  distinguish  a 
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at  length  on  beiug  playfully  urged  by  one  of  the 
community  to  tell  tliem  what  I  saw,  I  replied  : 
"  I  see  a  panella."  * 

A  voice  softly  articulated  "  Ah,  Jesus ! " 

"  And  now  I  see  a  basket  of  orai^es."  Tliere 
was  a  dead  silence.  "And  now,"  I  conUnued, 
delighted  at  my  succese,  "  1  see  one  of  the 
ladies." 

"  Xflffa .'  7iada  i "  t  said  the  sub-prioress. 

"  Pardon  me,  minfta  Senhora,  it  u  you  who 
have  now  spoken  whom  I  see ;  your  hands  are 
crossed  upon  your  breast,  and  you  wear  a  white 
gown,  edged  with  black." 

Long  before  I  had  fiuished  speaking,  the  nun 
disappeared.  They  all  seemed  perfectly  over^ 
whelmed  on  discoveriug  that  they  couUi  be  seen 
from  the  parlour,  and  the  sound  of  suppressed 
sobbing  was  distinctly  perceptible.  They  im- 
plored of  me  to  rise,  and  not  to  attempt  looking 
at  them  again.  1  instantly  complied  with  the 
wish  ;  and  in  fact  I  had  seen  all  which  i  desired 
to  see.  The  gown  was  coarse  enough  for  sacking, 
and  must  have  been  positively  painful  until  the 


*  A  stone  jar  for  contaiuing  water.       f  No,  n 
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mftrer  became  accustomed  to  it ;  and  the  face 
of  tlie  eub-priorcBs,  who  was  the  iDdiridual  of 
whom  I  had  obtained  a  glimpse,  for  it  wa»  liter- 
ally nothing  more,  was  pale  and  ha^^d,  and 
her  hair  perfectly  g^f  •  ^^^  ^"^  '^^  ^'^'J  ^^° 
whidi  foncy  would  fnune — a  peraoaificatioti  of 
fiut,  and  vigil,  and  penasce. 

How  halmy  seemed  the  breath  of  Heaven  as 
I  emerged  from  that  gloomy  pile !  I  felt  that  the 
MO  and  the  trees  had  never  looked  so  brig'ht  nor 
■0  gresn.  1  haVB  often  thought  since  of  these 
niaguided  reclames,  and  pitied  them  from  my 
»-efy  heart  of  hearts  —  they  appeared  to  be  so 
eimple-minded,  so  humble,  and  so  sincere. 

The  Confessor  laughed  when  he  joined  us,  to 
see  that  we  had  been  weeping :  and  though  I 
aoomed  hiu  for  the  apathy  which  prompted  the 
laugh,  it  was  nevertheless  welcome,  fur  it  changed 
the  current  of  feeling ;  and,  having  ihauked  him 
for  his  politeness,  I  joyfully  turned  my  back  tor 
ever  on  the  convent  of  La  Trappe. 

While  residing  in  this  village  we  experiei 
a  slight  shock  of  earthquake.     It  was  about  ti 
o'clock  m  the  morning:    it  awoke  ua   all,   and 
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it  was  impossible  to  mistake  t)ie  sensation  evea 
for  a  moment.  The  chandelier  in  my  sleeping 
room  was  swung  sufficiently  off  its  halnnce  to 
make  the  glasa  drops  clatter  againiiit  each  other, 
as  if  from  a  blow  -■  and  the  low  rumbling  sound, 
which  seemed  rather  in  the  brain  than  in  the  ear> 
betrayed  at  once  its  cause.  We  found,  some  dayB 
subsequently,  that  the  concussion  had  been  much 
more  severe  at  Maft*,  where  three  British  Regi- 
ments were  quartered  in  the  monastery :  the 
^ard  was  turned  out :  the  inhabitants  rushed 
into  the  streets  shrieking  and  praying  ;  and  the 
whole  town  was  a  scene  of  consternation  and  con- 
fusion. Fortunately  however,  alarm  waa  the  only 
result,  as  no  accidents  occurred ;  several  of  the 
lamps  in  the  galleiies  and  cloisters  of  the  monas- 
tery were  extinguished  by  the  violence  of  the 
shock ;  and  for  some  minutes,  apprchenaiona 
were  enteitained  of  a  second,  which  must  in- 
evitably have  done  very  severe  damage,  from 
the  long  duration  of  the  one  which  had  already 
taken  place. 

A  short  time  subsequent  to  this  event,  we  had 
(he    gratifiation    of  seeing    Nossa    Senhora 
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through  the  village  in  Btate,  on  her  way  to  Sazari. 
It  was  the  annual  procession  of  the  Greeu-grocer's 
Company  of  Lisbon,  and  an  extraorclinai^  afiair 
it  nog.  First  came  a  bullock-car  ladeu  with 
rocketji,  and  attended  by  four  men,  who,  as  they 
apiu'oachcd  any  town  or  Tillage,  let  off  the  rockets 
ui  profusion,  with  the  most  sovereign  contempt 
of  the  daylight ;  then  came  a  party  of  Portuguese 
Dragoons,  followed  by  a  state  coach,  all  gold, 
flonerB,  and  glass,  di^wn  by  mules  ;  with  a  lajnp 
burning  inside,  suspended  from  the  roof;  and 
containing  a  little  figure  of  ^ossa  SeiJiora,  with 
her  hands  fastened  to  the  seat  of  the  carnage  to 
prevent  her  from  being  upset !  Another  party  of 
Dragoons  (I  should  think  that  altogether  there 
must  have  been  a  troop),  and  finally  a  long  tratu 
of  Cejas  •  filled  with  company,  followed ;  thi 
females  dressed  as  if  for  an  assembly,  in 
and  jewels,  and  tlie  gentlemen  equally  gay. 
counted  thirty  of  these  carriages. 

Some  time  afterwards  we  were  awoke  in  the 
itigbt  by  what  we  at  first  imagined  to  be  another 
eartlinuake,    but    soon  discovered 
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nothing  more  than  a  dischai^e  of  rockets  to 
announce  the  arrival  at  Sacavem  of  Our  Lady  of 
the  Green-gix)cer'8  Company,  on  her  way  back 
to  Lisbon ! 


Pleasant  Poi  tiigal !  on  these  pages  I  liave 
pccnied,  in  some  sort,  to  liv(»  over  a^ain  the  happy 
hours  which  I  spent  under  your  bright  skies — 
among  a  people  where  1  made  many  friends,  and 
I  love  to  think,  left  not  a  singU*  enemy  ; — where, 
if  I  sighed  one  moment  for  my  home,  1  suiiled  the 
next  at  the  bright  scene  around  me  ;  and  whence 
t  deriveil  memories  on  wliich  I  love  to  linger, 
ns  the  heart  ever  clings  to  summer  and  to  sun- 
shine. 

My  simple  tale  is  told ;  and  again  I  seem  to 
quit  your  smiling  shores — again  the  swift  vessel 
bears  me  o'er  a  swelling  sea — palace  and  convent, 
grove  and  glade,  gradually  disappear — the  hill- 
seated  city  fades  u|>on  my  sight — I  am  again  a 
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wanderer  on  the  waters — again  I  wave  my  adieu 
over  the  vessel's  side,  again  I  mnrmur  out,  as 
the  tear  rushes  to  my  eye : 


she  to  me 


Was  as  a  fiury  city  of  the  heart. 
Rising  like  water-columns  from  the  sea. 
Of  joy  the  sojourn."  * 


*i\xM  Harohl— Canto  4th. 


•  Ill:    i  \n. 
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